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  Blurb


“You seek an angel coin to wish upon. To call upon the one of shadows and solitude. You seek a new life. One away from the pressures of expectations.” 
One wish to change her future. 
That is all Tella wants after convincing her best friend to head to the most exclusive party held every quarter century in Hell. 
Every party goer gets one wish, meant to last just for the night, but Tella has a plan. 
A plan to make her wish last a lifetime.
Yet, when her friend is running late, they send Mr. Tall, Dark, and Broody—just Tella’s type—to escort her to the party. 
But she can’t afford any distractions, even if this one is as devilish as he is charming. 
As her night is plunged into a series of unexpected twists and turns, Tella soon finds out that fate has a different plan for her all together.
And a future far more sexier than she could ever imagine.
Content Warning: Adult language and on page spicy scenes.






  
  Chapter One

Tella


“You need this. And Anna needs this. You are just being a loving and supportive friend,” Tella muttered as she smoothed down her dress. She turned slightly, taking in her reflection in the mirror, and gave herself an encouraging smile. 
Her ruby-red hair fell in soft curls to her lower back, her horns decorated in gold jewelry. She cocked a knee, her cloven hoof striking the ground with a low thump. Her low-cut black dress cradled her full bosom and had nary a breath of wiggle room. It was as tight as it could be, with thick shoulder straps, a fully open back, and it ended mid-thigh. It was a sinner’s dress, and Tella really, really wanted to sin tonight after the day she had. 
Tella gave one last spin to make sure she looked perfect before marching across her lavish two-bedroom apartment and snatching her clutch that was hanging up. She didn’t have to bother with shoes, one of the amazing perks of having hooves, as she made her way out her front door and pulled it shut behind her.    
She rummaged through her clutch, taking out her phone, and frowned. Absolutely nothing. Nothing from the weasel who had just broken up with her, nothing from Anna… 
Dang. 
There wasn’t even a notification for an email. If that wasn’t depressing, then she didn’t know what was. Tella took a deep breath and shoved her phone back into the clutch. She felt the all too present burning sting of tears in her eyes, the tightness in her chest, but she swallowed it and held her head high. She would allow no one to see how much her life had been falling apart in the last six months. Tella put her usual swag into her step, her wicked grin plastered across her face as she started walking to Anna’s apartment complex. Waving at her neighbors, she passed little nonsense greetings and lies in response. Because she really couldn’t unload her problems on her neighbors, who, while pleasant individuals, didn’t actually care how she was doing. Tella’s thoughts spiraled, her smile becoming more forced by the second. She wanted to slump her shoulders and let the tears stream down her face. She wanted to scream at the red burning moon in the sky and stomp her hooves across all her problems until they disappeared. 
Instead, she picked up her pace and put more pep into her walk. Everything would be fine and disappear into the recess of her mind once she saw Anna. There was always something about her moody best friend that could make all of Tella’s problems disappear. Anna would never fake her emotions. When she cared, she cared. When she was angry, she cussed like a sailor, and when she was sad, she would let others know. And as a friend, she would move heaven and hell for you even when it inconvenienced her. 
Tella shook her head and mumbled to herself again. “She needs this just as much as I do. And I won’t feel bad dragging her to the biggest party in Hell.” 
Tella was referring to the tickets to the wish party she had stashed away in her clutch. And she truly believed after tonight her problems would disappear. Well, not all of them, but one in particular.  
Tella continued on her way, making good time, and eventually arrived in the neighborhood Anna called home. She pranced up to her door and knocked. She frowned after a few seconds and knocked again, this time peering over to the window. No lights were on. 
She knew Anna wouldn’t have left without her, but she also wouldn’t ignore her. With a grumble, she pulled out her phone and dialed her best friend’s number. It rang and rang until the voicemail picked up and Tella hung up. She dialed back immediately, only to have the same thing happen. 
Panic rose in Tella’s chest, and she rooted around in her clutch again, finding the spare key Anna gave her in case of emergencies. Tella had thought it funny at the time. Anna was dead and living in Hell. Tella was a succubus and had grown up here. There wasn’t crime in this domain, and she really didn’t know what kind of emergencies Anna could have thought would happen. But now Tella used the emergency key to unlock her best friend’s door and squeezed into her tiny apartment. She flicked on the light and breathed out a sigh of relief. The place looked in order, except for one thing. 
Anna wasn’t here. 
Tella called out anyway, “Anna! You hiding or something?” 
Silence answered back, and she shook her head. She dialed her on the phone again. This time, it clicked over, and a man’s rough voice echoed out, “Anna is going to be a little late. Also, please don’t destroy my domain of Hell, and stop taking photos of me. It’s creepy.”
The phone clicked off, and Tella stared at it in her grip, shock radiating through her whole body. There was absolutely no way. Why did the devil ruling over this domain of Hell have Anna’s phone? 
Tella hit redial immediately, and Anna picked up. “Yes, Tella. I know I’m late, but—”
“Where are you? And why is the devil answering your phone!” Tella shrieked, both in excitement and frustration. “I came by your apartment, and you weren’t here. I had to use your silly emergency key and everything. I was worried. I was, like, oh, how could this day get any worse? Okay, let’s add a missing friend. What in the sugar fields of China are you doing?” 
Tella finally stopped yelling and Anna snorted. “Are you done being a fucking nutcase?”
She stomped her hoof and growled into the phone, “You had me worried.” Which was an understatement, but Tella really wanted to know what was going on.  
“I’m sorry. But I had…” Anna paused before continuing. “No, I needed to talk to Zachariah, and time got away from us.”
Tella sucked in a breath, her silly succubus mind finally catching up when Anna asked, “Are you still there?”
She screeched in pure joy, “OH MY UNHOLY SUCCUBUS BOTTOM! You are dating the devil. I knew it!”
Jumping up and down, she squealed. She heard Zachariah’s voice in the background, telling Anna to let Tella know they were going to be late. He was sending someone over to accompany Tella to the party until they got there. “I heard that,” Tella yelled over the phone before her succubus nature took over. She lowered her voice, her tail whipping slowly back and forth. “Please tell me whomever you are sending is single, smoking hot, and down to trot.”
Truth be told, Tella didn’t care. She didn’t need the distraction tonight, but she really loved messing with Anna and, apparently, Zach too, as she heard him stumble over his words. “Uhhh… maybe?”
Tella laughed, and Anna came back on the line. “Play nice, Tella. And I’ll see you later. Us. You will see us later, but we are gonna be a little late. Scratch that. We are gonna be very late.”
She snickered as Anna hung up the phone and plopped down on the couch bed in her apartment. She snuggled into the comforter and turned on the small TV. Might as well get comfortable while she waited for the mysterious stranger to pick her up.  






  
  Chapter Two

Belial


Bel ignored the buzz of his phone as he lined up a shot on his pool table. The sharp crack and rolling of pool balls across the table was like music to his ears. Not so much the persistent buzzing, though. 
Bel sighed and grabbed his phone, scowling, as he saw five text messages from his brother. 
Pick up. 

I need a favor. 

Bel.

Don’t ignore me. 

I’m calling in the favor.


With a low growl, Bel responded. 
This had better be good.


Bel waited as three little dots came across his phone. 
I need you to keep Anna’s friend company. 

Until we can make it to the Wish Party.


Bel’s head all but exploded, and he saw red as he responded back.
Absolutely fucking not. 

It’s not my century to deal with that stupid party.


I’m calling in the favor.

You don’t have a choice.


Bel grabbed the pool stick and threw it across the room. This was not in his plans for the night. He hated those fucking Wish Parties and now his brother was calling in the oldest favor between them just so he could escort Anna’s friend… wait…
Holy Fuck. You hooked up with Anna?


Is that a yes? 


Fucking fine. But hurry up. I’m not a damn babysitter.


Bel took a deep breath and retracted his wings back into his body. He shrugged his shoulders against the feeling, but it was for the best. He didn't need Anna's friend or anyone at the party to know instantly that he was one of the five ruling devils of Hell. Bel liked his privacy, and over the years, he had become a shadow. He rarely went out, and only those closest to him remembered who he really was. He ruled his domain of Hell through a tiny team of trusted employees, and he liked it this way. 
Yet now… his brother was calling in one of the few favors he couldn’t refuse, just for Bel to take some woman to a party. There was no way he was going to blow his cover over this stupidity. He pulled on his old worn-out black hoodie, tugging the hood up to cast shadows across his face. Stomping over to the door, he shoved on his motorcycle boots and glanced at his phone to memorize the address his brother sent him. 
Fuck, this night was going so well, and now he had to go pick up some chick and take her to one of the most popular parties in Hell. 
Bel made his way to his pitch-black motorcycle and swung his leg over. The engine ignited over with a loud rumble, settling into a thunderous purr. He revved the engine and took off, not bothering with a helmet or any protective gear. It wasn’t like he could die from a motorcycle accident. He was a ruler of Hell, after all. 

      [image: ]Darkness had fallen by the time Bel pulled into
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