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Selling your soul to the devil doesn’t necessarily mean you get to meet the devil anymore. He’s too busy for all that small-time nonsense. Mostly, you get a liaison, a demon who helps you out, and if you’re lucky, doesn’t try to eat you.

Vic’s demon has always felt like both a blessing and a curse. The man (well, he looks like a man, at least when he’s around Vic) is gorgeous. Tall with sepia skin and dark hair, Vic was into him at first sight. 

But Adramelek had never shown the slightest sign of reciprocating. In fact, he’d always been very upfront about the fact that he found Vic’s use of his deal to be petty and boring. Just another human out for wealth and power. Vic certainly has those now as the CEO of the largest tech company on earth. They hadn’t necessarily gotten along, but Vic’s never found that to be a deal breaker with sex or relationships before.

It’s a shame that Vic hardly even gets to see Adramelek anymore; his deal is smooth and his life is practically perfect. But he still thinks about that infuriating creature from time to time and what could have been.

Adramelek has worked for the devil for as long as he’s existed. He’s spent enough time on earth to see what humans live like, and he’s honestly quite grateful he doesn’t have to put up with any of that. His existence is much nicer. Of course, it’s gotten even better since he started dating Lucifer himself. The devil is somewhat of a serial monogamist, and Adramelek seems to be what he’s into this year. He’ll take it. He’s not crazy into sex and relationships the way humans are, or some of the more carnally-focused demons—he thinks it can be such a waste of time—but he enjoys spending time with Lucifer.

"Okay, so I have this big gala next month, I know you hate that junk,” Lucifer is rambling as they get ready for the day, “but it’d be nice if you came with me. Oh wait. Your ex is gonna be the host though. Maybe it’s not worth it."

"Who?" asks Adramelek. He doesn’t have a lot of romantic history to speak of.

"That sinner, Vic."

"Don't be silly, Vic isn't my ex."

"What? Dude, no way! How have you two not... Anything??" Lucifer looks incredulous.

"It's never come up?"

"Ahaha oh my god. 'It's never come up'?? The man would screw you through the wall with the slightest provocation."

Adramelek blushes. Lucifer can be so blunt about such matters. "I don't know if that's true."

"Um, trust me on this one babe. Are you not interested, or you just seriously didn't get it?"

"I've never thought about it."

"Wow. I assumed you guys had broken up badly and he was still hung up on you. If you never even tried it, that's so much worse. The poor fucker. Oh lord, wait,” Lucifer looks like a kid in a candy shop. “Do you want to?" Lucifer loves sex, and finding something new that Adramelek might be into is always a treat with the generally reserved demon. Adding a human to the mix could be fun.
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Lucifer is sitting in Vic’s office, in one of the top floors of his own office tower; it was one of the perks of a deal with the devil. Not that he expected the devil to be lounging in one of his chairs with one leg over the arm, sipping at an iced coffee through a straw. His hair is blonde and artfully styled and his clothes are flattering. He kind of just looks perfect at all times, as far as Vic has seen. But he hasn’t seen too much of him up close like this. 

Lucifer starts off right into it after the barest amount of small talk, "So, this is going to sound ridiculous, because obviously you're not subtle about this, no offense, but Adramelek is as dense as a brick and apparently you actually weren't direct enough. He just absolutely did not realise you were hitting on him, flirting, whatever. Like in a romantic or sexual sense. Just, none of the above." 

Vic took this meeting with Lucifer because, well, because you don't say no to Lucifer, but this is NOT what he was expecting to discuss. He’s beyond embarrassed that his stupid crush has apparently become such a topic of gossip that it’s reached Satan himself. He'd heard the rumors that Lucifer and Adramelek had started spending time together. It had made Vic’s blood boil, but, again, what are you going to do, it's Lucifer. If Vic couldn't make it happen with Adramelek without the devil in the picture, he didn't have a prayer with that kind of competition.

"So you know. If you want to date him, you should probably ask him out like very clearly. If you just wanna fuck and see what happens, then you should come over tonight."

Vic's brain has stopped working. He hates freezing up in front of others, and in front of the King of Hell? Fuck! He mentally catalogues the items on his desk until he feels like he can look up again without saying something stupid. 

Lucifer is just watching him, leaning back in his chair and drinking his iced coffee. Vic is very concerned about the all-powerful devil playing matchmaker for some inscrutable reason. This is fucking weird. Adramelek has never returned his feelings.

Vic swallows loudly. He still doesn't know what to say.

"Well? What do you say?" Lucifer looks like everything is so easy. And to him it probably is. 

"Aren’t you and Adramelek..."

"Oh yep. I assumed that wouldn't be an issue, you seem to have that open thing with a few celebs as part of your deal, don’t you?"

"Not, ah, not a problem, no. Just curious. And he's okay with you being here?"

"Yeah, I mean, I had to convince him I wasn't crazy, that's how oblivious he is, but yeah. He's open to it."

Vic can feel his heart rate ramp up again and he breathes slowly.

"And you? Why are you doing this?"

"I want him to try something he didn't even realize he wanted. I want to help him get something he likes. And, you know. See what happens." Lucifer wiggles his eyebrows.

Vic stands up to look out the window so he can hide his expression. Is the King of Hell coming on to him? What a day.

"I, for one, do know what I like,” Lucifer states.

Vic turns back to look at Lucifer. "And you like..." Vic wishes he hasn't said it, how fucking needy can he be. Fishing for compliments with the fucking devil himself.

But Lucifer replies without missing a beat, "You? Of course. You're an attractive man." 

Vic doesn't feel so most of the time. He's always nervous about what people will think of him.

"I could... come over tonight," Vic tries to sound casual, but his heart is pounding so loud.

"Excellent!" Lucifer claps his hands and it's adorable. What the fuck. "How bout we cook you dinner? Come over at eight?"

"Alright."

"And don't worry, if you two are rocking that chemistry, I'll slip away after dinner." He winks at Vic. This man is insane. "No one likes that third wheel energy on a first date."

First date? Is that what this is?

"Or you know, whatever. We can just see how it goes." Vic must have been radiating nervousness for Lucifer to be reassuring him like this. "Thank you for the coffee. Your in-house baristas are really good, I'll have to come back." Lucifer waves goodbye at him and practically bounces down the hall, waving at every employee he passes. How in the hell does this man keep up his fearsome reputation of running the underworld?
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Vic has been to hell a few times now. It’s always bizarre and somewhat disconcerting, but he never feels in danger. As a non-dead human who’s under the protection of a deal with the devil, he seems to have some sort of immunity from the violent inhabitants and natural dangers. He’s never been to Adramelek’s home though.

Vic shows up on time at the address. Well, he shows up thirty minutes early and walks around the neighborhood for twenty-five minutes, not wanting to be quite that pathetic. Watching the horrors unfold before him did nothing to settle his nerves.

"Welcome in!" Lucifer answers the door. "Now, I told Adramelek you looked like a 'medium spice' kind of guy to me, is that about right? I wouldn't let him go crazy with the peppers."

"Uhh, thanks."

"Busy day at work?"

"Not too bad." What’s with the small talk?

They reach the kitchen and Vic loses track of the conversation. Adramelek is standing in front of a pot with an apron singing along lightly to some tune on the radio. Vic has never seen him with his shirt sleeves rolled up. Vic himself changed his suit after work three times, but he’s not sure if anyone else would be able to tell the difference.

"You're here!" Adramelek says with enthusiasm, but then immediately his expression changes. Does he look almost nervous? "The food's almost ready."

"Drink?" asks Lucifer.

This is unreal.

"Yeah. Sure."

Lucifer pours him some white wine and refills the other two glasses. "Let me dish out some salad while he finishes up."

The meal is chilli with cornbread and it's delicious. 

Vic is starting to sweat by the end though and he's glad it isn't any spicier. The conversation has swayed from discussing Vic’s business to arguing about hell politics to ranting about heaven and Vic feels almost out of body. What is happening here? He's somehow on a dinner date with Adramelek the demon and Lucifer Morningstar?

Vic has been trying to hold back when he wants to say something particularly sharp and he thinks Adramelek has as well. It's uncanny, but they’re kind of getting along despite how much they usually fight.

Lucifer thinks it’s all wrong.

"Adramelek, what did you say the other day about that AI art craze?" Lucifer asks.

"Those immoral thieving excuses for art? They should be shut down, all of them."

"Hey!” Vic’s company has just released a new algorithm to the public. “Those are helpful for creativity! Anyone can create whatever they imagine now!"

"People use them to steal from real artists and to avoid creating anything original!"

Vic and Adramelek are yelling at each other now and Lucifer looks like a cat with a mouth full of canary.

"I'm going to go grab another bottle of wine." Lucifer leaves the room and the two of them continue bickering.

"How can you be so short-sighted. AI is what the people want. If VicCorp wasn't making them, someone else would be." Vic slams his hands on the table.

"And VicCorp has to try every trend, no matter how tacky or distasteful?" Adramelek stands up.

"At least we pay attention to the present, we're not chasing a past that's long since gone." Vic stands up to gesture his hands across the table at Adramelek, dressed in a suit that looks like it would fit in better in the seventeen hundreds.

"When you get something right, you don't need to change." Adramelek takes their plates to the sink and Vic follows him, still ranting.

"How would you know if you never try anything new!"

"Not all of us are so desperate as to need to try everything." Adramelek crosses his arms and leans back against the cabinets. 

"More like you're too afraid." Vic is crowding him further into the counter. He's close and Adramelek can feel the heat from his
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