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CHAPTER ONE

Golden Tickets
The I.M.P. office was alive with its usual symphony of dysfunction.

A muffled argument between Moxxie and Blitzø echoed through the back room—something about “plasma grenades not being OSHA compliant”—while Millie’s giggles interspersed with the sound of axe sharpening filled the air from the armory. Meanwhile, at the front desk, Loona lounged in her chair, legs crossed high, office phone wedged between ear and shoulder as her claws idly tapped at the keyboard.

“Yeah, I heard you, Karen,” she droned into the headset, her tone deadpan and unmistakably Loona. “But if your cheating husband got turned into a puddle by a Wrath beast, maybe next time don’t schedule a picnic in a murder canyon, huh?”

She hit the ‘end call’ button with a little more force than necessary and huffed, tossing the headset onto the desk like it personally offended her.

“Hell’s getting dumber by the week,” she muttered.

From across the room, Blaze peeked up from the toolbox he was digging through. The grey-and-white wolf turned hellhound was crouched near the office kitchenette, sleeves rolled up, trying to fix the eternally-leaking pipe under the sink. Again. It was the third time that week the damn thing had burst. Probably cursed.

“That was a customer?” he asked, arching a brow.

“No,” Loona replied flatly, “That was entertainment.”

He chuckled, tightening the wrench with a satisfying clank. “Y’know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were starting to enjoy the job.”

“Don’t get cocky,” she shot back, leaning over to snatch a pen and flick it at him. “Still hate everything. Just slightly less since you started hanging around.”

Blaze caught the pen with a grin, straightening up, the edges of his fur damp and clinging where the sink had decided to baptize him. “Aw, that’s basically a love confession coming from you.”

Loona rolled her eyes, but her tail flicked—betraying the faint wag she didn’t bother hiding these days. She watched him move, watched the way his stupid pink hair fell into his eyes when he shook the water off, and felt that now-familiar twitch of warmth pulse behind her chest.

Ever since the trial. Since that beach. Since the fire, and the fury, and losing him—really losing him, if only for a moment—something had cracked in her. Not broken. Not fractured.

Opened.

He was still a pain in the ass. Still too kind, too hot-headed, too reckless for his own good. But he was hers. He chose her. And that meant more than she ever imagined. She loved him… but gave him shit just because she could.
“You fix that sink,” she said with a sly smirk, leaning over the desk just enough for the neckline of her shirt to drop with dangerous implication, “and maybe I’ll let you choose dinner tonight.”

Blaze blinked. “Are we talking takeout, or like… actual Hell’s Kitchen table candles and sarcasm?”

“Depends,” she replied, stretching like a cat, full of teeth and lazy heat, making sure he got a good look at her. “How fast can you fix a pipe, plumber boy?”

Before Blaze could reply with something stupid and likely dripping in innuendo, the front door slammed open so hard it rattled the windows.

“YO, LOVE BIRDS!”

There stood Queen Bee-lzebub, arms spread wide, shades glinting under the office fluorescents, wings flaring with way too much drama for this early in the day. She had one drink already in hand and a grin that promised nothing but trouble.

Loona’s face immediately dropped into a tired scowl. “Oh fuck me.”

Bee’s grin grew wicked. “Bitch, that’s literally why I’m here.”

Loona barely had time to sit back down before Bee-lzebub strutted into the room like she owned the building. Which, to be fair, she probably could if she wanted to. The walls pulsed with the bass of her aura alone, her heels clicking against the tile in time with a rhythm only she heard — one born of booze, bodies, and bad decisions well made.

“Loony~ Blaze-y~ You two look good enough to drink,” she purred, snapping her fingers as her massive flowing tail curled and flowed behind her. Her shades sparkled with heart-shaped lenses. Her crop top had no right to stay on. Her aura smelled like cinnamon whiskey, sweat, and expensive perfume.

Blaze blinked. “Bee, did you—did you glamour sparkle just walking in here?”

She grinned wide, canines catching the overhead light. “What can I say? I like to arrive with fucking flavor.”

Loona let out a groan, pushing herself to her feet with a thud of her paws. “What do you want, Buzzbutt? We just got the office back to semi-functional and I’m not in the mood for—”

“Gala,” Bee interrupted, sauntering up and placing two glittering gold-and-onyx invitations on the desk. “Gluttony Ring. My place. Tomorrow night. Bring those tight outfits and tighter asses. It’s Son-Level, baby. High fucking Nobility. Royalty. Full Sin Spectrum. I want tongues wagging and sexy hips swaying — and you two are on the god damn featured guest list.”

Blaze picked up one of the invites. It sparkled. It pulsed. It might’ve just moaned a little.

“I’m sorry,” he said, holding it gingerly, “did this just purr at me?”

“It likes you,” Bee winked. “Like me.”

Loona’s ears flicked. “We’re not royal. Why us?”

Bee leaned in, her grin widening. “Because you two are hot shit right now. The Trial? Surviving a full-on family meltdown in public? You’re practically Hell’s hottest tabloid couple. Everyone wants to see if it’s real, or if you’re gonna combust on the dance floor.”

Loona growled, eyes narrowing. “I will literally claw someone if they try anything.”

Bee shrugged. “Then make sure you do it with fucking style. There’s a blood pool near the bar. Just don’t mess up the ice sculpture — it cost me three imps and a liver to get that bitch enchanted.”

Blaze couldn’t help but grin. “That’s… actually kinda badass.”

“And you,” Bee purred, turning to him, voice dropping half an octave. “You better wear something tight, sugarwolf. I want every fucking pair of eyes in that room to hate me for knowing what it’s like to have you panting against my thigh.”

Loona choked on her own spit.

Blaze glanced over and smirked. “Oh? Loony? You good?”

“I’m—shut up.”

Bee’s grin went feral. “Don’t think I didn’t notice the way you looked at me last time, sugarfang.” She waltzed around Loona, her long nails trailing casually over the hellhound’s shoulder. “I’m patient. And you two? Delicious. You better show up. Or I swear on the River Styx, I will drag you both there in a hot tub full of my best liquor and worst damn decisions.” She leaned in, whispering right into Loona’s twitching ear. “And Loony? You still thinking on that offer, huh?”

Loona froze. Blaze, already biting back laughter, couldn’t help himself.

“Wow,” he drawled with a shit-eating grin, walking over and casually slinging his arm around Loona’s shoulder. “You are still thinking on that, huh?”

“I will disembowel you,” she growled through clenched teeth, but she didn’t shove his arm off.

Bee waggled her brows and blew a kiss. “I’ll take that as a yes~.”

She twirled, winked, and strutted back out the door like the devil’s own fashion runway had opened just for her.

The room was silent for a beat.

Loona slowly turned to Blaze. “Say one more word and I’m feeding your soul to the coffee machine.”

Blaze beamed. “…You picked the red dress already, didn’t you?”

Loona’s blush answered for her.

***

Loona stared at the glimmering invitation still lying on her desk like it was cursed.

Because in a way, it was. Gold-trimmed, velvet-backed, and scented like honeyed sin, the damn thing throbbed with Bee’s infernal signature. It didn’t help that it was still purring.
Blaze peeked over her shoulder. “It’s gonna do that all night, isn’t it?”

Loona groaned, slapping a clipboard over it like that would help. “Bee’s events are more cursed than a Wrath pit orgy.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

Loona narrowed her eyes. “You better fucking behave tomorrow.”

Blaze blinked, pulling a mock-offended face. “Me? I’m the one that has to behave? You’re the one Bee practically tongue-flirted into a coma five minutes ago.”

“That was not—!” she snapped, ears burning red. “That wasn’t… shut up!”

He just grinned, hands behind his head, tail lazily wagging. “Sooo… red dress?”

“You’re never seeing it again if you keep talking.”

“Oh no, a fate worse than damnation,” he smirked. “But seriously, Loon… you alright with going? We don’t have to. You could just toss the invite into the incinerator and tell Bee to go buzz herself.”

Loona paused, her eyes softening just slightly. “Yeah,” she muttered. “I mean, I hate parties. I hate her parties. But… I dunno.” She gave a weak shrug. “Part of me wants to. Just for once. Try what this ‘power couple’ crap is like. If I have to fake smile and get gawked at by half of Sin’s worst, I want it to be with you. Besides… we owe her.”

Blaze blinked. Then slowly smiled. “Well damn, when you say it like that, I feel all fuzzy inside.”

“Don’t push it.”

He bumped her gently with his shoulder. “I’ll be on my best behavior, Loona. Promise. Unless I see you and Bee start making out in front of the fondue fountain. Then I’m joining in and nobody can stop me.”

“YOU’RE FUCKING DEAD.”

The door slammed open again—because of course it did—and Blitzø came skidding in with the grace of a drunk spider. “Whaaaat’s this I hear about a Bee gala and I wasn’t invited?!”

Loona groaned immediately. “No. No, no, no.”

Blitzø’s eyes sparkled as he picked up one of the purring invites. “Holy shit, these are the real deal! Bee’s annual bash?! Son-Level clearance?! That’s like— that’s like the Hell Prom! The Demon Met Gala! The Sinister Ball of Beelzebaby’s Bountiful Bodacious Buffet of Bangable Bastards!”

Blaze gave a slow clap. “You said that with your whole chest.”

“I have been there once,” Blitzø said with a dreamy grin, already lost in memory. “Back in my wilder days. There were fountains of tequila. A conga line of strippers. I woke up engaged to a Succubus prince and had a tattoo on my damn—actually never mind.”

“You are not going,” Loona snapped. “I don’t care if Bee personally sends you an invite made of diamond-studded nipples. This is not your scene.”

“But—!”

“No. No.”

“But what if I just happen to show up in the Gluttony Ring on some errand with Moxxie and—”

Loona bared her fangs. “Dad. I swear to Satan’s sweaty left nut, if you crash this thing and embarrass me—”

“Embarrass you?!” Blitzø shrieked, gripping his chest like he’d been stabbed. “Loony! I raised you better than to think your father—your flesh and hellblood father—would do something so uncouth as grind on a royal glutton demon in front of your boyfriend and the press!”

A beat.

Blaze raised a paw. “Was that… not what happened last time?”

“IT WAS THREE TIMES!” Loona shouted.

Blitzø gasped. “You read my journal?!”

Loona screamed into her palms.

Blaze gave her a consoling pat. “So… still feeling like going?”

“I’m gonna need five drinks just to make it through Bee’s intro speech.”

He smirked. “I’ll prep the emergency flask.”

***

Blaze stood half-dressed in their apartment, a towel around his shoulders and a growing pile of “hell no” outfits on the bed. His closet door hung open, revealing a riot of jackets, torn shirts, and at least three pairs of pants that probably hadn’t been washed since last year.

Loona, across the room, had claimed the full-length mirror. She stood in her sports bra and shorts, holding up a sleek black dress to her frame before promptly gagging.

“Nope. Looks like I’m going to a funeral hosted by a horny grandma.”

Blaze glanced over. “You know, Bee might actually have that on the itinerary.”

“Wouldn’t surprise me.”

He pulled out a red button-up that was just tight enough to make him look cocky, then immediately tossed it aside. “Too smug. I look like I’m about to hit on myself.”

“You already do that every time you pass a mirror.”

“Not my fault I’m hot.”

Loona snorted, flicking through hangers of spiked jackets and shredded tops. “You own nothing that doesn’t scream ‘I failed band auditions but still bang the manager.’”

“And you wear the same hoodie to work three days in a row.”

“Because it’s comfy and I hate people.”

Blaze grinned, leaning on the doorframe. “You nervous?”

She hesitated, claws twitching along the fabric of a backless velvet thing Bee had gifted her last time. “No,” she said, then immediately rolled her eyes. “Okay, yes. Shut the hell up. I haven’t been to something like this before. Not as, like… a thing. With someone.”

He stepped over, nudging her with his tail. “You’ll kill it. Probably literally.”

“That’s the plan.”

Suddenly, there was a rapid knock at the front door—three sharp taps, followed by a sultry voice calling:

“Delivery for the power couple of the hour~!”
Loona froze. “Oh fuck no.”

Blaze blinked. “That’s Bee’s assistant, isn’t it?”

They opened the door to reveal a petite demon canine courier dressed head-to-toe in glitter, holding a black velvet box tied with a shimmering gold ribbon. They said nothing. Just winked, bowed, and walked off.

Blaze and Loona exchanged a look.

Loona spoke first. “If it’s vibrating, we’re burning it.”

He untied the ribbon.

Inside the box were two outfits.

Loona’s eyes twitched.

Blaze started grinning like the damn Cheshire Cat.

The first was a deep crimson mini-dress — almost liquid in texture, clinging to the curves it hadn’t even touched yet. It had strategic sheer cutouts, gold thread along the hips, and a plunging neckline that might technically be illegal in seven Circles. Matching stilettos were nestled underneath, along with a collar that shimmered with Bee’s personal signature insignia: a devilish bee surrounded by flame-kissed roses.

The second was a tailored and very casual midnight-black suit for Blaze — but “tailored” was generous. The shirt was sheer. The pants were sinfully fitted. A red crystal brooch, shaped like a dripping heart, fastened the lapel.

There was a note.

“Mandatory dress code, darlings~ Come looking edible, or don’t fucking come at all. Loona, you wear this and half the room will be on their damn knees. Blaze, you wear yours and I might be, too.

<3 Bee”
Loona growled low in her throat. “I’m gonna kill her.”

Blaze was already holding the dress up to her. “You’ll look like sin. Sexy, dangerous sin.”

“I will murder you.”

“You’re flustered.”

“I am not—”

“You are still thinking about it,” he teased, stepping behind her and whispering against her ear. “About what it'd be like. You. Me. Her.”

Loona’s tail curled. Her glare tried to hold.

Failed.

“...Put on your damn sheer shirt, moron.”

He smirked, walking back toward the closet. “Gladly.”

The sound of the zipper echoed like a loaded weapon.

Loona turned slowly toward the mirror, her dress now hugging every line of her body like it had been poured on. The crimson silk clung to her hips like temptation incarnate, the sheer cutouts teasing just enough to stir dangerous thoughts. Her collar sat snugly against her throat, Bee’s insignia glinting like a brand of sin.

Blaze was behind her, silent for once.

She didn’t have to look to know he was staring.

“…Say something, dumbass.”

He blinked slowly. “You’re not walking into that gala. You’re strutting in with a body count.”

She rolled her eyes, though a smirk tugged at her lips. “Damn right I am.”

And then she turned.

Blaze was halfway into his suit — and the word “suit” barely applied. The sheer black shirt revealed the tone of his chest, every scar and flex visible through it. The open sides of the jacket gave just a hint of the lines running down his spine. And the pants?

Loona swallowed.

“You were saying about body count?” she muttered.

He adjusted the brooch at his chest, then gave a mock bow. “Want me to take it off?”

“I want to see how fast I can ruin it.”

They met halfway across the room like a thunderstorm colliding with wildfire — a kiss sharp and hot, claws tangling in sheer fabric, tension snapping like chains. Loona growled low in her throat, her body pressing into his, the heat crawling up her spine not unlike the last time her body betrayed her.

“Blaze,” she breathed, already pawing at his shirt, “I swear, if Bee did lace this thing with some kind of charm—”

“Then we’re testing it thoroughly,” he growled back, teeth grazing her jaw.

They didn’t make it far. Not even past the edge of the bed.

The dress peeled away like it had been waiting for permission. The jacket landed somewhere over the lamp. Buttons pinged across the floor. Their breaths were ragged, half-growls and gasps, hands exploring, gripping, grounding.

The bed groaned.

Then cracked.
Then screamed in wood and metal as it collapsed halfway under them, spring coils popping like an audience shouting "GET IT!"
Loona didn’t care. Blaze didn’t stop thrusting.
Wet. Hot. Eager.

They moved like addicts rediscovering their drug — familiar, frantic, feral. Her claws left marks down his back. His teeth brushed her collar. The room blurred around them.

And then—

Darkness. Tangled sheets. Warm bodies and heavier hearts.

Hours later, they lay in the wreckage, the remains of the bed beneath them like a conquered battlefield.

Loona stared up at the ceiling, sweat damp on her fur, tail twitching lazily at Blaze’s side. Her voice, when it came, was a low purr.

“…Still nervous about tomorrow?”

Blaze chuckled, arm wrapped around her waist.

“If we survive the party like we just survived that, I think we’re golden.”

Loona hummed softly. “Bee’s gonna smell all this on us.”

“She’d be disappointed if she didn’t.”

A pause.

“…I think I hate how much you’re right sometimes.”

He kissed her forehead, smirking. “You love it.”

CHAPTER TWO
Indulge
Evening fell like a velvet curtain over Hell — and the Gluttony Ring answered with a roar.

From the sky to the searing streets, everything glowed. The skyline was laced with golden light and molten glamour, spotlights tracing arcs over towers shaped like obsidian chalices and gargantuan wine glasses. Giant glowing letters scrawled Bee’s name in the smoggy clouds above.

THE ROYAL INDULGENCE GALA
COME HUNGRY. LEAVE POSSESSED.
Down below, a palace like a mountain of crystalized sugar and honey roared with life. The gates opened to a mile-long carpet of molten rose petals, demons from every ring gathered along its edge, eager to catch a glimpse of the guests of honor.

And that’s when the limo pulled up.

It wasn’t just a limo. It pulsed. Glossy and obsidian-black, with magenta underglow and exhaust vents releasing clouds of heart-shaped steam. A bassline thumped from inside like a heartbeat made of synth and sweat.

The doors opened.

First came Blaze.
Midnight suit. Bare sides. The sheer shirt caught every glint of flame as he stepped onto the carpet. The crowd gasped, hissed, moaned. Cameras flashed. Demons whispered. Succubi bit their knuckles. He gave a lazy smile and extended a paw.

Then came Loona.
And the whole crowd stopped breathing.

The crimson dress flowed down her frame like molten sin, the collar flashing with Bee’s mark of indulgence. Her tail curled like a whip ready to strike. Her eyes? Glowing with danger. One leg revealed in every step, fangs on display, gaze sharp enough to cut souls. She wasn’t just a hellhound.

She was the goddess of the damn night.
Blaze leaned in, whispering, “You’re gonna have a pile of corpses behind you before we even get to the doors.”

Loona smirked. “That’s the idea.”

As they strode together, the crowd parted like melted butter.

The palace doors loomed ahead — already pulsing with heat, sound, and scent.

And the theme? Everywhere. A single word etched in flames across the main arch.

INDULGE
Inside, it was everything Bee had promised and then some. The ballroom ceiling was painted with living illusions — constellations made of flesh and wine, stars dripping honeyed wine, galaxies made of swirling dancers caught in loops of pleasure and madness. The walls breathed. The air was thick with perfume, spice, and bass.

There were towers of food, piles of pillows and bodies, moaning lounges, smoking shrines, and things far more unspeakable — all hidden behind velvet curtains that buzzed with magic. Scandalous. Beautiful. Glorious.

And at the center of it all, descending a spiral staircase of sparkling mead and neon—

Queen Bee-lzebub.
“THERE’S MY FAVORITE FUCKING PAIR OF SIN-STUFFED LOVEBIRDS!” she roared, four arms wide, wings outstretched, her dress so tight and gold it could’ve been forged on her skin. Her every step made the floor tremble. The room screamed for her.

Loona rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide the faint grin curling at her lips. Blaze gave a low whistle.

Bee flew the last few steps, landing in front of them with a dramatic flare, grabbing both of their hands. Her claws curled wickedly, her grin stretching ear to ear.

“You two,” she purred, eyes glowing, “are gonna steal this whole fucking gala. I hope you’re fucking ready.”

“Ready for what?” Blaze asked, already sensing danger.

She leaned in, voice like syrup. “For everyone here to want a taste of what I’m after.”

Loona’s ears flicked.

Blaze smirked.

Bee licked her lips.

The night had only just begun.

Bee didn’t walk so much as prowl, her heels clicking like percussion to the bass pumping through the gilded halls of her palace. One arm hooked around Blaze, the other slung casually over Loona’s shoulders as she guided them through the sinful sprawl of Gluttony’s grandest gala.

“Alright, you sinful snackcakes,” she purred, leading them past a pair of demon guards, “Let me give you the grand fucking tour.”

She gestured wide at the first chamber — a long banquet hall where entire tables shimmered under enchanted fog. The spread looked like a painting brought to life by madness: live dishes that reacted to your gaze, meats sizzling on golden blades, fruits that dripped glowing syrup, and cheeses so aged they whispered secrets to your soul.

“The Tasting Wing,” Bee said proudly. “All handcrafted, enchanted, or stolen from other Circles. That entire table of desserts over there? Illegal in Greed. The meat’s from Lust’s private stock. The cheese wheel with the veins? Don’t ask.”

Blaze leaned in, eyebrows raised. “Did that deviled egg just moan at me?”

Bee winked. “That means it likes you. Eat it slow.”

They moved on, down a corridor that pulsed with music and breath. Velvet curtains lined the sides. Behind them, sounds. Groans. Gasps. Applause.

“The Indulgence Parlors,” Bee explained, her wings giving a flutter as she turned to walk backward with a grin. “Private rooms. Some soundproofed, some... intentionally not. You want a massage from a pain demon who cries poetry? Done. You want to drink wine from a chalice shaped like your ex’s hollow skull? Baby, I got two.”

Loona’s tail flicked. “And if we want none of that?”

Bee laughed. “Then you get a room with a view, a bottle of my finest, and no interruptions except for me.”

They passed into another chamber — this one bathed in gold light and drowned in sound. A colosseum-sized dance floor throbbed with energy, demons grinding, spinning, dropping low in every corner. Bodies everywhere. No rules, no dress code, barely any clothes at all. Above them, aerial acrobats poured glowing drinks into open mouths from silken ropes.

“The Floor,” Bee said with pride. “Where sins are committed, and calories don’t count. You haven’t lived until you’ve blacked out under the strobe lights and woken up with a crown, a hickey from a Lust lover, and a legally binding marriage to a mop.”

Blaze stared at the crowd. “That’s a mop?”

“Was,” Bee said simply. “Now it’s Gary. Sweet guy.”

She steered them back toward the center hall, where a bar that stretched three stories up was carved into the side of a golden beast’s skull. Bartenders with no faces — just lips and tongues — mixed cocktails faster than thought.

“Drinks!” Bee sang. “Every one on this side’s mine. The 'Buzzkill' will ruin your week. The 'Queen’s Honeyshot' is technically an aphrodisiac. And the 'Loona Blaze Bomb'? Just added that one tonight.” She winked. “Careful. It kicks.”

Loona arched a brow. “You made us a drink?”

“I branded you two the ‘Couple of the Year.’ You get a signature cocktail or I’m breaking the rules of marketing.”

They reached the base of a tall, spiraling flame fountain. Bee finally unhooked herself from them, giving each a gentle, and suspiciously intimate, pat.

“Now,” she said, “go. Eat something illegal. Drink until the floor forgets gravity. Make out in a room with too many mirrors. This party is for everything.”

Blaze tilted his head. “You’re not staying?”

Bee rolled her eyes. “Please. I’ve got nobles to greet, orgies to bless, and a fire-breathing duchess trying to hook up with me. But don’t worry—” She stepped back, wings flaring, eyes glowing like neon dusk. “I’ll be back. And when I am?” Her smile turned slow. Wicked. “I want to find you two good and thoroughly ruined.”

She snapped her fingers, vanishing in a puff of glitter and rose-scented smoke.

Blaze coughed. “She’s… not subtle.”

Loona, watching the fading trail of sparkles, muttered, “And I hate that she makes it look so damn good.”

The music had deepened as the evening wore on — bass thick enough to vibrate your ribs, the kind that seeped into your bloodstream and made your body move even when your mind was somewhere else. Blaze and Loona had just downed their second round of drinks at the obsidian bar, the signature Loona Blaze Bomb somehow tasting like cherry, smoke, and lust.

It hit hard.

Which was probably why they were both flushed, a little breathless, and starting to lean in closer than they realized.

Loona was mid-laugh — genuine, loose, the kind that hadn’t left her throat in too long — when she suddenly paused. Her ears flicked. Her eyes narrowed toward the far edge of the lounge.

Blaze noticed immediately. “What’s up?”

Her voice dropped a little. “Haven’t seen him in a while…”

Blaze followed her gaze and found a tall, broad-shouldered hellhound leaning against the lower balcony rail, drink in hand. Black fur. Gold piercings. Tank top that looked painted on. One eye was scarred over. Cool and calm like a movie star at his own funeral.

Vortex.

And he saw them.

His head tilted slightly.

Then, a nod. A small, polite lift of the glass.

“Friend of yours?” Blaze asked, watching her tail give a slight twitch — not wagging. Just… aware.
Loona hesitated. “We… met a few times. He’s Bee’s bodyguard. And boyfriend.” Her voice dipped at the last part, not cold — just complicated.

Blaze raised a brow. “Boyfriend? So this is the guy who—”

“—Yeah. The reason I dropped a crush real fast.”

“…Oh,” Blaze said, then cracked a teasing grin. “He’s kinda hot.”

Loona smirked, but her eyes didn’t leave Vortex. “Yeah. I know.”

“Want me to start a fight or ask for his skincare routine?”

Before she could answer, Vortex approached.

His steps were heavy but unhurried, the kind of movement that didn’t need to command attention — it just had it. He stopped a respectful distance away, drink still in hand, and nodded to Loona first.

“Loona. Been a while.”

She gave a small nod back and cleared her throat. “Yeah. Gala of the year and all that.”

His gaze shifted to Blaze.

“And you must be the guy who’s got the whole Ring talking.”

Blaze extended a paw. “Blaze Morvane.”

Vortex bumped it gently. “Vortex. Just ‘Tex’ is fine.”

Blaze’s grin was disarming. “Bee talk about me that much?”

“Enough,” Tex said, dry but not unkind. “You made an impression. A few, apparently.”
There was a pause.

Not hostile. Not warm.

Just… charged.
Vortex’s tone softened slightly. “She really pulled out all the stops for you two. Stuck her neck out. Nearly took a hit.”

“Yeah,” Loona said, her voice more guarded now. “She’s been, uh… invested.”

Tex nodded, slowly. “That sounds like her.”

And there it was — the flicker. Not in his voice. In his eyes. That blink of something unspoken. A sliver of hurt behind the eye. A man standing in the middle of a crowd and still somehow alone.

Blaze noticed it, too. He glanced to Loona, then back to Vortex.

“Hey,” he said, easing into the quiet, “You doing alright?”

Vortex’s lips quirked, not quite a smile. “Yeah. Just… working.”

A beat.

Loona folded her arms. “You and Bee good?”

That one landed.

Vortex’s jaw flexed. Just slightly. “Busy,” he replied. “She's got a lot going on. Politics. Reputation stuff since the trial. You know how it is.”

Blaze caught that, too. “Yeah. She mentioned the pressure. Even queens bleed, huh?”

Another flicker. A bigger one this time. But Vortex just nodded again, polite and composed.

“Well,” he said after a pause, “you two clean up well. Don’t let the jackals in there eat you alive.”

He turned to walk away, then paused.

Without looking back:

“She really does like you, y’know. Bee. That’s rare.”

And then he was gone, swallowed by the crowd.

Loona let out a slow breath.

Blaze glanced at her. “So… that was a little weird, right?”

“Yeah,” she said, watching after him. “He’s usually cooler than that. And that was already pretty damn cool.”

Blaze looked toward the golden staircase at the center of the palace — the one Bee had descended from earlier.

She wasn’t there.

But somehow, he felt her watching.

***
The ballroom had transformed.

Lights spiraled like stars caught in lust’s orbit, pulsing in gold and red. The air moved, thick with scent and sound — perfume, sweat, alcohol, and sin. The crowd writhed across the dance floor in synchronized chaos, a living organism of lust and indulgence. From the ceiling, glowing petals rained like soft embers. From the walls, living instruments groaned low, harmonizing with the beat.

Then, everything stilled.

The lights dimmed.

The crowd hushed.

And then — her voice.

Low. Smooth. Velvet on bare skin.
“You came to lose control, didn’t you~?”

“To taste what even Lust keeps locked away…”

A single spotlight cut through the dark, blazing onto the top of the grand staircase.

Bee-lzebub stood at its peak.
And she was radiant.
Her dress now shimmered like liquefied gold, her wings spread wide, glowing from within. Her hair curved up like a glowing crown of indulgence, her lips painted in blood-honey red. She held no microphone — she didn’t need one. Her voice owned the room.

She began to descend slowly, hips swaying in rhythm, the music deepening into a bass-heavy slow burn.

“I’m the drink you shouldn’t touch~
The flame too close to bed~
The whisper in the dark
That echoes in your head…”

The crowd gasped. Some dropped to knees. Others howled. Cameras flashed. Shadows danced.

She moved like royalty. Like temptation made flesh. And her voice — Gods, her voice — it curled around the crowd like smoke, coaxing them to fall deeper, drown happier.

“So come and taste~
Indulge and fade~
Be beautiful
While being unmade~…”

Her eyes glittered, trailing across the crowd — feasting on their desire, their awe, their hunger.

But then—

Just for a moment—

That glitter dimmed.
As her gaze swept the room, it brushed across the edge of the balcony — where Vortex leaned quietly against the railing. Watching.

Not smiling.

Not cheering.

Just… watching.
And Bee’s breath hitched.
Just half a second. Just enough for those closest — like Blaze and Loona — to notice.

Her smile faltered. Her step missed the beat. She turned her head just slightly away from Vortex’s gaze as if it burned.

But then—

A blink.

A breath.

The Queen returned.

She threw her arms wide as a golden fire erupted behind her.

“TONIGHT, MY LOVES…” she purred into the crowd, voice now amplified by magic, eyes glowing with renewed bravado. “IS A FUCKING CELEBRATION OF EVERYTHING THEY SAID WE SHOULDN’T BE!”

The crowd roared.

Bee spun.

“And our guests of honor?” She extended a hand toward the balcony where Loona and Blaze stood, now under a sudden spotlight of their own. “Let’s give it up for the two that made Hell howl — Blaze and Loona!”

Cheers. Screams. Glasses raised. Petals exploded overhead in shimmering fireworks of glitter and perfume.

Bee bowed deeply, her wings wrapping around her like a halo of sin.

And yet… as the lights spun and her name echoed through the hall…

Loona noticed it.

The briefest twitch of her jaw.

The shadow of doubt in her eyes as they lowered — just once — toward the place where Vortex had stood.

He was gone.

And Bee… turned to smoke.

CHAPTER THREE
Breaking
They’d retreated to a corner alcove draped in silk and flamelight — an elegant perch just above the sea of sweat, sound, and sensation. Their plates were filled with sinful delicacies Loona could barely pronounce and Blaze couldn’t stop eating. He was mid-bite into what looked like a caramelized Wrath-beast rib slathered in hellfire glaze.

“Okay,” he mumbled through a mouthful, “I don’t know what this is, but if it kills me, I’ll die happy.”

Loona smirked, her own plate mostly untouched. “It’s probably got a heartbeat.”

“Cool. So do I. Now we’re bonded.”

She chuckled faintly, poking at her glass with a claw, watching the liquid swirl like molten metal.

But her eyes weren’t on the drink.

They were scanning the crowd.

And more importantly, the stage.

“She flinched,” she said suddenly.

Blaze blinked. “Huh?”

Loona leaned back, one arm draped over the plush velvet cushion, her gaze distant but focused. “Bee. On the stairs. When she saw Vortex.”

Blaze frowned slightly, following her line of sight — though Vortex was long gone. “You sure?”

“She missed a beat,” Loona said softly, almost to herself. “Didn’t look at him long. Just enough. That wasn’t performance. That was personal.”

Blaze watched her a moment. “You saw all that in, like, two seconds?”

She shrugged. “Force of habit. I used to watch people to figure out who was gonna hit me first. Also, guess it’s a fucking girl thing? I don’t know.”

The words hung heavy between them, softened only by the slow pulse of music and the scent of roasted vice.

He didn’t push. Just reached over and brushed his knuckles against hers.

Loona looked at him briefly, then back out over the crowd.

“They’re not okay,” she murmured. “Bee and Tex. Not right now. And she’s… hurting. Like actually hurting.”

Blaze’s ears twitched, surprised. “She seemed like she was owning the place.”

“That’s what makes it obvious,” Loona said, eyes still scanning. “She’s trying to. Overdoing it. Being louder, flashier, hotter than anyone else. That’s not flex. That’s cover.” She took a slow sip from her drink. “I know what it looks like when someone’s trying to drown their pain in noise.”

Blaze was quiet for a moment, then looked toward the empty stage where Bee had vanished. “I think that’s part of why this party’s so big. Not just for the crowd. Not even for us.”

Loona nodded slowly. “It’s for her. To prove she’s still untouchable.”

They sat in silence for a moment.

Then Blaze smirked. “...Still. That song was hot as hell.”

Loona rolled her eyes. “You have zero emotional consistency.”

“I contain multitudes,” he said, popping another unknown delicacy into his mouth.

Before she could snark back, a pair of demons — tall, elegant, with eyes like burning coals — passed by their table and lingered.
One gave Blaze a slow up-and-down. The other smirked at Loona, their fork trailing their bottom lip with exaggerated suggestion.

Loona raised her glass and gave them a single, sharp nod that somehow said try it and I bite.
They moved on.

Blaze gave a low whistle. “If we make it to the end of this party without someone trying to seduce us into a magical threesome…”

“We’re already in one,” Loona deadpanned, sipping again. “She’s just not here yet.”

They both glanced toward the golden staircase again, now dim.

Empty.

But Loona’s tail curled slightly.

Something told her the queen wasn’t gone.

She was just slipping out of her armor.

Hours had passed.

The palace was thrumming with heat and sound. The crowd below had only grown louder, sweatier, more intoxicated with indulgence. The music pounded through the walls, a heartbeat for Hell’s wildest souls. Demons danced like the world was ending. Sins were being committed on every surface that wasn’t already occupied by glassware, silk, or worse.

But above it all, tucked behind a set of enchanted gold-embroidered curtains that shimmered like flame, Blaze and Loona followed Bee into one of her VIP sky balconies.
It overlooked the entire ballroom — a perfect, private perch for the Sin of Indulgence.

The room pulsed with soft, slow music. Candles flickered from floating dishes of wine. The furniture was curved and plush, more suggestion than seat. A low table in the center glowed faintly with magenta runes.

Bee wasn’t looking at any of it.

She stood near the balcony rail, back to them, her drink still in hand.

She was… swaying. Not dancing — not her usual, confident glide — but listing slightly, like she was trying to keep her balance on a sinking ship.

“Bee?” Blaze asked gently.

She didn’t answer right away.

Then… she laughed.

Sharp. Breathless. Empty.

“You know what’s funny?” she said, voice slurring just a touch, but not from drunken glee — from something more frayed. “I used to drink this much for fun. For the rush. For the flavor. But tonight? I’m drinking like… like I’m trying to bleed something out of me.”

She turned.

Her mascara was already running. Not in a sexy, "I’ve been making out in the champagne room" way. In a storm broke through my ribs kind of way. Her pink eyes shimmered with tears, and her mouth twitched into a smile far too wide to be real.

“You two having fun?” she asked, raising her glass with a shaky hand. “The drinks? The food? The walls that don’t even try to muffle the moaning?”

Blaze and Loona shared a glance.

“Bee,” Loona said cautiously, taking a step forward.

But Bee just kept going.

“Vortex thinks I’ve lost my fucking mind,” she snapped suddenly. “Thinks I’m throwing myself at a couple of rogues like some desperate wannabe groupie who can’t stand not being the center of attention! Thinks it’s selfish that I stepped away from him after what happened with you two!”

She threw the glass. It shattered against the far wall, spraying golden wine and crystal across the velvet.

“And maybe I am! Maybe I like that you two showed up and gave me a fucking excuse to feel something again! Maybe I’m tired of being the fucking  Gluttony Queen who everyone wants to fuck but no one gives a shit about when I’m not throwing a party! That Satan scared the fucking shit out of me!”
Her wings trembled.

Her voice cracked.

“Ever since the trial—ever since that bastard Satan called me out in front of everyone, it’s been nothing but whispers. ‘Did you hear Bee sold out?’ ‘Oh, she’s friends with them now?’ ‘I bet she’s trying to play both sides—’”

Her voice picked up speed, volume, desperation.

“I LOST SPONSORS. I LOST CONTRACTS. I pushed Tex away out of fear and now… I sleep alone, drunk, pretending I’m still hot shit while my name rots in the press. My PR demon quit, Blaze! He left me for Wrath! WRATH! They eat flesh there!”

Her hands were shaking.

She dropped to her knees.

“I don’t know who I am if I’m not the queen of the room,” she whispered. “And I think… I think I’m not.”

Then it all hit.

A violent sob tore out of her. Her wings curled in, like she was trying to disappear inside herself. Her shoulders shook with each gasp, her hands curled into fists against the marble floor. The mascara ran, her lipstick smudged. Her crown shifted slightly off-center.

Loona froze.

Blaze moved to step in — but Loona stopped him with a single raised paw.

This wasn’t his moment.

This was theirs.
Loona crossed the floor and stood in front of Bee, who was now gasping, crying, breaking. She knelt down. And without warning—

SMACK.
Not hard. But enough.

Enough to jolt.

Bee blinked, stunned, one hand to her cheek.

Loona stared her dead in the eyes. “You done?”

Bee’s mouth opened. Closed. Her voice cracked. “I—”

“You’re still Bee,” Loona said sharply, “You’re still the hottest, most extra, terrifyingly sexy bitch in this entire ring.”

Bee blinked rapidly, lips trembling.

“And yeah,” Loona continued, softer now, “you messed up. But you owned it. You didn’t run. You made space for people to heal. That’s not weak. That’s not fake. That’s stronger than anyone down there grinding their ass on a flame demon.”

Bee let out a wet, hiccuped laugh.

Loona exhaled. “You don’t need to be perfect. You just need to be real. Also, stop giving a shit about what other people think.”
Bee’s bottom lip quivered.

And then she lunged forward, arms wrapping around Loona, sobbing into her shoulder.

“I hate that you’re good at this,” she wailed.

“I know,” Loona muttered, holding her tight. “So do I.”

Blaze quietly grabbed a silk napkin from the table and offered it gently as Bee’s tears smeared into Loona’s fur.

Behind them, the party raged on — unaware that its queen had fallen apart in the one place where she could finally be put back together.

The room got quieter.

Bee's sobs had slowed to shuddered breaths, her grip on Loona loosening until it became a soft hold instead of a desperate cling. Her face was streaked with black lines of mascara, cheeks blotchy, crown crooked — and still somehow, somehow, she looked like royalty.

Loona was still kneeling beside her, offering quiet strength with one hand gently resting on her back. Blaze had settled nearby on a low, curved seat, the faint hum of the party beyond the curtains vibrating under his feet.
Bee wiped her eyes on the back of her hand, then grabbed the offered napkin Blaze had left within arm’s reach and blew her nose in the most un-royal honk imaginable. "...Gods," she muttered. “I’m such a fucking wreck. I swear, this wasn’t how I pictured tonight going.”

“You mean it wasn’t in your plan to ugly cry and smear two hundred-seventy-five-thousand hellnotes worth of makeup into my chest?” Loona said dryly.

Bee let out a snort of a laugh through her breath. “Shut up, bitch.”

Blaze chuckled lowly. “Honestly, for a meltdown? You’re still hotter than most of the crowd out there.”

Bee looked up at him through smeared lashes and puffy eyes.

And smiled. A real one this time.

“I really do love you two,” she murmured. “You know that, right?”

Loona raised a brow, a bit caught off guard.

“I mean it,” Bee went on, sitting back slightly, her voice still hoarse but steadying. “You’re some of the few real friends I have that don’t want anything from me. You just... see me. And that’s rare. Especially in this ring.”

There was a beat.

Then her smile turned sly.

“And okay—yes—also I really want to fuck you.”

Blaze blinked. “Ah. There it is.”

Loona groaned. “Seriously?”

Bee shrugged, unapologetic, waving the napkin like a flag. “Hey, I just emotionally unraveled in front of you while looking like a horror show, and you still didn’t run. That’s basically foreplay.” She leaned back against a velvet lounge cushion and sighed dramatically. “You wanna know the real reason I’ve been teasing the whole ‘threesome’ thing?”

“Because you’re a walking sex pun with wings?” Loona offered.

“That—and,” Bee pointed with a lazy finger, “I saw something in you two that most demons here couldn’t manufacture with a wish and a hundred years of fucking therapy.” She looked at Blaze, eyes narrowing playfully. “You—you were the one who turned her soft.”

Loona hissed through her teeth. “I am not soft.”

“Bitch, you purr when he brushes your tail,” Bee shot back, deadpan.

Loona glared. 
Blaze grinned like an idiot.

“But really,” Bee continued, voice dipping low and husky, eyes twinkling again, “I saw you two burn through hell’s trial, walk out still wanting each other, still choosing each other… and I thought: Damn. That’s the kind of thing they write trashy forbidden romance scrolls about.” She licked her lips. “So yeah. Maybe I got curious. Maybe I wanted to know what he did to get you melting like a Gluttony chocolate sculpture during heat week.”

Blaze turned bright red.

Loona muttered under her breath, “It’s the tongue.”

Bee howled, then smirked. “But also,” she added, catching her breath, “maybe—just maybe—I liked the idea of dragging you two out there on gold leashes, collars engraved with my crest, looking like you’d both been absolutely ruined behind closed doors. Not just to show off. But to say…” Her voice dropped, just above a whisper now. “They were worth it. Worth saving. Worth fucking. Worth everything. Friends fucking matter.”
The silence that followed wasn’t awkward.

It was heavy. Honest. Burning with that specific kind of tension that comes after a wall falls too hard, too fast.

Loona finally spoke, low and flat. “You are so lucky I’m bi.”

Blaze choked on his wine.

Bee giggled. A real one. Eyes still damp, but sparkling. “…So does this mean we’re still doing the leash idea?” she asked sweetly, tapping all four of her pointer fingers together.
Loona leaned back, arms crossed. “Only if I get to hold yours next time.”

“Oh fuck yes,” Bee breathed. “Now that’s indulgence.”

Bee’s laugh lingered in the air like smoke and spice, curling around the soft music and candlelight. She had collapsed back into the velvet cushions, wiping the last traces of her tears with the back of her hand, now smudged with makeup and flushed with wine.

Then, slowly… her gaze turned toward Loona.

Not with pity. Not with desperation. With something softer. Warmer. And, yeah—horny as hell, but grounded in something real.

“You,” she said, voice low and reverent, one finger lazily pointing at the hellhound, “are a bitch in the best way. And I don’t say that lightly.”

Loona rolled her eyes, but she didn’t pull away as Bee shifted closer, her legs draped over the curve of the couch like liquid gold.

“I meant it, y’know,” Bee said, the edge of a slur curling her words. “You saw me. You held me. You could’ve just let me spiral and called it entertainment… but you stayed.”

Loona’s mouth twitched. “…Yeah, well. You’ve done worse for me. For us.”

Bee grinned.

Then she leaned in.

Her lips brushed Loona’s with a heat that wasn’t rushed. It lingered—part sigh, part spark, all want. It wasn’t about claiming or teasing. It was thank you. It was please. It was don’t let go just yet.
And Loona kissed her back.

Only for a second.

But it was real.

When they parted, Bee turned toward Blaze with a dizzy smile.

“And you,” she purred, crawling toward him on hands and knees like a slow-burning comet, “you big dumb soul-slinging sweetheart…”

Blaze opened his mouth to quip — but her lips silenced him.

The kiss she gave him was hotter. Wilder. Less ‘thank you’ and more “I’m going to ruin you and smile through it.” Her hands gripped the edges of his shirt like she was deciding whether to rip it or save it for later.

When she pulled back, her lipstick smeared on his mouth, she was glowing. “I needed that,” she whispered, lips brushing his jaw. “From both of you.” Then she leaned back and clapped her hands together, wings flaring wide. “But that?” she said with a wicked grin. “That was the appetizer.”

Loona blinked. “What.”

Bee stood in one fluid motion, tossing her napkin aside like it was the end of an act. “If I’m gonna get my title back as Hell’s top badass party bitch, then I’m not going out there smudged and sad. No no no. I’m going out there glowing. Buzzing. And maybe, just maybe, freshly wrecked enough to start a religion.”

She held out both hands to them.

“Come on, you gorgeous disasters. I have a wardrobe room the size of a Lust brothel and a dozen looks that make grown demons cry.”

Blaze slowly stood, adjusting his collar. “You’re not gonna try and dress us up like living kink accessories, are you?”

“Oh, honey,” Bee purred. “I’m not dressing you. You’ll be lucky if anything fucking stays on.”

Loona snorted. “You are unbelievable.”

“Unapologetically. Now come.” She turned, hips swaying with ridiculous power. “Time to prep the grand re-entry. And don’t worry…” She looked back over her shoulder, her smile sharp and sinful. “…I keep the wardrobe mirrors very clean. Hope neither of you minds a little voyeurism.”

Blaze and Loona exchanged a look.

Then followed.

The doors to Bee’s private wardrobe suite opened with a hiss of enchanted steam and perfume.

Loona stopped in the doorway, blinking. “…This is a sex palace.”

“It’s a closet,” Bee corrected, spinning dramatically as golden fire danced across the polished obsidian floor. “A closet that cost more than most kingdoms. But technically, yes — also a sex palace.”

The walls were lined with outfits — if you could even call them that. More straps than fabric. Silks that shimmered like molten starlight. Chains that jingled. Heels that could kill. Feathers. Fur. Latex. Gold. So much gold.
Bee marched to a crystal rack and plucked two shimmering golden sets of lingerie — one cut to accent Blaze’s lean, sculpted build with delicate gold chain accents, the other wrapping Loona’s form in layered mesh, slitted silk, and soft velvet that hugged every sharp edge and curve.

“This is insane,” Loona muttered, eyeing it.

Bee handed it to her anyway. “It’s divine. And trust me—once you see yourselves in these? You’re not gonna want to take them off. Until I make you.”

She turned to Blaze, dragging a fingertip along his chest. “And you, darling… you’re gonna look like a blessing I earned.”

Blaze took his without argument, smirking. “You just want to break the balcony again, don’t you?”

“No, no,” Bee said, spinning toward a jeweled drawer. “This time, I reinforced it with Wrathsteel. Can’t risk another fucking scandal over shattered marble—oh, and look what I found!” She held up two golden collars, ornate and radiant, Bee’s insignia engraved in the front like a holy seal. Leashes trailed from each, glinting with faint, pulsing enchantments.

Loona gave a flat stare. “You’re not serious.”

Bee’s grin went feral. “You’re going out there wearing my mark, bitch. You and lover-boy here? You’re not just my guests anymore. You’re my fucking statement.” She stepped back, spreading her arms as her wings glowed bright enough to cast shadows. “I want them to see what I see. Two beautiful, defiant, untouchable lovers who chose me. Who stood with me. Who stayed. Even when I fucked up. And if I have to put collars on you and make you scream my name in front of a thousand demons just to prove I’m still the queen of this goddamn Ring, then so be it.”

She stopped. For a moment… that spark flickered again. And she added, more quietly— “…And also? I’m just really fucking grateful.”

Blaze looked up from clasping the collar. “Bee…”

“No—don’t start,” she said, waving her hand as she turned away, blinking fast. “I’m not gonna cry again. I already ruined one set of lashes tonight.”

Loona crossed the room, adjusting her thigh straps, gold glinting against dark fur. “Then don’t cry,” she said. “Glow.”

Bee turned.

And she did.

She was stunning — hair flaring like solar fire, body adorned in a cascading sheer robe of golden light and barely-there fabric. Her legs shimmered, her lips gleamed, and her eyes burned.

“You two ready to make a scene?” she asked, voice suddenly smooth, deadly, electric.

Loona stepped forward with her leash already in hand. “Yeah, sure.”

Blaze smiled, golden collar catching the flame. “Let’s give ‘em a reason to remember tonight.”

Bee buzzed.

She marched between them, leashes in both hands, head held high, every step a powerplay.

The grand balcony loomed ahead — overlooking the ballroom now at peak chaos. Spotlights danced. The crowd writhed. The air was vibrating with noise.

The moment they stepped into view—silence.
Every head turned.

Gasps. Growls. A hundred cameras blinked to life.

And there she stood:

Queen Bee-lzebub, flanked by a gold-draped, dangerously gorgeous hellhound and her boyfriend, both collared in her mark, both looking like they’d been ruined and remade in her name.

Bee’s voice rang out, amplified and undeniable.

“Listen up, bastards and bitches. Let it be known—This queen is not broken.”

The crowd, drunk on all manner of things, roared.

She tugged the leashes gently, pulling Blaze and Loona a step closer.

“These two?” she purred, eyes glittering. “They’re not just hot as hell. They’re not just lovers, or survivors…” She paused, licking her lips. “…They’re mine. And I protect what I own.” 
Bee turned to Loona first — kissed her hard.

Turned to Blaze — kissed him deeper.

The crowd exploded. Applause. Screams. Then a reverent hush that only deepened when the lights cut out.

Darkness.

Then—a beat.
Low. Slow. Sultry.
A bass line like hips swaying under satin sheets. A beat that didn’t hit — it rolled, curled around your chest, and squeezed. And then… her voice.

“You want the sugar, not the sting~
But baby, you don’t earn a Queen by kneeling for a fling~…”

The speakers flared with Bee’s own music, dripping sex and syrup. The crowd collectively gasped. Her song. This moment?

Scripted. Scored. Owned.
The spotlight flared to life.

And there she was — Bee-lzebub, standing center balcony, arms wide, golden robe rippling in the heat. Blaze knelt on her right. Loona on her left. Both of them in gold, collared, leashed, and watching her like she was the only sin they wanted to commit again and again.

Bee’s hips began to move with the beat — slow and predatory, every step like temptation made flesh.

She stepped behind Loona, dragging one claw gently along the hellhound’s bare shoulder, dipping to trace the collar. The crowd saw Loona shiver, her mouth parting ever so slightly.

“You beg for fire, you taste the smoke~
But I’m the kind that leaves you craving while you choke~…”

The gold leash gleamed as Bee pulled it taut, guiding Loona to stand — slow, regal — like a knight rising before her queen.

Then she circled Blaze, one hand brushing his chest, her thumb dragging down the middle of that sheer golden webbing. He tilted his head back with a soft gasp, jaw slack, hair catching the light as Bee whispered something private into his ear, unseen by the crowd but enough to make the front rows swoon.
“I’m not your vice, I’m not your need~
I’m everything you want — and I still make you bleed~…”

Bee took both leashes in one hand and pulled — not rough, but firm, commanding. Loona and Blaze stepped forward in unison, their bodies close to hers, gold brushing gold, devotion shining in their eyes. Blaze's hand slid around her waist. Loona’s claws traced up her thigh with something feral.
Bee buzzed.
Her voice echoed:

“So say my name with nothing left~
I’ll take your soul, your breath, your depth~…”

And then — the drop.
The music surged. The lights flared red-gold. And suddenly, Bee spun — both Loona and Blaze lifted by the leashes, spun into her arms.

She kissed Blaze first — hard, possessive, like the crowd didn’t matter. His knees buckled slightly as she pulled away with a sultry smirk.

Then Loona. A slower kiss. Open. Lingering. Her hands tangled in Bee’s fiery mane like liquid. When they pulled apart, Loona’s pupils were blown wide.
The crowd? Feral.
Demonic paparazzi scrambled for better angles. Succubi fainted. Even a few nobles gripped their chests like they’d been blessed and cursed at once.

And still — Bee wasn’t done.

She released the leashes, but the two didn’t leave her side. They dropped to their knees once more, by choice, as she stepped forward, raised her arms, and let the final lines of her song play from her lips:

“You don’t worship me with flowers, with titles or with prayer~
You worship with your body, with your screams, with your stare~
You give me everything…”
…and I leave you begging for more.”

The song ended.

Silence reigned for a heartbeat.

Then—

Hell exploded.
Screams. Cheers. Chaos. Applause that shook the rafters. Chants of “BEE! BEE! BEE!” roared through the palace. Even the balcony beneath them cracked just slightly from the sound pressure.

And Bee?

She stood tall.
Two hands resting on Blaze. The other two on Loona’s head, fingers curling in her hair. Her smile was radiant. Smug. Drunk. Grateful.
In this moment — glitter-smeared, half-dressed, burning with too many feelings to name — Bee wasn’t just Queen again.

She was loved.
***

The private suite had gone quiet, the crowd below still pulsing with residual chaos, but distant now — like a dream receding behind velvet and fire.

Bee had collapsed backward into the plush golden couch with her limbs flopped in all directions, crown askew, hair a wildfire halo. Her makeup was half-melted, collar still glinting, robe barely hanging on her shoulders.

Loona lay across the opposite end, one leg slung over the backrest, arms lazily draped over a fluffy pillow made from something probably illegal in two Circles. Her lipstick was smeared. Her grin? Unapologetically smug.

Blaze sat on the floor between them, one arm over the back of Bee’s knee, the other holding a half-empty gold-rimmed glass. His collar was still on, and the faintest imprint of Bee’s lipstick lingered at his neck and mouth.

The whole room smelled like sweat, spice, wine, and victory.
“I can’t feel my tail,” Loona muttered, raising her glass and sloshing what might’ve been glowing whiskey. “That’s not normal, right?”

“Depends,” Blaze said, taking another sip and then instantly coughing. “On how much Bee spiked this. Gods, what even is this, cinnamon lava?”

Bee laughed. “It’s distilled seduction and regret. I call it Aftercare on Fire.”

Blaze wheezed. “Tastes like a kiss and a punch at the same time.”

“Exactly!” she slurred, throwing her head back. “I knew I liked you.”

Loona gave a lazy eye-roll. “You’re drunk.”

“I’m empowered,” Bee corrected, sitting up enough to adjust her top in the most ineffective way possible. “You two… were fucking divine out there.”

“Felt like we were being sacrificed,” Blaze muttered.

“And look at you now,” Bee grinned, reaching over and flicking his collar. “Still breathing. Barely.”

There was a pause — then all three of them burst into laughter, tangled limbs and clinking glasses and the slow ebbing of adrenaline that left behind only warmth and ache.

The kind of ache that makes you lean closer. Breathe slower. Stare a little longer.

Bee was the first to go quiet.

Her eyes found Blaze, then Loona. Her grin softened.

“…I don’t get this much,” she murmured. “Just… being with people. Not performing. Not being Queen Bitch of Gluttony. Just… Bee.”

Loona tilted her head. “You are still a bitch.”

“Thank you,” Bee whispered, pressing a hand to her chest. “Finally, someone gets it.”
Blaze chuckled, leaning against her leg now. “You know, you could’ve just asked.”

Bee raised an eyebrow. “For what?”

“For us. To stay. To keep you company.”

Her lips parted, but no sass came. Instead… a smile. “I didn’t want to scare you off. Big bad sin that I am? Fucking torture at times.”
Loona scoffed. “Too late. You’ve seen me snore.”

Blaze raised a paw. “She sleep-growls. It’s terrifying.”

Bee laughed again, breathless, softer now. “Gods, I love you both.”

There was a pause.

Then, Bee grinned. “So… this is usually where the orgy starts, right?”

Loona barked a laugh, rolling onto her side. “Oh for fuck’s sake—”

“No, no,” Bee giggled, waving her hand, “I’m not saying jump me—unless you want to—but like… the vibe is definitely shifting.”

Blaze tilted his head. “You mean the part where we’re drunk, hot, way too comfortable, and you’re still barely wearing that robe?”

“Exactly!” Bee pointed dramatically. “We’re in that dangerous little window between emotional vulnerability and ‘what if we all made out and blamed the wine?’”

Loona’s tail twitched.

Blaze licked his lips. “Well…”

Bee leaned in, slow, like a flame curling over a match.

“Unless you two are scared,” she whispered.

Loona’s eyes flashed.

Blaze just smirked.

And the tension snapped back into the room like a held breath.

The golden lights dimmed.

The music slowed.

Bodies shifted just a little closer.

Glances lingered.

And Bee, her smile laced with longing and heat, whispered as her fingers traced up Loona’s thigh and curled around Blaze’s collar—

“Let me thank you properly.”
The air thickened—not with smoke or sulfur, but with the slow, sweet burn of want. Bee’s fingers, cool and deliberate, traced the ridge of Loona’s thigh where her robe had ridden up. Her lower pair of arms braced against the couch, wings fluttering like pink-tinged moth wings as she leaned in.  

"Still scared?" Bee murmured, her voice a velvet hum. Her ear antennae—delicate, twitching things—brushed Loona’s cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.  

Loona’s claws dug into the pillow. *"Fuck off. I’m just… waiting for you to do something useful." But her tail curled toward Bee’s knee. 

Blaze set his glass down, the clink sharp in the quiet. He didn’t move—just watched, breath shallow, as Bee’s lower hands drifted to Loona’s waist. The thin golden robe slipped further, revealing the curve of her hip, the dark stripe of fur beneath.  

"Useful, huh?" Bee’s grin was all teeth. Her lower left hand slid up Loona’s calf, claws just shy of breaking skin. "How’s this?"
Loona gasped as Bee’s thumb pressed into the sensitive spot behind her knee. She tried to jerk away—but Bee’s other hands yanked her robe open, baring her stomach, her ribs, the swell of her tits.  

"Hey—!" 

"Shhh." Bee’s mouth was suddenly on her collarbone, tongue warm against fur. "You growl like a damn kitten when you’re nervous."
Loona’s face burned. "I’ll bite you—!"  

"Do it." Bee pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, pupils blown wide. "But first… let me see you." 

Her fingers hooked into the robe’s sash. One tug. Silk slithered open.  

Blaze moved then.
He crawled up the couch, pressing against Loona’s back. His nose nuzzled her neck—soft, reassuring—as his hands slid over her hips, mirroring Bee’s touch. "Easy, Loon," he breathed against her ear. "Be good." 

"Seriously—!" Loona snarled, but her body arched into him. Into them.  

Bee’s laugh was a low purr. "No more games." 

Her upper hands peeled away Loona’s robe completely. The fabric pooled at her elbows, leaving her bare from the waist up. Sweat glistened on her fur, her nipples tight in the cool air. Bee’s gaze dropped—hungry, reverent—and her upper hands cradled Loona’s face.  

"Look at you," she whispered. "All that fire… and you’re trembling. I fucking love it.”  

Loona’s throat worked. She wanted to snap, to shove them both off—but Blaze’s fingers laced with hers, his thumb stroking her knuckles. Safe. Sensual.

The kind that made her body grow hot and her heart quicken.  

"You doing okay, Loon?" he murmured.  

Bee’s finger brushed Loona’s lips. "Shhh," she breathed. "Let us in."  

The first kiss was Loona’s.  

She lunged—not at Bee, but Blaze. Teeth scraped his jaw, tongue hot and demanding as she kissed him like she was drowning. He groaned, hands flying to her waist, pulling her flush against him.  

"Fuck—*Loon*—!" 

Bee didn’t hesitate.  

Her lower hands slid under Loona’s thighs, lifting her as she straddled Blaze’s lap. Her upper hands framed Loona’s face, guiding her mouth toward hers.  

"My turn," Bee growled.  

Their lips met—soft at first, a tease of heat. Then Bee’s tongue was in, tasting of cinnamon and victory. Loona froze. Too much. Too real. But Bee’s hands pressed against her back—warm, eager—and her lava-lamp hair spilled over Loona’s shoulders, glowing faintly like embers.  

"Relax," Bee murmured against her mouth. "We’ve got you."  

Loona’s claws dug into Blaze’s shoulders—but she didn’t pull away. She kissed back.  

Hands everywhere. Loona nearly melted.
Blaze’s mouth found her neck, teeth grazing the mark he’d left earlier. "So fucking beautiful," he rasped, fingers tracing the curve of her ass.  

Bee’s lower hands slid up Loona’s spine, thumbs pressing into the tense muscles. "You carry the whole world here," she whispered. ***"Let it go." Her upper hands cupped Loona’s tits—thumbs swirling over her nipples until they ached.  

Loona gasped. "Fuck—!"
"Yeah," Bee breathed, nipping her ear. "That’s it."  

She pulled back just enough to watch Loona unravel. Sweat beaded on her fur, her chest heaving, eyes half-lidded. Bee’s gaze dropped to her lips—swollen, wet—and her own parted.  

"You’re stunning," Bee murmured. "All that rage… and you’re soft for us."  

Loona’s lip curled. "Don’t get fucking sentimental…"
But Bee’s lower hand slid between her legs—just a brush against her slit—and Loona shuddered.  

"Still scared?" Bee teased, fingers tracing her folds through damp fur.  

"I’ll kill you," Loona choked out, but her hips rocked forward. Needing it. 

Blaze’s hand covered Bee’s, guiding her touch. "With love, right?" he murmured, sporting that dumbass smirk.
Loona’s breath hitched. No one asked. No one waited.  

Bee stilled. "Tell me," she whispered. "What do you want, Loona?"  

Silence. The room held its breath.  

Loona’s claws flexed against Blaze’s chest. "...Your mouth," she growled, voice raw. "On me. Pussy. Now.”  

Bee’s smile was pure triumph. "Now we’re fucking talking.” 

The golden lingerie came next.  

Bee’s upper hands hooked into the waistband of Loona’s panties—thin, shimmering silk. Her lower hands slid under the fabric, claws pricking Loona’s hips as she peeled them down.  

"Off," Bee commanded, tossing the shorts aside. "All of it."  

Loona kicked free, bare now except for the collar. Bee’s gaze raked over her—naked, exposed—and her wings flared wide.  

"Gods," she breathed. "Look at her, Blaze." 

Blaze’s hands slid up Loona’s thighs, spreading her. "I do everyday," he murmured. “You’re wet, Loon.”
Bee didn’t waste time, interrupting before Loona could smack Blaze. 

She dropped to her knees between Loona’s legs, her lower hands gripping her ass, thumbs spreading her open. Her upper hands braced against the couch, holding herself up as she leaned in—  

"Shit—shit!” Loona gasped.  
Loona’s chest heaved. Fuck. This was real. Too real. But Blaze’s fingers laced with hers, and Bee’s eyes held hers—no judgment, just heat.  

"...yeah," Loona whispered. "Do it."  

Bee’s grin was feral. "With pleasure."  

Her tongue slid through Loona’s slit—slow, deliberate—and Loona shattered.  

"FUCK—!" 

The room dissolved.
There was only this:  

Bee’s tongue circling her clit, dipping inside her, owning her.  

Blaze’s mouth on her neck, his cock hard against her back as he groaned, occasionally fondling one of Loona’s breasts.  

The drip of Bee’s markings as they smeared with sweat onto Loona’s thighs.  

Loona’s head fell back, a broken snarl tearing from her throat. "B-Bee—!"  

"That’s the fucking song I wanted to hear," Bee murmured against her cunt, upper hand sliding up to pinch her nipple. "Sing for us, hellhound.”
The queen of sin doubled her efforts. Four hands roaming. Muzzle pressing harder, her tongue diving deeper. Blaze reached around, two fingers rubbing Loona’s clit as her hips rotated between the combined efforts.

“Swear to fucking Satan… fuck yes… fuck!”

Loona came with a scream—wet, violent, free—her claws raking the couch as her body convulsed. Bee drank her down like she was the finest booze, licking her clean with soft, worshipful strokes.  

When Loona finally slumped against Blaze, gasping, Bee kissed her inner thigh and looked up. Her mouth glistened. Her eyes burned. She dipped two sets of fingers inside Loona’s sex, then offer both Loona and Blaze two digits each.
They were sucked clean.

"Let’s turn it up," she whispered, rising to her knees. 
Loona’s breath caught.
Blaze swallowed.

Fuck.  

This was happening.
Bee’s lower hands reached for the half-empty bottle on the table—distilled seduction and regret, still glowing faintly. She poured three shots into crystal glasses, the liquid swirling like molten rubies. "One more," she purred, handing one to Loona, another to Blaze. "To loosen the claws."
Loona downed hers in one gulp. Fire and honey. Her vision sharpened—every pulse of Bee’s lava-hair, every flick of Blaze’s tail, the drip of her own arousal on the couch. It felt like her heat had hit.

Bee sipped hers slow, eyes locked on Loona as the liquid traced a pink path down her chin. "Told you," she murmured. "Kiss and a punch."  

Blaze drained his glass, coughing. "Jeez—that’s the good stuff." 

Bee didn’t wait.  

Her upper hands seized Blaze’s collar, yanking him forward until his mouth crashed against hers—deep, filthy, tasting of cinnamon and him. Her lower hands shoved Loona’s shoulders down, guiding her toward Blaze’s cock. "Lick him," she ordered, breaking the kiss. "Show me, hellhound.”  

Loona’s claws dug into Blaze’s hips as she sank to her knees. His eight-inch cock sprang free of the golden strings as she undid them—hard, throbbing, dripping—and her tongue darted out, just a swipe along the slit. "Tastes like you," she growled, glancing up at Bee. “Should bottle this shit.” 

"Don’t fucking tempt me,” Bee breathed, sinking onto the couch beside them. Her golden lingerie—a sheer, shimmering thing—clung to her hips, the heart-shaped cutout framing her lava-lamp waist. "You know I would.”
Loona didn’t deny it. She took Blaze deep—gagging, sobbing—as Bee’s lower hands pushed her face harder onto his cock. 

"Swallow," Bee commanded, her upper hands guiding Blaze’s hips. "Make him feel used."  

Blaze’s head hit the wall, eyes rolling back. "Loon—! *Fuck*—!"  

But Bee wasn’t done.  

She stood, peeling off her top with agonizing slowness. The golden bra vanished—revealing full, furred tits, dark fuchsia nipples tight in the cool air. Her shorts followed, sliding down her thick thighs until she stood bare except for the black choker and her dripping markings. "My turn," she purred, straddling the couch between them. "Eat me. Both of you." She smirked at Blaze. “Let’s feel that tongue.”
Mouths and tongues bathed her. 

Loona’s snarl turned to a whimper as Bee’s cunt pressed against her mouth—hot, salty, slick and sweet. She lapped at her folds, fangs grazing Bee’s clit, while Blaze’s tongue circled alongside hers from the other angle. 

"Gods—!" Bee threw her head back, wings flaring wide. Her lower hands gripped Loona’s hair, pulling, while her upper hands shoved Blaze’s face deeper. "Harder! Yes! Oh fucking yeah!”
Loona’s claws raked Bee’s thighs, drawing blood, as she sucked her clit into her mouth—rough, needy. Bee’s lava-hair spilled over her shoulders, warming Loona’s skin like embers. 

"You begged for this," Loona growled between licks. “Worth it?”  

"Fuck yes," Bee gasped, grinding against her mouth. "Both of you—mine—!"  

Blaze’s fingers slid between Loona’s legs—soaked, throbbing—but he didn’t touch her. Teased instead, until Loona growled and grabbed his arm, holding him in place as she sank onto his fingers.
Loona hated how good it felt—Bee’s taste, Blaze’s touch, the way her cunt clenched. She bit Bee’s clit—just enough to make her scream—and Bee’s wings slammed against the couch, shaking the room.  

“Those d-damn tongues!” Bee pulled back, breath ragged, cunt glistening. "Not yet," she panted, wiping Loona’s chin with her thumb. "I want it inside me." She turned to Blaze, stroking his cock with her upper hands. "On the couch, wolfboy. Now."  

He was shoved back, cock straining—eight inches of thick, veined need as the knot pulsed at the base. Bee straddled him slow, her lower hands guiding his tip to her entrance. "Watch," she whispered, glancing at Loona. "See how he fits."  

Loona’s throat tightened. Possessive. Terrified. But she didn’t move as Bee sank down—inch by inch—taking him deep. Taking her mate inside her. Yet her own sex still ached. Dripping. Soaked.

Blaze’s claws tore the sheets. "Bee! Too much—!"  

"You take all of me," Bee growled, riding him with sharp, shallow thrusts. Her wings fluttered, lava-hair dripping onto his shoulders. "Show Loona how good you are."
Loona’s hand shot out—not to stop them, but to trace the claw marks on Blaze’s chest. Her voice was raw. "You’re still mine, idiot.”  

"Always," Blaze choked out, reaching for her.
She fell into them. 

Crawling onto the bed, she pressed against Bee’s back—nuzzling the base of her wings, licking the sweat from her neck fur. Her hand slid between Bee’s thighs, rubbing her clit in tight circles as Bee rode Blaze. "You like this?" Loona snarled, biting Bee’s shoulder. “Taking my dumbass?"  

"I love it," Bee gasped, her lower hands gripping Blaze’s hips, pulling him deeper. "He’s fucking amazing." She ruffled Blaze’s hair and laughed between moans.
Loona’s fingers worked faster—rough, relentless—until Bee’s rhythm turned jagged. 
"Close!" Bee whimpered, wings shuddering. "Loona… Blaze… please!"  

"Already?" Loona growled, pulling her hand away. "You don’t come until I say."
Bee’s head fell back. “Seriously? Now you’re pulling the dom card, bitch?”  

Blaze stared up at Loona—awed, burning. "You’re cruel.” He chuckled, but was silenced when Loona squeezed his balls.
Loona’s chest ached. Weak. She leaned down, fangs grazing his ear. "You’re still mine," she whispered. "Even when she’s riding you."  

"Always," he rasped.
Bee’s lower hands seized Loona’s wrist—pulling her palm back to her clit. "Finish me," she begged. 
Loona’s eyes flashed, a smirk playing across her sharp muzzle. 

But her fingers slid home—two, then three—curling just right against Blaze’s cock.  

"Yeeeesssss!" Bee screamed, cunt clamping around Blaze’s cock. "YES! HARDER!" 

Loona didn’t stop. She fucked her with punishing strokes—knuckles grinding—until Bee’s orgasm ripped through her, gushing over Blaze’s cock, her wings shuddering like dying flames.  

"G-guys!" Blaze’s hips jerked—close, so close—but Bee’s lower hands clamped around his base. 
"Not yet," she panted, collapsing against him. She slowly raised her hips, his shaft sliding free with a wet slurp. “What do you think, bitch? Together?”
Blaze whimpered.

Loona’s gaze locked on Blaze’s cock—dripping, throbbing, begging.  
The bed was a tangle of sweat-slicked fur, trembling wings, and need as the two ladies moved in like they were stalking prey. Blaze lay pinned between them—Loona straddling his chest, Bee draped over his thighs—both women’s mouths hot and hungry on his cock.  

"Happy, idiot?" Loona growled, her claws digging into Blaze’s hips as she sank her muzzle down, taking him deep into her throat. Her eyes locked with Bee’s above him—daring, possessive. 

Bee’s lower hands gripped Blaze’s ass, pulling him deeper into Loona’s mouth, while her upper hands traced Loona’s jaw. "Boy’s fucking trembling,” she breathed, her lava-hair glowing like embers against the sheets. Her tongue swirled the base of his cock—slow, teasing—as Loona worked the head. "Could eat this shit all night," she purred, nuzzling Loona’s ear. "Glad you’re willing to share.”  

Loona hesitated—just a heartbeat—before lifting her head. Her muzzle glistened with spit, her eyes fierce as she pulled off. "Don’t get fucking greedy," she snapped, but she guided Bee’s face down.  
"Me? Over indulge?” Bee purred.  

Their lips met around him—Loona’s fangs grazing the leaking tip, Bee’s tongue swirling the slit. Blaze shattered. They moved up together. Down together. Kissing his balls.
Blaze’s eyes crossed.

“Can’t stop it!” Loon… Bee…” His hips jerked, cock throbbing between their mouths. 
Loona sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, while Bee’s lower hands squeezed his balls—just enough to edge him.
“Alright, dumbass. Do it.” Loona rasped, pulling off just enough to watch him unravel.
Bee’s eyes glimmered like she was waiting to devour candy after a successful Halloween night. Silent. Eager.

Blaze’s back arched off the mattress. His mouth opened. Drooling. But no words came. Only a deep groan as his body tensed. 

Thick, hot cum flooded Loona’s mouth—sweet and salty and home—and she swallowed, eyes fluttering shut. But Bee didn’t stop. Her upper hands cupped Loona’s jaw, guiding her toward her own mouth. "Share," she whispered, lips brushing Loona’s. "Let me taste you tasting him." 

Loona snarled—but she kissed her. Tongue sliding against Bee’s, passing Blaze’s cum between them. Bitter. Sacred. 
Bee moaned into her mouth, wings fluttering against Blaze’s chest. "Fuck," she breathed. “That taste.”
The two of them continued their slow, sensual dance. Lapping up Blaze’s cock. Gathering his seed, sharing, tasting.

Blaze collapsed, gasping, cock still dripping. Loona wiped her mouth with the back of her hand—smearing cum across her muzzle—and glared at him. "You’re a mess, dumbass." That death glare then turned into a smirk.
"Uh huh,” he rasped, mindless, reaching for her.  

Bee flopped onto her back beside them, lava-hair pooling like liquid fire. "Best. Threesome. Ever," she sighed, her dripping markings glistening in the dim light. "We should do this again. Like… weekly."
Loona kicked her shin—playful, possessive—but curled against Blaze’s side, head on his chest. His heartbeat thudded against her ear. Steady. Hers.  

Bee just grinned, rolling onto her stomach to nuzzle Blaze’s hip. "Worth it," she whispered, kissing the mark Loona had left on his thigh.  

Blaze’s arm slung heavy over Loona’s waist, pulling her closer. He was still having a hard time forming words at this point other than “Wow” and “told ya.”
Loona smacked his chest—but she pressed her nose into his neck, breathing him in. "You’re lucky I love your dumbass," she growled.  

The room smelled like heat, sweat, wine, and gold by the end.
Golden silk sheets were tangled in knots. One of Bee’s heels had somehow embedded itself in the ceiling. Loona’s collar was somewhere across the room — on a wall-mounted candle. And Blaze’s once-neatly combed pink hair now stuck out in every direction like he’d been blasted by divine revelation.
Which, honestly, he kinda had.

All three of them now lay sprawled across Bee’s obscenely large bed — more a sunken temple than a mattress — their limbs tangled, bodies bare, chests still rising and falling from the last wave that had just rocked through them.

Bee was reclined in the center, hair fanned across her satin pillows as it flowed, wings folded softly around the others like a warm cocoon. Her skin shimmered faintly under the candlelight. Her golden makeup was long gone, melted and kissed away.

She looked... serene.

“Hhhholy shit,” Blaze finally croaked.

Bee giggled, breathless and lazy. “That’s what I said, sexy bastard.”
Loona stared at the ceiling. Her eyes were wide. Her ears were still twitching. Her claws had retracted. She looked like someone who’d just been flung into space without a helmet and liked it more than she wanted to admit.

“I…” Loona blinked slowly. “I have no words.”

Blaze turned his head, eyes unfocused. “I saw stars. I met at least three versions of myself. I think one of them offered me a job.”
Loona snorted into her pillow. “That was me, dumbass.”

He groaned. “Then I definitely accepted.”

Loona turned her head, hair a wild curtain against her flushed face. She eyed Bee — who was, for once, still. Not teasing. Not flirting.

Just glowing.

“…You good?” Loona asked softly.

Bee opened her eyes and looked at her best friend.

And smiled.

“I’m perfect,” she whispered. “That helped a lot more than I expected. Like, emotionally and sexually. Fucking fixes so many things.”
Blaze wheezed. “Glad we could be of service, Your Majesty.”

Bee hummed and stretched, long and slow, her legs brushing theirs, her tail lazily curling behind Loona’s thigh. “You two were gods. Seriously. I knew you had heat, but that was like—damn.”

Loona laughed weakly. “I’ve never made those kinds of noises before.”

“You sang,” Bee teased, rolling onto her side, tracing a claw up Loona’s spine. “And you?” She poked Blaze’s nose. “You short-circuited halfway through round two. I thought we broke you.”

Blaze blinked slowly. “I was processing the existence of good pain. And praise.”

Bee and Loona both laughed.

Then the room quieted again — not from awkwardness, but from that warm, worn-out peace only found in the aftermath of indulgence well-earned.

Bee nestled between them, her body heat wrapped around both like a satisfied sun. Her voice, when she spoke again, was softer.

“…Y’know, this doesn’t change anything, right?”

Loona raised an eyebrow.

Bee continued. “You two are still the couple. I’m just your hot, emotionally unstable, occasionally genius best friend who happens to be amazing in bed.”

Blaze chuckled. “Don’t forget ‘dangerous and drunk with excellent taste in collars.’”

Loona smiled faintly. “And sparkles. So many damn sparkles.”

Bee nuzzled into the pillow with a content sigh. “Thanks for this. For being here. For not judging. For letting me have something real, even if it came wrapped in sin and sweat.” She paused. “…But also holy fuck, we should do that again sometime.”

Loona groaned. “After I sleep for two weeks.”

Blaze whimpered. “After my soul resets.”

Bee just giggled again, softly — then pulled both of them closer into her wings, warm, glowing, and for the first time in a long time…

Content.
Then the door creaked open softly.

Bee’s wings twitched lazily, her ears flicking toward the sound as candlelight shimmered against the sweat-slick gold of her skin. She didn’t lift her head. She didn’t need to.

She already knew who it was. “Hey, Texy.”

Vortex stood in the doorway, broad-shouldered and silent, his silhouette framed by the soft infernal glow leaking from the hallway behind him. His shades were off for once, tucked into the front of his jacket. His eye flicked to the room — and everything in it.

Three bodies.

Bee in the center, naked and sprawled like a lioness after the hunt.

Loona to her right, also bare, clearly flushed, very much trying not to move or make eye contact.

Blaze on her left, blinking slowly at the ceiling with a please let the floor swallow me look on his face.

Tex’s jaw tensed. But his voice, when it came, was calm. “…Hell of a performance. What was that, four hours? Party loves it.”
Loona’s eyes widened. “Wait, what?”

Bee finally lifted her head. Her hair was a mess of curls and glitter. Her lipstick was gone. Her collar was still faintly glowing, dimmed but warm. “I may have been broadcasting our little throuple to the guests. Had to keep things going with all the dick, tits and pussy they could desire, right?” She smiled faintly. Not smug. Not performative. Just real. Her eyes then moved to Vortex. “Yeah,” she said, “It kinda was, wasn’t it?”
A pause.

Vortex crossed his arms. His eyes softened, but didn’t move from her. “I almost didn’t come up. Figured you wouldn’t wanna talk. You know… given recent events.”
Bee slowly sat up, the golden sheet pooling around her waist. She made no move to cover herself. She never did — her body was her temple, her weapon, her message.

But for once, she didn’t pose.

She looked at him plainly.

“You’re not wrong,” she said quietly. “I haven’t wanted to talk for a while. After everything… I had doubts. Not about you. About… myself.”
Loona shifted slightly but stayed silent. Blaze, bless him, just tried to mentally dissolve into the sheets.

Bee continued, voice low, laced with guilt and heat.

“I haven’t been the best girlfriend, Tex. I know that. You’ve been there. You’ve stood by me. But lately… I haven’t stood by you. I got wrapped up in my duties, my image, my pain. In them.” She nodded to Loona and Blaze without shame. “In everything that wasn’t us. I was scared. Fucking frightened.”
Tex didn’t interrupt. Just watched.

“And then the trial happened,” Bee went on, rubbing her palm over her knee. “And suddenly everyone was looking at me like I’d cracked. Like I wasn’t Queen anymore. That I’d bent over for a hellhound and her mutt.”
Blaze coughed softly. “Um—”

“—Shh, baby,” Bee waved, then locked eyes with Tex again. “Hell thought I was weak. That I’d lost control. I could have lost my status. My everything. In a stupid fucking move, I pushed you away to not lose you too. Fucking stupid, I know. So… I had to remind Hell: I still run this Ring. I make the calls. I don’t ask for forgiveness, I claim it. But in the process of proving all that…” She swallowed hard. “I forgot to call you. I pushed you aside.”
That hit.

Vortex’s brow creased just slightly. “You didn’t forget, Bee. You chose not to. Also not sure how fucking Loona and her mutt helps this.”
Oof.

Bee winced.

Loona shifted again, sitting up and gently brushing some of Bee’s hair out of her face — not possessive. Just grounding. A reminder: we’re still here.
Bee looked down.

“I know. That’s on me. I thought if I could just clear my head… if I could let loose and burn all the weight off… then maybe I could come back to you better.” She looked up, eyes softer than Vortex had seen in years. “Can you forgive me, Texy? For being distracted. For being distant. For not being the kind of partner you deserved.”

Vortex stepped inside slowly, the door closing behind him with a muted click. His footsteps were deliberate, heavy, as he came to stand at the edge of the bed.

He looked at Bee — glowing, golden, stripped of everything but truth.

At Loona — watching quietly, her expression unreadable but not judgmental.

At Blaze — who tried very hard to stare at the ceiling again.

Then, finally, back to Bee. “You hurt me,” he said, voice even. “But you didn’t break me.”

Her breath caught.

He stepped closer, slowly kneeling before the edge of the mattress, one hand resting near hers on the sheet.

“You gave Hell a show tonight. I saw the fire come back into your eyes. I saw you. And yeah, I didn’t love the how…” A faint, almost-smile ghosted his lips. “…But I still love you. Queen of Gluttony. Guess I shouldn’t be surprised.”
Bee let out a small noise — half-laugh, half-sob — and finally let her hand fall into his.

“I missed you,” she whispered.

“I’m right here,” he said.

A quiet moment passed, warm and full.

Then Blaze, barely audible, muttered: “So… do I get to leave now or…?”

Loona swatted his arm.

Bee laughed again, full and rich this time. “Not yet,” she whispered, wiping the corner of her eye. “I want this moment… all of it.”

***

Bee stood at the edge of the massive wardrobe mirror, now half-dressed in a shimmering crimson cocktail dress that hugged her like a promise. Her hair was wild but radiant, still damp from sweat and sin. She clasped her cuffs, spritzed a final blast of perfume, and turned to face the two lounging lovers still tangled in her sheets.

Loona, stretched out on her side, had finally found her composure — if not her pants.

Blaze, arms folded behind his head, looked like someone who had survived a religious event and wasn’t sure how to process the aftermath.

Bee grinned softly. “You two really are something,” she said, voice warmer now, full of emotion but steadier than it had been all night. She stepped forward and leaned down, pressing a lingering kiss to Loona’s lips. “You’re everything I hoped you’d be, babe,” she whispered. “And more. Don’t fucking lose that shit.”
Loona blushed faintly, ears flicking. “Knock it off.”

Bee moved to Blaze next, running a claw gently under his chin before kissing him slow and deep — not hungry this time, but thankful. “Try not to fall apart while I’m gone, pretty boy.”

“I’m barely intact as it is,” he mumbled.

She giggled. “Now…” She straightened her posture, wings flexing just slightly as the regal mask slipped comfortably back over her features. “I’ve got a party to re-ignite and a boyfriend to steal one more dance with.”

Loona rolled her eyes, but smiled. “Yeah, well, enjoy yourself. You earned it.”

And with that, Bee slipped out the door, hips swaying like the aftershock of a sinquake, leaving behind the faint scent of honey and fire.

The room was quiet for half a beat.

Then—

“So…” Blaze finally said, glancing at Loona. “That happened.”

Loona stared at the ceiling.

“…Yeah.”

He turned his head toward her, fur still mussed, gold collar still slightly askew.

“You okay?”

“I think I found a new layer to my sexuality.”

“Cool, cool. I unlocked astral projection.”

They both laughed quietly, their tails brushing in passing.

And then—BOOM.
The ceiling exploded.
Plaster and flame and glitter rained down as a large, vaguely horse-shaped blur crashed through the chandelier, tangled in what looked like stolen silk drapes and a trail of glitter bombs.

A single voice screamed through the chaos—

“I TOLD YOU I’D FUCKING MAKE IT IN SOMEHOOOOOOOW—!!!”

Blitzø slammed into the bedframe hard enough to bounce. He coughed, groaned, then shot up like a feral jack-in-the-box, eyes wide and wild.

“Did I miss the orgy?!”

Loona screamed. “DAD?!”

Blaze wheezed. “We JUST—why are you here?!”

“I blended in with the dancers!” Blitzø yelled proudly, flinging glitter out of his outfit. “They thought I was a fucking sparkle demon! One of them tried to grind on me and I sprained something—not important! Point is…” He stood atop the bed, hands on hips, glitter streaked across his chest and one horn bent. “I made it to Bee’s party. Who wants to fucking DANCE?!”

Loona threw a pillow at him. “Get the fuck out, idiot! We’re still naked!”

Blitzø paused.

Looked at Blaze.

Looked at Loona.

Slowly turned redder than his natural skin.
“…Did… Did you two—”

Blaze sighed and rolled onto his side. “I’m gonna need another drink.”

Loona growled, grabbing for her pants. “I’m gonna need fucking therapy.”

Blitzø screamed and launched himself backward off the bed, flailing like a startled goblin as stolen food fell from his coat.

“YOU COULDN’T HAVE WAITED UNTIL I LEFT HELL’S ZIP CODE?!”

“You’re the one who broke in, you fucking moron!” Loona covered her head with a pillow and screamed into it.
The door to Bee’s private suite clicked shut behind them, leaving behind a trail of crushed petals, tangled sheets, and one very confused, and possibly concussed Blitzø face-down in a pile of decorative pillows. Loona had seen to that.
Blaze and Loona stepped out into the hall slowly, the glamoured light dim and golden, as if even the palace itself knew to take it easy on them.

Loona adjusted her jacket — freshly thrown back on but barely zipped over her dress — her fur still tousled, collar faintly crooked from earlier chaos. Her tail swayed low and lazy behind her, brushing against Blaze’s leg with each step.

Blaze, for his part, looked like he’d been through a divine intervention and three rounds of spiritual therapy… and still didn’t have enough processing time. His pink hair was all over the place, his eyes half-lidded, his shirt only half-buttoned. One of Bee’s hickeys glowed faintly under his collarbone like a divine branding.

“Are we alive?” he asked groggily.

“Debatable,” Loona muttered.

They walked side by side in silence for a while, passing partygoers who were too drunk or too high on sin to notice or care who they were. The music thumped in the distance — muffled now, like thunder rolling over velvet.

Blaze rubbed the back of his neck. “That was… something.”

Loona chuckled lowly. “You died somewhere between round two and three.”

“I transcended, thank you.”

They turned down another hallway, this one quieter, leading toward the main balcony overlooking the dance floor. Blaze leaned against a nearby column for a moment, stretching his back.

“Ow.”

Loona watched him, her eyes flicking down his frame — from his tousled hair to his scuffed boots.

Then, slowly, she stepped in close.

Not with the chaos of earlier.

But with intent.

Her arms looped around his waist, fingers sliding under his half-buttoned shirt, claws trailing lightly over his skin. Her muzzle brushed his jaw, warm breath grazing his ear.

“You’re still mine,” she said softly. “Don’t forget that.”

Blaze blinked, caught off-guard by the low rumble in her voice. Not teasing. Not possessive in the toxic way.

Claiming, but with love behind it. Like a growl that meant you matter to me.
He leaned into her, resting his forehead against hers with a slow exhale. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

Loona kissed him — slow, solid, just enough pressure to make his knees wobble.

And when she pulled back, her smirk was back in full force. “Besides… if Bee gets another round, I get two.”

Blaze grinned, dazed. “At this rate I’m gonna need a chiropractor with holy water.”

Loona laughed, pulling him forward by the collar. “You’ll survive. Probably.”

They walked the rest of the way together — tails brushing, hands linked, eyes soft but sharp. No longer just the punchline of a wild party night.

They were the aftermath.

And they’d lived through it.

Together.

The bass hit like a thunderclap as Blaze and Loona stepped through the archway and back onto the main floor of the palace.

The room was alive.
Lights twisted in slow arcs of magenta and flame, casting shimmering trails across bodies that moved like smoke. Tables overflowed with spilled wine, snacks half-eaten, and laughing demons slouched in velvet chairs. The air buzzed with heat, perfume, and wild delight.

And at the heart of it all?

Bee-lzebub.
Back on stage, front and center, her voice soaring over the crowd with a sultry vengeance. No longer melting — now burning.
“Come close, come wrong~
You know you missed my favorite song~
We kissed, you cursed, I left you blessed—
But look at me now in this goddess dress~!”

Her wings flared. Her eyes glowed. Her smile? Dangerous and utterly divine.

And standing just off to the side of the stage, arms crossed and head bobbing with the beat?

Vortex.
Still watching.

Still there.
Loona elbowed Blaze gently. “Damn. She’s really back.”

Blaze sipped the glowing gold drink he was handed the moment they stepped in. “That’s her magic. Fall apart, burn bright again. She’s got gravity.”

Loona smirked, tugging him toward the dance floor. “You’re drunk.”

“Still yours.”

“Damn right.”

They slipped into the crowd just as the beat shifted — hotter now, deeper. A slow, grinding rhythm that made hips move without asking permission. Bodies swayed around them, hands reaching, legs moving, laughter everywhere.

Blaze twirled Loona once, and she actually laughed — a deep, raw, real sound as her tail spun like a flame. She grabbed his shirt and pulled him in, their foreheads bumping together under the lights.

They danced.

Gods, they danced.
Sweat slicked their fur. Breath mingled. Every touch was a reminder — we’re here, together, still standing.
Then—

BOOM!
A cannon fired from somewhere above, raining glitter, feathers, and three full-sized blow-up dolls down onto the dance floor.

A voice screamed from the balcony—

“WHO WANTS TO DO A BACKFLIP OFF A TABLE WITH ME?!”

Blitzø, shirtless, wearing someone’s heels and a crown made of mini liquor bottles, SWAN DIVED into the crowd.
Demons parted, screamed, laughed. A few caught him. One may have licked him.

Loona groaned, her eye twitching. “Oh my Satan—”

“Let him have this,” Blaze wheezed, barely dodging a flying wig. “He earned it. Somehow.”

Bee laughed into the mic, breathless. “Blitzø, you absolute menace, I love you!”

“I FUCKING KNOW,” he shouted back, tangled in a tablecloth as he snapped into a cocktail shrimp.
And somehow?

It was perfect.

Under flashing lights, with friends spinning around them, love buzzing in every note of Bee’s voice and every touch of Loona’s hand, Blaze knew — this was more than a party.

This was hellish harmony.
Sin, soul, chaos, connection.

Love doesn’t always come in candlelight.

Sometimes?

It finds you shirtless on a dance floor, tangled in laughter, with your best friend belting high notes from a throne of wine and glory… and the person you love grinding against your hips while flipping off their dad for doing stupid shit.

And yeah—

That’s more than enough.
~THE END~
