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  Blurb


The devil wants to claim her body and soul. The thing is… she wants the same from him. 
A century ago, Annalise died and went straight to hell. She expected fire and brimstone not an ordinary undead life with work and friends. Nor did she expect the devil with his angelic wings and horns to have a hard on for her — pun intended. 
Except that is what she got. 
For the past fifty years, Annalise has gone out of her way to avoid him.
Zachariah. 
One of the five devils ruling over hell. 
Not because she hates him, but because Annalise cannot control herself or her libido around him. Probably has something to do with his gorgeous face, green eyes, and insanely hot body. 
But her best friend wants Annalise to go with her to the hottest party in hell. 
The one he is supposed to be hosting. 
Unsure if she still feels the same, Annalise decides to confront him on his own turf before the party. 
Because what could go wrong? 
Or really the question should be what can go very, very right? 

Content Warning: Adult Language and on page spicy scenes






  
  Chapter One


The steady clacking of keys was a comfort as Annalise hurried along the dark onyx hallway of the administrative building. She kept her head down and tried to ignore how the clacking suddenly fell silent. Her face flushed, stride gaining speed. She tried to sneak past a certain desk and almost succeeded, too. “Halt!” 
She stopped mid-stride and bit her bottom lip. The sound of cloven hooves striking the cool stone floor rang out, and Annalise finally looked up. In front of her stood a dark red-headed succubus, clad in a low-cut, dark-blue silken blouse and black pencil skirt. She could be of a runway model on earth if not for her shiny black hooves, curling horns, and razor-sharp claws. Her pouty, heart-shaped mouth slopped upward into a wicked grin, and she squealed, stomping her hooves. “Happy Death-Aversary, Anna!” 
Her strained laugh was ignored as the succubus took Annalise by the shoulders and pushed her toward the back of the building, to her little cubical. As they rounded the eye-level divider, she couldn’t suppress her groan. “Tella, what… why?” 
Tella jumped up and down, her cloven hooves making more awful clacking against the floor. “Do you like it? We all pitched in.”
Annalise plastered a fake smile on her face as she stared at the crazy display of balloon decorations and confetti sprayed all over her desk. A massive card with a very naked demon on the cover sat in her chair. There was even a giant pink bow on it. “You pitched in toooo… buy me a giant card?”
Tella sighed. “Well, no, look at what’s inside the card.”
Annalise hesitated, afraid to touch it. Knowing her luck, their extra evil and grumpy boss would walk by her desk and see her holding a naked demon card. But she had to do something before Tella threw a fit, so Annalise suppressed her sigh and picked it up. A thick envelope fell out, and she put the card on her desk before bending over. 
Her fingers wrapped around the envelope just as an echoing cough interrupted the office clatter. Annalise groaned, squeezing her eyes shut quickly before righting herself and glancing at the entrance of her cubicle. Her boss stared up at her, green face radiating with so much rage, she was wondering how the leprechaun didn’t just spontaneously combust. 
“Um… uh... I can…” Annalise managed to stammer before realizing Tella was nowhere in sight. That beautiful cloven-hooved traitor. Her shoulders slumped when her boss held up his hand and scribbled furiously on the clipboard he always carried around. He tore off the piece of paper and threw it at her. 
“You’re fired.”
Annalise blinked in shock. That seemed a little extreme, even for the evil little leprechaun. “Wait, What! But how is this my fault?” 
Her boss somehow looked down at her from his three-foot frame, glasses sliding down his nose. “You’re a temp. I don’t need a reason.” 
Annalise shook her head in aggravation as he walked away. Her mouth opened and shut like a gapping fish. She wanted to scream at him, to demand why he hated her so much, but in the end, Annalise knew it wasn’t worth it. She would just go back to the temp agency tomorrow and find another job. Hell was brimming with open vacancies, especially within the administrative field. 
She turned around and grabbed her things, shoving the envelope inside before stalking out of her cubicle and back down the hall. She threw a dirty look at Tella’s cubicle, but it was empty. Which was probably for the best because Annalise didn’t need to put workplace violence on her resume, even if the traitor was her one and only friend in this hellscape.  

      [image: ]Hell was weird, Annalise thought as she watched a flock of flaming buzzards fly overhead like they were geese. She glanced around, taking in the orange-red sky and the darker red clouds floating by. 
The sidewalk below her apartment complex was empty, as most people and creatures were either at work or sleeping. Annalise stayed quiet as she shoved the key into the door of the studio apartment she owned. Her upstairs neighbors were two satyrs who worked the night shift at one of the many law offices in this part of Hell, and Annalise knew they would be sleeping this time of day. 
It had taken her a fair bit of time to get used to the fact that Hell operated almost like earth did when she died a hundred years ago… “Shit,” Annalise mumbled. “Of course, it’s my hundredth death-aversary.” She slapped her palm against her head. No wonder Tella was making such a big deal about today. 
Annalise shut the door behind her and leaned against it with a forlorn sigh. She padded over to the small wooden table in her kitchen. It was already overflowing with random papers, books, and a few clothing articles here and there. After plopping her purse down on top of a stack of newspaper clippings, she wandered over to her hot water maker. After making sure there was enough water inside, she clicked it on. 
Annalise glanced around at her sparse living quarters. Her small kitchen was a mess, her living and sleeping room looked like a tornado swept through it, and she didn’t even want to contemplate her bathroom. While her tiny apartment wasn’t exactly dirty, it was cluttered and in major disarray. Anyone who peeked their head inside would assume Annalise was just a disorganized person, but her apartment always looked this way around this time of the year. Even when Annalise forgot, or tried to forget, subconsciously she knew. Today was the anniversary of her death. But more so, today was the anniversary of when Annalise doomed her soul and became a murderer.
Tears welled in her eyes, and Annalise covered her mouth, suppressing her sob. She didn’t cry for the person she murdered. She never would. He was a cold, psychopathic bastard who tortured and killed people and Annalise will forever be convinced he deserved to die. No, she cried because she had been so obsessed with bringing him down after what he had done. So much so, that she did the one thing she swore never to do. She died and left her sister to live in the cruel, cold world by herself, all alone. 
Annalise had broken her promise, and that was why she cried. Why she cried every year, why her apartment looked a mess leading up to this day. Grief tore at her until it bubbled up and she allowed soft sobs to rack her body. She allowed herself to fall apart, if only for a minute. And after that minute, she composed herself and started cleaning.

      [image: ]It didn’t take her long to fold the laundry, picking up the scattering of clothes from all over the apartment. She made her pull-out couch and folded it back in on itself. Once she tidied up her kitchen, she cleaned the bathroom, leaving the mess that was her table for last. She didn’t move her purse, instead cleaning and organizing around it. Every time she reached to move it, her breath hitched and hands spasmed. It wasn’t really her purse she was avoiding, but the newspaper clippings underneath. 
Luckily, her doorbell rang at that exact moment, and Annalise breathed out a sigh of relief. She glanced at the clock on the microwave. 
9 a.m., on the dot. 
She rushed over to the door and ripped it open to see a steaming cup of coffee on her doormat. Annalise couldn’t stop the twitch of her lips, the smile warming her face. It was such a small thing to drown out her grief. A single cup of dark coffee. No cream, no sugar. She carefully picked up the fully biodegradable travel cup and shut her door. She popped the little tab, keeping it sealed. Instantly, the bitter smell of coffee filled her apartment, and Annalise laughed. She hated coffee, always had. But this coffee she drank. Because it wasn’t the coffee that made her happy, it was the memory behind it. 
One hundred years, and he was still sending her coffee on this day. It didn’t matter where she was. She was half convinced she could be in heaven and the coffee would still reach her. 
Annalise smiled and sipped at the coffee, scrunching her face at the bitterness. She laughed, thinking back to her first day in Hell. She had been so confused. Standing in a corridor with a never-ending line of spirits. The confusing part, though, was the fact she was standing next to the line, in her normal human body. When she tried to slide into the line, knowing it was where she belonged, an invisible force physically repelled her. Try as she might, she couldn’t get into the damn line. 
Eventually, Annalise had to approach a burly demon, tail, horns, and cloven hooves, black as smoke itself and with red glowing eyes who had been watching her. He had cocked his head and smiled, gleaming fangs dripping with venom. She never flinched, knowing this was Hell, and she belonged here with everyone else. She even pointed to the line and asked nicely how to get into it. The demon only shook his head and instead offered her his arm. Guessing she was destined for something worse, and she was trying to get into the wrong line, Annalise allowed the demon to take her hand. 
And together they strolled down the hall until reaching a set of massive doors. The demon didn’t knock, instead pushing Annalise through them. She had been shocked to discover it was an office. No one was inside, so she had waited… and waited… and waited. 
After some time, she grew bored and started snooping. And when she reached the desk, Annalise had been perplexed to see a cup of coffee, which in itself wasn’t weird. What had been weird was the steam still emanating from it. The coffee was still hot to the touch even after all the time she had sat in the office. Curiosity and snooping were always her downfall, so in her mind, she had to taste the coffee and see if it was actually real. 
Cup to her lips, the door had swung open, revealing the most magnificent and gorgeous man she had ever seen. 
The Devil himself, and there Annalise was, stealing his coffee.                  
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