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      We stumbled into my office, bumping into furniture and undressing each other like pure savages. Her shirt fell off of her shoulders, exposing her round, plump breasts and petite little body. I pulled her closer, needing my mouth on hers, on her skin, on her breasts, on her neck, trailing down her back, tasting every inch, and hoping to forget about the woman I used to call mine—Raphaela.

      This woman looked and acted nothing like her. Her raven hair flowed all the way down her back; one side was shaven down to the skin. Two black tattoos curved around her sharp, striking cheekbones. She was exactly the woman I went for every single time I needed a quick fuck.

      The only similarity between Raphaela and the woman I was about to fuck were their big green eyes. So mesmerizing that I could lose myself in them if I wasn’t careful.

      She curled her fingers into my hair, pulling roughly, and said, “I’ve loved you since the moment I laid eyes on you.”

      I spun her around and bent her over my couch, holding her down roughly. “You don’t love me.” I yanked up her silk skirt, which she had probably stolen from someone in her kingdom, and thrust into her. “And I don’t love you.” I wrapped my hand around the front of her neck and drew her closer. “You’re here for me to fuck. That’s all that’s between us.”

      “You’re just … going to … use me?” she asked between thrusts.

      Of course I was just going to use her. I didn’t plan on wining and dining her. She was here to use me, too, trying to make the rest of her kingdom envious that she had slept with the strongest commander in all of Hell.

      Someone knocked on the door. “Commander Lucifer, your guests have arrived.”

      I continued to thrust into the woman. Everyone else could wait. Over and over, I fucked her until I forgot, until all I felt was the pleasure pumping out of my cock.

      She collapsed on the couch, knees drawn together, eyes glossed over—thoroughly fucked. “Wow,” she breathed. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

      Once I rebuttoned my shirt and zippered up my pants, I gazed at myself in the mirror. “Did you expect anything less from me?” Running a hand through my hair, I tousled my silver locks.

      She said something but was interrupted by the door swinging open. A guard walked in, dressed in a black suit and tie. I half-heartedly nodded to the guard.

      “Leave with him,” I said to the woman.

      After putting up a fuss, she finally left me in peace. I grabbed the bottle of Vemon—the strongest, and, I would say, most delicious drink in Hell—from my desk and poured myself a glass. It stung the back of my throat, but I drank it all. I was going to need it tonight.

      I had graciously offered to throw a party to celebrate an angel who had fallen last month, but I was now regretting it. Don’t get me wrong; it’d definitely be grander than the half-assed get-together that the Kingdom of Sloth had thrown last year.

      My party had happenings for all kingdoms. For the Lusts, there were Lust Rooms, where they could fuck all night. For the Wraths, there were torture pits, where they could do whatever they pleased to whomever they pleased. For the Gluttons, there was plenty of food to fill their everlasting hunger.

      But some people just annoyed the hell out of me, others couldn’t act like proper damn demons, and some didn’t know how to shut the fuck up.

      Refilling my glass and taking one last longing look in the mirror, I walked out of my office and down the hall toward the ballroom. Tonight, we were celebrating Tonia, who had decided to part from the heavens above to join the sinners down below.

      I walked through the crowd, greeting those I liked, ignoring those I didn’t care for—which were many. Tonia, naturally angelic in her features—chubby cheeks, pale skin, light eyes—was surrounded by Lusts, who all wanted to taste her; Wraths, who all wanted to watch her pierce the flesh of a mortal for the first time; and Gluttons, who all were feeding her plate after plate of food.

      “I suspect you had a good time with Everi?” someone asked, placing a hand on my shoulder.

      Eros, an incubus from the Kingdom of Lust, stood beside me. His black hair hung around the sides of his face, his horns curling on the top of his head.

      I raised a brow at him. “Everi?”

      He nodded to the woman from earlier. She was sitting with her kingdom—the Kingdom of Envy—gossiping with the rest of them. A few of the demons gazed over at me, then back at her, giving her sour looks.

      “It was as good as it could’ve been.” I shrugged, then stepped closer to him, lightly grasping his shoulder. “She’s no succubus … or incubus.”

      Eros’s lips curled into a smirk. “In need of one?”

      I stared, taking him in for longer than I should. Those lust-filled eyes, which had looked into mine so many times before, were daring me. Just one touch, one taste—that was all it would take. If I hadn’t gotten off earlier, I would’ve done more than just playfully shove him back.

      He stumbled a bit, nearly spilling his Passion Delight drink, but regained his composure.

      Eros was a taken man now. No matter the amount of flirting he did with me or the number of Passion Delights he drank, I knew he planned to stay taken.

      “Is Dani here?” I asked.

      “Somewhere.” He looked around. “I should go find her. She doesn’t like these gatherings that much.” He gave me one look, and then he disappeared through the crowd.

      I turned, ready to enjoy my night of sinning, when I caught sight of her. Standing there in a royal-blue dress that hugged her curves perfectly, from all the way across the crowd, she smiled at me. A small, shy, seductive smile.

      One that reminded me of Raphaela. One that caught me the moment I laid eyes on her.

      No, it wasn’t love at first sight. I didn’t believe in that shit. It hadn’t happened with Raphaela, and it didn’t happen with this beauty.

      But lust at first sight—the need to rip off her clothes and thrust her against the nearest table, the ache to plunge myself deep inside of her and to wrap my hand around her throat while whispering wicked things in her ear—that shit was real.
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      Instead of fawning over me like all the women did, Dani sat at the head of her table and crossed one leg over the other, showing off those damn thick legs of hers. Her fingers curled around a Passion Delight. She cast her eyes downward for a moment and gazed back up at me through her lashes.

      Oh, darling. We could play this little game all night, and you still wouldn’t break me.

      I raised my glass in her direction, flashed her my infamous smirk, and turned around.

      After that first night with her, I’d promised myself that I’d stay away. She was the greatest sin of them all, and everyone knew it. But she didn’t have the kind of power that would make me—me—fall to my knees and beg for her. I wasn’t as weak as her other prey.

      Someone bumped into my shoulder. “Watch it,” he sneered.

      My lips folded in disgust. Out of every demon I’d invited to this party, I had to run into this guy.

      Biast Sathanus, the son of the Sathanus who ruled Wrath.

      Swine. Fiend. Dumbass. He had many important names—many given by me.

      The drink in his hand sloshed around and spilled onto the floor.

      He jabbed a finger into my chest. “Don’t you think you should control your party? There’s too many fuckin’ people here.”

      I gazed down at his finger, still jabbed into my chest, and removed it with two of my own. “How about I ask some of those succubi to leave? Perhaps the ones flirting with you and your father?”

      Biast’s tail curved around his body and pointed at me, like he was trying to threaten me. It was almost laughable, but he wasn’t even worth that. He was a well-respected warrior, but not great. My army could destroy him.

      He gazed over at a group of Envies. “Those Envies are causin’ trouble. Talkin’ about stealin’ the Crucifix later.”

      Emera–or Esmeralda or Emery or whatever her name was–and the other Envies were lounging on the plush couch and gossiping, their eyes glowing a sour green. Three male Envies stood behind them, talking to succubi.

      “You just gonna let that happen?”

      I clenched my drink in my hand. “Don’t question the way I handle situations, Biast. Your father destroyed a whole palace because an Envy had stolen a single piece of silver joss.”

      Biast’s glass crumbled in his hand, and the blood from inside of it dripped down his forearm.

      I placed a hand on his shoulder and squeezed tightly. “Oh, Biast, no need to get angry. I’m sure your father would be pissed if I had to kick you both out for your silly little actions.” I watched a succubus crawl onto Sathanus’s lap across the room. “Don’t you think?”

      After a growl, Biast stormed away from me.

      I chuckled and took another sip of my Vemon. My gaze wandered around the room. I caught Dani’s eye for a moment and let myself linger on her. Then I gazed back at the group of Envies.

      “Lucifer.”

      I suppressed the urge to roll my eyes after noticing that the three male Envies had disappeared.

      Emmary or that chick with the E-name stepped into my path and grabbed on to my arm.

      I raised a brow at her and stepped back. “Listen, Emeralda, I know you have a little crush on me after earlier, but go look for a lust buddy or something.” I shook my head. “God knows there are too many of them down here.”

      I continued walking, leaving Emery standing behind me with sour eyes. After a quick scan of the party and finding neither the Envies nor the succubi, I headed toward the Lust Rooms. If they weren’t here, they were probably fucking. Those succubi were poisonous in the most pleasurable ways.

      People were being whipped by a sexy dominatrix; others were being tortured by Wraths. I even saw two Sloths being ridden by a Glutton. Now, that was definitely a sight to see.

      I searched room after room, but the three men weren’t there. I placed my glass down on the table at the end of the hall and walked toward the staircase.

      The Crucifix was near the top floor, heavily guarded by Crusaders from the kingdoms. Hand-selected by me, these were the best of the best. The Envies were stupider than I thought if they believed they could just come up here and steal it.

      What did they even want with it? It had gone untouched since The Fall of the Seven–when seven angels fell from Heaven to each rule a kingdom in Hell–and had only ever been wielded by the strongest women from Heaven. These men were neither women nor angels.

      When I reached the floor, I stalked down the hall. A peculiar rage coursed through my veins. Before I could step into the Chapel Room, I heard the three men and women in the library. They were on the balcony with the glass bifold door open, letting the chilly air wander into the room.

      Half naked and groaning, the men smirked at me. One of them grasped a succubus’s hips, claws digging into her.

      “Commander, these women are taken.” His eyes glowed with mischief.

      Wrapping my hand around his neck, I pulled him up and pushed him against the balcony. “What’re you doing up here?”

      “Just having a bit of fun,” another one said.

      I pushed the demon away. “If you wish to fuck, do it in a Lust Room.”

      The third one leaned his succubus over the balcony. His claws raked down her bare back, leaving marks. “I don’t think that’s quite fair. You can have any woman you want up in these quarters, staring out at this view. All I wish for is to fuck a woman like this, just once in a while.”

      With a deep breath, I turned to my kingdom and stared at its immense beauty. “For once in your entire life, you’re right. This view is incredibly breathtaking.” I turned back around to face him. “That’s why it’s mine.” My upper lip curled into a smirk. “I can take whomever I please up here, whenever I please, and you”—I snatched his chin in my hand—“can’t.”

      His eyes—now a sour, envious green—glowed brightly. He tore himself away from me and pulled on his clothes. “You have it all—the kingdom, the army, the Crucifix.”

      “How sad you are. Envious of a cross that you can’t even wield.”

      “Not envious, just speaking what every other kingdom believes. That immense power should be shared by all of the fallen.”

      “That immense power would obliterate you in less than a second. It would leave you in a pile of dust, but”—I shrugged—“if that’s what gets you going, be my guest. Try and take the Crucifix.”

      “You hide behind your inflated sense of pride, Lucifer, and that’s going to destroy you.” He buttoned the last button on his shirt and briefly gazed at the others. “Come on.” When he reached the door, he called out, “I’m sure we’ll be seeing each other again.”
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      I smiled at the upended Crucifix, which hung in the Chapel Room. It rested on the red stained-glass wall above the Altar of Sacrifice. Followers of Satanism—the official religion of Hell—would worship this beauty by sacrificing a sad soul to it.

      Demons typically worshipped Sathanus in his kingdom. He had even negotiated for this cross with me for centuries, wanting it for his followers, but I refused. Either Sathanus would’ve destroyed it within the first day of having it or Envies would’ve stolen it from his kingdom.

      Never would I let it fall into the hands of such imbeciles when it had been last wielded by the only woman I respected in Heaven.

      The Chapel Room was open to visitors on the anniversary of The Fall of the Seven, one day a year. If they wanted to worship it, they could do it then.

      Small patches of blood covered the cross’s otherwise white edges. This masterpiece was absolutely magnificent. I couldn’t resist grazing my fingers against it and searing them at the touch. The pain was worth it. It always had been.

      After a moment more, I flicked off the lights and locked the doors. My guards bowed to me as I descended the stairs to return to my party. As I was told, the three male Envies had left the party and gone right through the portal to their kingdom, back to the shithole they had come from.

      I spent the remainder of the night drunk on Vemon. From a cute Lust trying to lure me to a Lust Room to a Sloth asking me to lounge on the couch with him and get high off of my ass, the night was a blur.

      Leaning over the bar, I nodded at the bartender. “A shot of Vemon.”

      Tonia slid onto the maroon stool next to me. “I’ll take one too.” The column of her neck was already painted pink with hickeys from the Lusts, and her fingers were stained with blood, probably from hanging around the Wraths.

      The woman behind the counter slid two drinks to us.

      I held my glass up to Tonia. “To my dear friend Tonia. Profana.”

      She wrinkled her nose as she drank her glass of Vemon. “That’s … not what I was expecting.” The tight curls that sat atop her head bounced swiftly. Her eyes grew dark. “Can I have another?”

      I chuckled and pushed my glass to the edge of the bar, waiting for a refill. “Why did you fall, Tonia?”

      She sighed softly. “Many reasons over the years.”

      “Such as?”

      A small smirk stretched across her face as her irises filled with darkness. She bit down on her lip, her cheeks turning pink. I always loved watching newly fallen angels express their darkest desires, to see them accept their sin after centuries of being tortured for it.

      Tonia grabbed her second glass from the edge of the bar. “My innate need to fuck married women.” She laughed and shook her head. “That’s what got me sent here.”

      So, she had committed a sin connected to Lust. Interesting. Lusts were always the most fun to fuck with. They were willing to do almost anything to get off—no matter how sinister.

      “That’s one of the better reasons I’ve heard,” I said. Sure was better than the reason the last guy had fallen from Heaven. “Have you talked to the commander of Lust yet?”

      “Not yet.” She gazed around at the party behind us, eyeing the Greeds. “I want to sin more before choosing which kingdom to join.”

      “Fair enough.” I nodded. “Choose quickly and wisely. You don’t want to end up in Tartarus like the last guy.”

      “Tartarus? Aren’t only humans sent there?”

      Partly true. “If a fallen angel doesn’t identify with a kingdom, they are sent to Tartarus, where their soul is judged and a punishment is served alongside humans.” Tonia furrowed her brows, so I continued, “The seven commanders of Hell decided this centuries ago so we could effectively rule the kingdoms.”

      My gaze drifted past Tonia.

      From the head of her table, she was staring at me with those lust-filled eyes. She just couldn’t get enough of me, could she?

      Tonia stood. “I guess that means I have to go sin a little more tonight,” she said, her gaze locked on the Greeds again.

      “Have fun,” I called over my shoulder, gaze still stuck on her.

      After presenting her with my signature smirk, I turned back to the bar, pretending to not be that interested. She always enjoyed a chase.

      “Lucifer,” her voice whispered in my mind. “Lucifer, I want you.”

      Suddenly, her slim fingers danced across the muscles in my back. “Lucifer.” My name rolled off of those full pink lips with ease. She leaned over the bar, her breasts pressing into it.

      I gazed over at her, really taking in every curve of her body tonight. She was the greatest sin in all of Hell, and, boy, did I love sinning.

      Raphaela’s soft, innocent features flashed in my mind, haunting me for the second time tonight.

      “You should be ashamed of yourself, Lucifer. Your thoughts are full of sin.”

      Damn, Raphaela.

      I wanted these mind games to stop, but I soaked up so much pride in them. Because of me, the angel Raphaela was a sinner. She was in Heaven, married to a man she claimed to love, but she couldn’t seem to leave me alone, especially when I was with her.

      My pride unapologetically pulsed through my veins. Sinning was the only way of life, and I had the power to make people sin in the worst way.

      Her fingers hooked into my belt loop, pulling herself closer to me. I pushed Raphaela to the back of my mind. I’d deal with her later. Someone was craving my attention.

      Without even touching her yet, I could feel myself inside of her, thrusting her against the bed and taking her as my own. I breathed her in, smelling that alluring scent of her arousal, mixed with Passion Delight.

      Oh, was I going to have fun with her.

      I brushed a finger down her jaw. “Very needy tonight, aren’t you, Dani?”
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      “Don’t think I haven’t seen you staring at me, too, with those eyes filled with lust instead of their usual pride.” She sauntered around me, hips swaying from side to side, finger grazing against the back of my neck. “I bet you thought you could resist me,” she whispered in my ear.

      After drinking the rest of my Vemon, I shook my head. This was really how she wanted to play, wasn’t it? I turned in my chair to face her until she was between my legs.

      “I have, haven’t I?” I tilted my head and ran my fingers up her bare thigh. “You’ve been down here for four … five months at the most?”

      She placed a hand on my abdomen like she owned me and trailed it down to my belt buckle, fumbling with it.

      Right here, right now, Dani?

      The courage this woman had when her lover was only feet away from her was so fucked up. I loved it.

      I decided to play along and lightly wrapped one hand around her neck to draw her closer. “Do you know how many times I have thought about taking you to bed and how many times I’ve stopped myself?”

      “You won’t stop yourself this time.”

      I chuckled. “And what makes you say that?”

      Her lips curled into a smirk. Her eyes filled completely with darkness. She was the devil. She was sin. She could take what she wanted, when she wanted. Men and women alike would fall to their knees just to fulfill every single one of her needs.

      Eros wrapped his arms around Dani from behind, drawing her away from me. “There you are.”

      Dani’s features softened in an angelic facade. She pressed her lips onto his like she hadn’t just tried to lead me to a Lust Room and take me for all I was.

      Eros’s innocent little angel was far from innocent. They had promised each other trust, but since the moment I’d met her, I’d corrupted that pretty mind. She granted me access to her deepest desires and gifted me some of my own. And believe me, they were far from innocent.

      Eros should’ve known that nobody was innocent in Hell. Not his best friend or his lover.

      “You came over at the perfect time,” I said.

      Eros pulled away from Dani and gazed at me. His irises, already black with lust, were duller than usual. He sat down and cocked a brow.

      “Dani was—how should I say it?—flirting with me.”

      I knew those words would rile him up. Despite being from the Kingdom of Lust, where everyone took more than one partner, he had insisted time and time again that he was a one-lover kind of guy. He was committed to Dani and only Dani—at least, that was what he had promised her.

      But I knew who he really was. He was Hell’s good boy with dark, sinister thoughts about me running through his head.

      His gaze lingered on me far longer than it should. “Is that so?” He leaned against the bar, holding a Passion Delight in one hand and sipping from it.

      Dani’s cheeks flushed. Five months as the queen of Lust, and Eros’s comments still made her heart flutter, which only made me want to corrupt her more. It would be so damn easy.

      Her eyes danced with a sort of childish excitement. “I was … just perfecting my technique.” She tried to brush off his comment. “Nobody respects Kakosengels down here.”

      While Dani might’ve been half-angel, half-demon, she was the best at performing any act of Lust.

      I leaned back in my seat and watched her teeter back and forth from one foot to the other with a hand on her hip. “And you thought you’d get them to respect you by trying to seduce me?”

      She paused, peering at Eros. For a few moments, they stared at each other, having a silent conversation, but eventually, Eros swore under his breath and readjusted himself in his seat.

      Like all sex demons, Dani was brilliant at planting dark desires in the minds of her victims. And by the hardness pressing against Eros’s beige pants right now, I could tell he was her victim. He always had been.

      When she turned to me, I saw myself thrusting her against the headboard in my room later tonight while Eros sat back and
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THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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