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Vic moves toward the living room. The devil himself is sitting on the couch looking with excitement at Vic, who has just finished destroying Adramelek after dinner. The demon is resting against the table, wearing nothing but an open, wrinkled button-up.

Vic himself is naked and Lucifer is staring in appreciation at the two of them. Vic hadn’t quite known what to expect when he was invited by the King of Hell to dinner with his long-time crush—none other than his own liaison when he sold his soul for wealth and power. He hadn’t expected at the time that he’d fall for the snippy demon who worked out his contract, but damn had he ever. And now it had finally happened. Catalysed by none other than Lucifer himself inviting him over when he realised how oblivious Adramelek was to the chemistry everyone else could see.

Adramelek and him had never done more than argue and bicker, but now the fucked-out demon is recovering from being railed over the dining table.

"Come here, let me see you." Lucifer runs his forked tongue over his teeth and Vic definitely gets harder as he walks over. Lucifer reaches over and pulls him in by the dick as soon as he gets in range. With Vic standing, Lucifer is at just the right height to swallow him whole and fuck, even when not fully hard, Vic is not tiny. His knees buckle slightly as Lucifer, the lord of sin himself, sucks off the evidence of his last encounter. 

"Holy hell!" Vic didn't think he could be ready to go again this fast but Christ on a cracker.

There's a hand slipping between his legs and playing at his entrance and Vic sees Adramelek drop a bottle of lube on the couch next to Lucifer. Adramelek then sits down with a new glass of wine for himself on one of the other armchairs. 

Then there's a wet finger pushing inside of Vic and he’s climbing over the couch. Lucifer pushes him into his back and keeps stroking, pushing in more fingers. Vic tears at Lucifer’s clothing; he's still far too dressed with a full suit on.

When Lucifer is naked, Vic can't help but stare, his body is somehow divinely perfect. He's not even quite sure what makes him think that but it seems self-evident. Vic reaches out for Lucifer's dick, which is long and full. He licks a stripe up the underside and sucks around the head. Lucifer moans above him. Vic takes in more, letting Lucifer fuck his face with abandon. Vic can swallow almost anything, but he can still feel his eyes start to water after a while. Lucifer pulls off, breathing hard. 

Lucifer holds Vic by the top of the head as he pulls away slowly, Vic’s tongue still out for him. Vic wants more. Lucifer keeps holding Vic’s head in place as he straddles Vic’s hips.

“Oh, wait, I can—” Vic reaches under Lucifer to try to prep him but it’s too late.

Lucifer sinks down sublimely onto Vic’s cock and the ease is just the right amount of friction and slide. “Don’t worry about it. I’m magic.” The look on Vic’s face is incredulous. It feels so good. How is it even possible for anything to feel this good? He groans out loud.

“He’s magic,” comes the peanut gallery from across the room with a snicker, and Vic turns in surprise to confirm that Adramelek agrees that this man is unbelievable. Adramelek’s grin is all too knowing. 

Lucifer is lifting himself up and down at a deliberate pace, and Vic can’t help but stare open-mouthed at the magnificent creature riding his dick. Vic notices his hand is already touching Lucifer’s chest and feeling his abs before he can stop himself. He plays with the tip of Lucifer’s cock, still wet from his mouth and delights in Lucifer moaning above him. Lucifer is slamming down harder now and moving faster. Vic thinks he’s going to come soon at this rate. 

Lucifer seems to have a plan though. He stops moving and grinds down instead and leans over to stroke and rub at Vic’s chest. He kisses and licks across the expanse making his way up to Vic’s neck, still slowly shifting his pelvis into Vic. Lucifer licks along the edge of Vic’s face, dragging his tongue along his jaw line. There’s a flicker of static electricity for both of them as he goes along and Vic is shuddering at the feeling. Lucifer raises himself all the way off of Vic, and Vic whines at the loss of that addicting heat.

Lucifer scratches his fingernails all the way down Vic’s chest and thighs before grabbing Vic’s legs to either side in his lap, positioning his cock to start sliding in. Vic writhes at the stretch. But Lucifer’s dick is transcendent like the rest of him. It fits so immaculately inside of him. Vic doesn’t understand how this can remind him of every amazing orgasm he’s ever had and at the same time be so unique.

Adramelek lets himself relax, enjoying watching the two of them move in tandem. His eye catches a broken wine glass glinting from the floor. A remnant from the earlier tryst on the dining table. He wanders over to pick up a large shard of glass from the floor and plays with it as he watches Vic fall apart. He holds it and slowly pushes his finger into the sharpest point until a drop of red blood appears. Adramelek wants to do it.

Lucifer watches him approach, without taking his focus off Vic. Adramelek sits behind him and grabs Lucifer's head with one arm to hold it still as he runs the sharp glass down the side of Lucifer's neck and along his shoulder, not quite breaking the skin. 

"Holy fuck," exclaims Vic, watching them.

Adramelek pushes the glass in harder as Lucifer continues to thrust, letting it split the skin above his clavicle. Golden ichor wells up and Adramelek licks it away.

"Fuck, you're kinky tonight." Lucifer gasps out. Adramelek presses the edge again and this time a line of gold as dark as honey appears. Adramelek licks down the path. Vic is watching him intently, his jaw hanging open.

Adramelek bites brutally at Lucifer's shoulder and then sucks a dark bruise into the skin where his neck meets his shoulder. Lucifer howls and Vic's hips judder in response. 

Adramelek wants to know.

He moves to the floor next to Vic as Lucifer keeps drilling him into the couch. Both of Vic's legs are now over Lucifer's undamaged shoulder as he folds him in two. Adramelek kisses and bites at Vic's arm and shoulder hanging off the edge of the cushion. Vic is staring at him, his face tilted in Adramelek’s direction. Adramelek places the glass gently on Vic's chest and waits but Vic doesn't say anything. He pushes one corner in slightly and Vic pants unevenly. Blood starts to bead on the surface, a dark crimson, and Adramelek's grin widens. How beautiful.

He scrapes the edge across Vic's pec, missing the nipple but leaving a rough graze and shaving off some of the fine hair, and Vic cries out. Tiny drops of blood pop up. Adramelek licks over the surface. There’s a tingle as it hits his tongue. He laps at it again and shivers. Adramelek drags a line across the thin skin on Vic's collarbone and the bright pain combined with Lucifer fucking him mercilessly has Vic coming.

"Are you almost done there?" Lucifer asks Adramelek. "I'm not gonna last much longer."

"Go for it." Adramelek latches his teeth onto the meaty part of Vic's shoulder and sucks as Lucifer finishes his final thrusts.

Vic, for his part, is beyond gone. By the time Lucifer is pulling out and telling Adramelek that, yes, he does have to go get a cloth because they are both bleeding and it's his fault, Vic is starting to come back to the world.

There's a very large purple mark on his shoulder and a few cuts and scratches still bleeding ever so slightly on his chest, and Vic barely knows what happened.

"Hey," says Lucifer, looking down at him in satisfaction.

"Hi," Vic returns. Fuck. His brain is gradually turning back on. He should probably be getting out of here. They're done now.

"Do you want a bathrobe? Or a bath? A shower?"

"Uhh." Vic isn't sure what the right thing to say is here.

Adramelek returns with two damp washcloths and rolls his eyes gently as he hands one to Lucifer. Lucifer starts on Vic first who is still somewhat slowed, so Adramelek uses the other cloth to clean up Lucifer's shoulder.

"Babe, do you want to go get some bathrobes and start the bathtub?" Lucifer asks Adramelek.

"Ugh, so needy." 

This time it's Lucifer who rolls his eyes affectionately as Adramelek walks away. "Don't listen to him, he's an asshole." 

Vic just nods, unsure of what to say. 

"Did you... have a good time?" asks Lucifer.

All Vic has wanted for ages is Adramelek. And Adramelek was more exquisite than Vic could ever have expected. Lucifer was... something else again entirely. But Vic feels more inadequate than ever. If Adramelek can have what amounts to essentially a god in his bed, Vic has no hope of having made a worthwhile impression. Why would Adramelek want him for anything when he can have this. The one thing Vic thought no one could take from him and Adramelek was their entertaining arguments, but he’s sure Lucifer can do that for Adramelek too. Vic needs to get out of here before he wears out his welcome. 

"Um. Yeah,” Vic mumbles.

"Cool. Cool. Me too.” Lucifer smiles softly at him, but Vic isn’t looking.  “Adramelek too. Despite his bitching after the fact,” jokes Lucifer.

Vic sits himself up. "I should probably be going."

Why is Lucifer looking at him like that?

A voice comes from the hallway. "That's even stupider than usual for you, Vic."

What the fuck!

"Maybe, just chill for a bit. Adramelek already started a bath, you might as well use it."

"I can... I can do that at home. It's fine."

"Vic. Just relax for a minute. It’s okay. Chill."

Adramelek dumps
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