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  To anyone who has ever been told they were going to Hell because of what they do or do not believe.



And to those who believe we are destined for eternal damnation? Be careful what you wish for.








  
  Content Note


Beware! 
Spoilers below!
The Little Death is a dark, paranormal, erotic romance centered around a polyamorous couple who are strongly committed to one another but like to share. Expect MF, FF, FFF, MFM, some light sword crossing, and an orgy. Kink, BDSM, impact play, two separate scenes involving plant bondage, dubious consent, and consensual non-consent. The book starts with some light attempted murder/kidnapping via drowning.
The FMC encounters a human serial killer who ignores her safe word during what starts as a consensual MF scene and attempts to murder her. He also kidnaps and sexually assaults one side character off page. He has other victims who did not survive, but there are no graphic details.
One reference to a family dying due to illness.
Oh, right. God is a narcissistic asshole, and demons are the good guys, mostly. There is demon possession of a minor, but it is resolved, and she will be okay!
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  one

Mina Cadere leaned against the railing of the large yacht, cooling in the shade of the upper deck, hoping to keep her phone in signal range. “I feel like such an asshole. Mom spent so much money on this singles cruise, and I know I’m just completely disappointing her.” 
There were more people out and about than she had observed the previous two afternoons, many of them likewise on their cell phones.
The cruise, limited to a group of eighty or so, all clients of the same matchmaker with whom Mina’s mother, Sandra, had hired for both herself and her daughter, promised to connect Bay Area singles regardless of age, background, or socioeconomic status—provided you could afford the service to begin with. Sandra had been single the ten years since her husband’s death, and she claimed she was sick of it. But it was obvious that what Mina’s mother was actually sick of was seeing her eldest daughter alone and approaching her mid-thirties.
“You can’t force it,” Mina’s sister, Dahlia, said, her voice mostly clear through their less-than-perfect network connection. “And Mom knows how flipping picky you are.”
Mina watched the waves crash against the side of the yacht. Despite the chill in the air, she still felt hot from the crowded ballroom where she had spent the last hour attempting to salsa, but she shook off the notion that the water would somehow be refreshing instead of bitterly cold.
“That’s why she brought me here. Forty of the most eligible bachelors San Francisco has to offer, and I still can’t stand a single one of them,” Mina said.
Mina’s mother had been after her to settle down and have children since the minute she had crossed the stage at her college graduation. Honestly, Mina knew that Sandra had been disappointed her eldest daughter hadn’t found someone special in college, although she did her best to keep it to herself. Mina would turn thirty-four this year, and though she wasn’t too concerned about her biological clock, Sandra clearly heard its slowing tick-tick-tick.
Anytime the topic of another failed first date, a fun one-night stand, or a guy who had had some potential ghosting Mina after the third date arose, Sandra would visibly die a little. Dahlia and Mina would share a look, and a small bit of Mina would fall prey to that tiny monster named guilt. Guilt that she was different enough that she had never been anyone’s ideal mate. Guilt that her standards were too high and she refused to settle. Guilt that her mother was growing older and running out of years to spend with any future grandchildren. 
Sandra, a compassionate and emotionally intelligent woman, must have read it all over her daughter’s face, so she brought up her concerns sparingly. The space Sandra instinctively gave her daughter allowed Mina to finally admit that she was ready to try something drastic. Something like a matchmaker.
Not that it had done much good. She was here now, elbow deep in marriageable bachelors—supposedly marriageable bachelors, but there wasn’t a single one here with whom she would really even consider a drunken hookup, much less an actual date. With talking. Or, worse, exposing vulnerabilities.
No one who would accept her for her darker desires.
No one who enticed her to explore those desires.
It would be so nice to meet someone who just got her instantly. What a fucking fantasy. She sighed heavily, shaking her head.
“But not everyone is your age, right?”
“There’s a mix of ages, but the matchmaker says that age is just a number when it comes to love, and I guess she would know.” Mina shrugged, rolling her eyes.
“Okay,” Dahlia said, “but Mom’s also probably glad for some quality time with you. You’ve been working so much lately that we’ve all hardly seen you.”
“I guess that’s true,” Mina said.
Recently, her hospital administration job had taken up a lot of her time. Between software changes, a sudden yet understandable push in pandemic preparedness by the health department, and the usual hospital drama, Mina had been working close to eighty hours a week. Even living with her mother, sister, and niece, Mina had not found time for them, often eating dinner at the office and arriving home long after her niece’s bedtime. She rarely had time for herself and none at all for her art.
Mina ached a little at the thought of all her neglected paintings. It had been an age since she had last set foot in that small section of garage, partitioned off as her art studio when she moved back with her family several years ago.
“Stop being so hard on yourself and relax, Big Sis,” Dahlia said.
“It would have been nice to spend the long weekend with all three of you. I miss Tabby. Are you two enjoying your mother-daughter time?” Mina bit her lip to keep that pang of sadness at bay. She’d helped raise Tabitha, staying up late for feedings when Dahlia took night classes, soothing Tabby back to sleep when she was teething. Mina had been there when Tabitha took her first steps. For years they had a weekend ritual of watching morning cartoons over milk and cereal while Dahlia did homework or, after graduation, worked on whatever paperwork she could bring home from the office. Mina would do anything for her niece. That girl held more of her heart than anyone else on the planet.
“It’s been really nice,” Dahlia said. “We’re going to go shopping later today. She’s outgrown all her jeans again.”
Mina pressed herself into the railing to make space as a large group of people moved past her.
The upper rail dug into her abdomen. She felt pressure at her waist and more on her calf before the world tilted wrong side up and she found herself on the opposite side of the railing. Her scream filled her ears as gravity pulled her down.
The surface of the ocean met her like hard, cold earth. Her lungs seized in pain at the impact, and Mina made unsuccessful attempts to draw in air. Panic surrounded her as she flailed to grab purchase of anything but water.
When her body finally responded to her desperate pleading to inhale, there was no air to be had. Only water. But she couldn’t stop herself from pulling it in anyway. She tried to find the surface. If she could only get there. But it was no use. She’d lost which way was up in her confusion. And her body was preoccupied with trying and failing to eject the water in her lungs.
The cold seeped into her bones, making it hard to move, to fight.
Her vision narrowed to a pinprick before everything went dark.

      [image: image-placeholder]When she came to, the cold had been replaced with an intense heat. She covered her face with her hands to block out the bright, red light that came at her from all sides, her eyes slow to adjust. The rocky earth beneath her warmed her back uncomfortably. The air was heavy with sulfur, and Mina coughed. 
“What the fucking Hell?” Mina asked, standing on shaky legs. She felt her body. No broken bones, thank goodness, and, aside from the sulfur, there appeared to be only air in her lungs. Which didn’t make any sense given her last memory. Where was she? If she had to hazard a guess, she would say that she really was in Hell. 
The heat radiating from below her was oppressive. Although heat distortion prevented her from making out a lot of details, the rocky, barren landscape stretched as far as she could see, except where towering mountains blocked her view. Above her, there was no blue sky, only shadowy reds that flickered against something opaque and ragged—just more rock.
The thought that she was now in Hell, however, was too preposterous to hold on to for long. Instead, she conjured any other explanation, no matter how far-fetched, to explain her new surroundings. Perhaps this was an elaborate set for a game show, and if she kept searching she would find some hidden cameras and a C-list celebrity.
Maybe this was a trendy, new nightclub. One whose proprietor didn’t understand that a theme could be taken too far.
Wherever she was, it was deserted. She couldn’t hear screaming, and there were no pitchforks lying around. She marked that in the Not-In-Hell column she had started in her mind and took two tiny steps toward a ravine where lava flowed. Kicking in a loose rock, she gasped as the lava bubbled up around it. Well, the lava was real. She added that tidbit to the In-Hell column.
Mina forced herself to take several calming breaths, doing her best to ignore how the hot air burned her lungs. Okay, so most likely she was in Hell. So what? That was no reason to freak out. She would handle this the same way she handled any crisis, by taking it one item at a time, not jumping to conclusions, and only reacting to what she knew empirically to be true. She could wait to freak the fuck out until she had confirmation.
It would be just her luck to be murdered on a singles cruise and end up in the underworld. She’d never been overly religious, much to her mother’s chagrin. Even so, thinking back on her life, she couldn’t come up with any action so horrible as to earn her eternal damnation.
“Hi there.”
Mina startled, shifting to her left to find a tall man with dirty blond hair and green eyes. The light seemed to shimmer around him as he moved. When he got closer, the intense heat and sulfuric smell dulled perceptibly. He stopped a foot away from her, and Mina could see that his eyes were speckled with gold and amber. His skin looked slightly reddish, but Mina thought it was just reflecting the surroundings. With a strong jaw, broad shoulders, and powerful legs, he was without a doubt the most gorgeous man Mina had ever seen.  He wore black jeans that hugged his hips and thighs and a simple t-shirt. Definitely not dressed like a demon.
She blushed as she found herself gawking. He either didn’t notice or was too polite to point it out.
Mina gasped when he braced her face between his hands and peered at her, her body stiffening in his hold. But then she felt the almost microscopic brush of his thumb against her cheekbone, and the tension slowly slipped away.
“Oh, Mina, you’re in shock,” he said.
How did he know her name?
“It’s okay. We’ll take you someplace cooler and get you water.” He dropped his hands and stepped back. 
The adrenaline that had been keeping Mina upright and rational ran out at that moment, and she started shaking. Her legs gave out, and she would have tumbled over if he hadn’t been there to keep her upright.
“It’s okay, Mina, love. I’ve got you,” the man said before scooping her off the ground and into his arms. Reflexively, she wrapped one arm around his shoulder and rested her head against his chest. 
She focused on her labored breathing and tried to stay present. It was a losing battle. She bounced gently against him as he made his way through the seemingly never-ending hellscape.
He carried her down a long corridor, around a corner, and into a cave. The heat and light receded the farther they traveled from the ravines full of lava, and Mina calmed.
As far as caves went, it was a nice space, with a black leather couch, a coffee table, and a large four-poster bed. There was even a little kitchenette to their left as they entered and a large partition that Mina guessed hid a bathroom. Mismatched throw rugs covered the ground.
Mina looked up and gasped. Glittering stars, planets, and galaxies cluttered the ceiling. They seemed to dance and move, rotating about as gravity pulled them along their foretold courses. 
This cave was cooler than the surrounding cave system. It couldn’t be more than sixty-eight degrees. Did that mean they were closer to the center of Hell? Mina tried to remember back to her Western Lit class. Didn’t Dante find the center of Hell to be a block of ice? Clearly the guy didn’t know his geology, but maybe he got the metaphysical aspects right.  
The man set Mina on the couch before crouching on the floor in front of her. He placed his hands on her thighs and stared at her intently. She couldn’t help squirming just a little under those large, powerful hands warming the flesh beneath her thin dress.
The pounding of her heart beat in her eardrums. She had never experienced this level of attraction. Usually, encountering someone this sexy triggered the construction of some serious emotional borders. It had always been easier to assume they were an asshole than to expect them to give her a second glance. But this man was staring at her like he had never desired anything else.
The thought was as arousing as it was terrifying.
The tension between them built until Mina couldn’t take it any longer. “Can you please explain to me what is going on?” she asked.
“Oh, Mina,” he said, “I have finally found you.”
She stopped breathing at his words.
“You are the love of my eternal life. The only reason I keep going day after day in this horrible place.” He paused for a moment as if he expected her to respond, but when she only stared back at him without blinking, his face adopted a contemplative look. 
"Oh,” he said, as the tension in his face eased, “I am Luci.”As if that explained everything.






  
  two

Mina scrubbed at her face with her hands as she tried to make sense of what he had just said, but when she peered up at him again she was just as lost as ever. “Urm, what?” 
“Let me get you a glass of water. You are starting to get that look in your eye again.” He patted her knee then stood up and moved into the kitchen. 
I am Luci. 
Luci? As in Lucifer? No way. There was no way. And all the things he had just said—absolutely unbelievable. Who tells someone they just met that they are the love of their life? Best case scenario, he was terribly mistaken. Worst case, he was trying to manipulate her.  
Men had said similar things to her in the past. They were never up to any good. She didn’t believe in love at first sight, true love, or soulmates. 
But here was the kicker. For some unfathomable reason, this time felt different. She found herself believing this beautiful man.  No, she amended, you just want to believe him. 
“Luci?  That’s not by any chance short for Lucifer, is it?” she asked when he placed an ice cold glass of water into her hand.
“Uh-huh! That’s me!” he said with the most adorably lopsided grin.
Oh, God. Was the Devil supposed to be this cute and likable? “What the actual Hell?”  
Luci guffawed and then tucked a stray strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “You’re just as beautiful as I remember.”
“I’m sorry. Can you please start acting like we aren’t long-lost lovers, especially since we just met, and start answering my questions?” Mina glanced around the room. She was having trouble sorting through her thoughts while looking at him. He was too damn distracting. It was completely unfair how attractive he was.
“What questions?”
“All of them. Literally every single question. And I don’t mean literally in the way that everyone always says literally when they actually mean figuratively. I mean literally in the sense of every single question that has ever been asked and ever will be asked.” 
“Okay, well, let’s see.” He pursed his lips in thought. “I think I’ll just answer the questions that are relevant to our situation, at least to begin with. If that’s alright?” He paused, waiting for her nod to continue.
“I met you a long, long time ago. I think it’s been between twelve and fifteen lifetimes for you. A thousand earth years. For me it’s been, well, a really long time. I don’t experience time the way a mortal does, and the Hell realms wreak even more havoc on my perception of time, but I’m rambling.”
He took a moment to catch his breath, his hand reaching up to cup Mina’s cheek in his palm. Mina was shocked to find herself leaning into him. His smirk deepened. Mina gulped at the throbbing in her core. 
“You live. I find you on Earth. We spend beautiful, wonderful time together here—as much time as I can manage to squirrel away for us. But eventually you decide that you want to go back to your family. I send you back, and then you live out your life happily, die, and the cycle starts all over.” 
“I think I’m going to need some time to process all that.”  She shivered, her skin breaking out in goosebumps as she brought one hand to her forehead. Her other hand shook as she lifted the glass to her lips and took a long drink before setting it on the coffee table.
“You don’t believe me. It’s that mortal brain of yours. It can’t process the eternity of your soul,” Luci said as he stood up, kissing the top of her head on the way. 
“How?” Mina asked. “Is that why I feel this way around you?” Mina couldn’t keep her eyes off of Luci’s muscular chest, inches in front of her. His green t-shirt clung to him, and, as he reached to the top of an armoire beside the couch to grab her a blanket, his shirt pulled up to reveal the perfectly defined ridges of his abs. It took everything she had to keep from reaching out to brush her fingers across his skin.
Luci wrapped the blanket around her. “You are cold and, I think, still in shock.”
She knew he was right. Her brain was going in circles just trying to keep up, and yet she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from yawning. So she grasped on to what she could. She had not asked to be found or taken from Earth. Who would ask to be brought to Hell?
“You brought me here against my will,” Mina said, throwing the blanket off her shoulders. “Despite what I’m feeling, I know that that isn’t okay. You kidnapped me.” 
“Well, that’s not strictly true,” Luci said. He sat down next to her and pulled the blanket back up, tucking it around her. “When we first met, the connection was instant, at least on my part. Somehow, I won you over. That was one of the few times you stayed with me. And when you were dying, because God couldn’t be bothered to give you a longer lifespan, you made me promise that I would find you and bring you back to me.”
“God?” Mina asked.
“Yeah,” Luci said. “Every once in a while, God used to get the bright idea to share his master plan with some humble and pious mortal. You were the third and last he ever showed all of his creation to.”
“Why was I the last one?”
“Probably because you ripped him a new one.”
“I did?”
“Yep. Something about how torture and awfulness only begets more torture and awfulness, and if He really wanted His creations to strive to be worthy of Him, He might try compassion and love instead.”
“Huh,” Mina said. “Well, yeah. Shoving someone in Hell to rot for the rest of time is pretty barbaric. Especially if you supposedly love them.”
“You helped me reintroduce reincarnation. Now the only people who come here have issues to work out. Once they do, they rejoin the cycle.”
“You say ‘only,’ but that’s still mostly everyone, right?”
Luci’s eyes lit up, and he nodded.
“I’m sorry. This is really hard to wrap my head around. I’m not even sure I believe there is a God or a Hell. You seem pretty real, but that doesn’t mean you’re the devil.”
Luci chuckled, patting her arm. “That’s okay. Take your time. I know this is a lot.” 
“Am I dead?” Mina asked. The thought should have terrified her, but instead the life she had left behind felt like a distant memory. Like a dream that is easy to remember first thing in the morning but only lingers as the knowledge that a dream had been had, that it left a profound impact at the time, and not a single detail can be recalled. Just a muddy framework.
“Oh, no. You aren’t. Not yet. Not technically. Sorry, I was the one who pushed you over that railing.” He gave her another lopsided grin then rushed to add, “But I am jumping in after you very soon.” 
Mina gave him an exasperated look and nudged his shoulder with her own. She remembered the pressure on her calf and her waist. The thought of him grabbing her and flinging her over the railing had her pulse racing, but not for the reasons she would have expected.
“Time works differently here than it does there. We have lots before you have to make a decision.”
“We have time?” Mina asked. She had an idea, a very bad idea. But it refused to let her ignore it. Every time she pushed it away, it circled back with a greater intensity. 
Luci nodded, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth drawing Mina’s attention to his supple, kissable lips. His last emote had been playful, but this one was purely seductive. He wiggled his eyebrows so slightly that Mina questioned whether she had imagined it. 
“You are definitely charming,” Mina said, and then she kissed him. She told herself that she was kissing him because she needed to know if what he was saying was true and not because the thought of not kissing him any longer was likely to drive her completely out of her ever-loving mind. 
Luci grunted and pulled her onto his lap so she was straddling him, the blanket left discarded on the couch beside them. The skirt of her dress bunched up around her hips, sticking slightly to the drying sweat on her skin. He gripped her butt in one hand and slipped the other behind her hair to cup the back of her neck. As Mina parted her lips, he wasted no time slinking his tongue into her mouth. 
Mina gasped playfully and pulled her mouth from his. “What a scandal! Your tongue—it isn’t forked!” Putting that tiny amount of space between them allowed her a moment of clarity, just enough to realize how irrational she was being. She had just met this man—no, this demon, if what he said was true. 
“I can fork it for you if you’d like,” Luci said. “But if I remember correctly, you like it when I save that for later.” He bent to kiss up the side of her neck to her ear. She was lost again to her urges, and she ground against his growing hardness.
She needed to get control of herself. In the back of her mind, she knew that. Maybe she should stop calling him Luci? A nickname implied a level of familiarity, and although the brush of his lips against her skin felt like coming home, it shouldn’t. 
Lucifer. This was Lucifer. Satan. The devil. Underneath her. His ragged breath against her throat left her with little doubt that he craved her. The pressure of his hand on the base of her skull was almost reverential. 
Holy fuck. Lucifer, the morning star, the light bringer, the devil incarnate, wanted her. Claimed he loved her.
Her reaction to that notion gushed from her, pasting her underwear to every curve of her labia and rendering the cloth useless. 
So, that backfired. Talking. Talking was a good distraction, right? Pressing her palms to his chest, she leaned back. After a deep breath, she counted to three.
“You seriously have me at a disadvantage. If, big if, I choose to believe you. Your story is a little far-fetched. I’d have to seriously power-up my already overactive imagination to even consider it. For all I know, you say this to all the girls, and you’ll have your way with me and throw me into a pit of never-ending Hellfire.”
He thrust against her, the texture of his jeans scraping against her soaked panties, and she blushed at the moan that escaped her parted lips.
“I would never do that! Never to you, anyway.” Luci said before burying his face into her cleavage. She pushed her arms against her sides and thrust her chest out at him. Her nipples were hard and pebbled through the bodice of her sundress. Luci roughly bit one.
“Gah! That hurts!” 
“You love it,” Luci mumbled into her skin. 
Equal parts surprised and thrilled that he was right, Mina said, “It seriously creeps me out that you know that.”
“Does it also creep you out that I know that the thought of being thrown into Hellfire gets you more than a little wet?” 
Some look must have crossed her face because he added, “Stop feeling fucked up about it. You are perfect.” 
“What?!” Mina asked, pushing back so that she was only just barely perched on his knees. 
Luci shrugged. “Am I wrong?”
“Fuck,” Mina said, shaking her head. “Okay, mister know-it-all, if you really know me so well, why don’t you prove it?” 






  
  three

“Challenging the devil? Oh, you are in for it now.”  
Luci pushed Mina onto her back and leaned over her. He grabbed her wrists in one large hand and held them above her head.  As he stared down at her, she could feel him taking in every detail—how her breathing had hitched when he had grabbed hold of her, the way she was biting her bottom lip, and how the top of her dress was straining against her chest.
“Leave your hands there,” he ordered as he released her wrists. He dragged his hand up the length of her arm, his touch never straying as his fingers skated across her ticklish armpit, along her collarbone, and to her throat, where he gripped her firmly. Her eyelids lowered as she lifted her chin to grant him better access, and he smirked at her.
He continued to hold her with one hand while he hitched up the hem of her dress, shoved a hand into her panties, and rubbed his middle finger against her slit.
Mina’s fingers twitched, but she didn’t give into the urge to touch him in return. She knew in that moment that she would gladly give herself to him, would do anything he asked so long as she could continue to feel like she belonged to him. A flash of fear registered briefly, but the pleasure Luci gave quickly overcame it.
“You are soaked,” Luci said, “already.” His eyes were so dilated that the green had all but disappeared. He removed his hand from her throat and wrapped her legs around his waist.
Luci stood, gripping Mina’s ass in one hand and her back in the other so she rose with him. She flung her arms around his neck.
After almost tripping over the coffee table, Luci stumbled clumsily to the bed.
“So smooth,” Mina laughed. But the thought that she’d somehow unbalanced his equilibrium made her core tighten.
“Just you wait,” Luci said as he threw Mina onto the bed. She squeaked. “Now, I’m going to need you to remove your clothes.”
Mina looked down at her pink sundress and sandals. “Okay,” she said, shrugging playfully before flicking her shoes onto the floor and climbing up onto her knees. She grabbed the bottom of her dress and slowly pulled it up, slipping it over her toned thighs, her flat stomach, and her bra-clad breasts. Then she flung it at him. Luci caught it and chucked it to the couch.
“Are you sure you want me to remove all my clothes? I mean, you don’t want to see my boring body. Someone like you could have anyone they wanted,” Mina said. She wiggled her shoulders at him and tried not to giggle.
“Right? And yet for some reason you’re all I can think about,” Luci said as he joined Mina on the bed. “For the last million-plus years, there’s been nothing on my mind but you.” 
“That’s a pretty intense thing to say to a girl you just met.” Mina barely had time to unhook her bra before Luci was on her. He tugged the bra from her arms and flung it blindly behind him. It landed in the kitchen sink.
“Allow me,” Luci said as he scooted down the bed and tucked his fingers into the sides of her lemon-patterned panties. Brushing his lips against her belly button before kissing a trail to her left hip, he freed her from her last stitch of clothing. 
Luci traveled from her thigh to her knee before moving his way in between her legs, inching closer to her apex. Tickling her with his breath. Tormenting her with his listlessness.
“Mmm, you smell good,” Luci said as he buried his nose against her clit, surprising a squeal out of Mina. She ran her hands through his hair and massaged his scalp, eliciting a purr from him. His tongue flicked out briefly against her, and she arched into him. 
“Yeah,” Luci said with a frown. He sat up and devoured her with his eyes. “This isn’t really working for me.”
“Oh, no. Here’s the part where you throw me into Hellfire.” 
“Nope. It’s worse than that,” Luci said, snapping his fingers before Mina even had the chance to gulp.
Lengths of silky rope wrapped themselves around her wrists and tugged them toward the headboard, more similarly tying and spreading her ankles.
“That’s better. A blank canvas to work on.”
Mina wiggled in the bonds, and Luci, narrowing his eyes at her, snapped his fingers again and the bonds tightened.
“That’s cheating. You’re using superpowers,” Mina said. She couldn’t struggle one bit, but she wasn’t uncomfortable either. 
“They aren’t superpowers. It’s just me,” Luci said. He tilted his head to the side, studying her intensely. “Tell me if you start to lose feeling, if you get stiff, or if anything becomes too much.”
“I will.”
“Promise?”
“Promise.” She nodded and struggled to hold back the smile that threatened to reveal just how well he was doing.
Luci fell on her once more, grabbing her breasts and gently kneading them before pinching her nipples. He tugged gently, trapping her left nipple in his mouth as he moved his hand down to her vulva. His fingers rubbed against her lips as he ground his palm into her clit. One moist digit slipped inside her briefly, only to retreat and tease her entrance. Mina strained against her bonds, but they held her immobile.
“Oh, God,” she moaned. 
Luci let go of her nipple and chuckled, “Not even a little bit.” He moved up her body and kissed her mouth. 
“Sorry,” Mina said, biting her bottom lip as he slid his finger into her again. 
“Next time, I’ll make you pay,” Luci said, working his finger in and out of her, curling it slightly on the exit so he hit her spongy g-spot. 
“Oh, God,” Mina moaned again without thinking. 
“And I warned you and everything,” Luci said as he forcefully added two more fingers, shoving them into her. She stretched to accommodate them, but not without a little pain. A pain she found only enhanced the pleasure. He pumped away at her with abandon, all the while watching her intently. 
“Oh, Luci!” Mina balled her hands into fists, curling her toes until her feet ached.
“That’s better.” But he did not relent. Not even when a pitiful sound erupted from her.
“You ready to come?” Luci asked.
“Mmhmm.”
“Then come, my little slut.” Luci pressed against her internal bundle of nerves and ground his thumb against her clit. She exploded, but his fingers kept thrusting, and he teased her entrance with a fourth.
“Think you can handle another digit?” he asked.
She whimpered at the thought and shook her head. 
“Later then,” he promised. “I want to see you come again.” He picked up the pace, slamming into her as deeply as possible. She could feel him trying to spread his fingers out, but her channel was too tight. With the pressure mounting once more, she knew she couldn’t keep from coming for long. But she wanted it to last forever. 
He moved down her body again and wrapped his lips around her clit, alternating between sucking and flicking his tongue against it. Although she could feel herself right at the edge, she tried to hold off. 
“Stop being selfish, Mina, and give me what I want,” Luci demanded before biting her clit hard. She screamed and unraveled, thinking she would injure herself the way she bucked. But she didn’t care. Couldn’t. Not when he was making her feel like the force of a galaxy springing into existence.
As she came back down, Luci flicked his wrist and her bonds evaporated. He scooped her up, rolling over so that she was on top of him, her head pressed to his chest. 
“That was amazing,” Mina said. 
“Convinced I was telling the truth? Ready to stay with me forever?” Luci asked as he stroked her hair. 
Mina believed him. She fucking believed him. And all it had taken were two orgasms? Granted, the two best orgasms she’d ever had, but still. 
It wasn’t just the way he could play her body like a fiddle. It was how attentive he had been. How he checked in with her. Gave her a way out. He had suggested that he knew her on a cosmic level and then proved himself correct by acknowledging that she still knew herself better.
“I’m convinced, but don’t ask me that other question yet. I haven’t orgasmed that hard since, well, ever, and it is definitely clouding my judgment.”
The pleasure must have killed some very important brain cells, because she truly believed this creature to be her soulmate. His touch alone woke up parts of her that had long been dormant. All those things about herself that she had always been scared to share—he not only knew about them but adored each and every one.
“Oh, you have definitely come that hard,” Luci said. “You just don’t remember.”
Mina propped her chin on his chest so she could look up at him. “Any chance I’ll get those memories back?”
“Eh, you could always do a past life regression. No guarantees the results would be accurate,” Luci said. “But some might come back to you. It has happened before. It’s a lot of memories, though, so you wouldn’t want them all back at once.” 
“Do you think maybe I just inherently know what you like?” Mina asked as she unfastened his jeans. 
“I think you’ll happily find that what I like is you,” Luci said, stripping off his shirt.
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Oh, boy. He was doing it again, saying those things she so desperately wanted to hear. Any reservations she had about their situation were quickly dissolving into nothing. So, this is what it felt like to be a fool for someone.  
“You have got to stop it with that stuff. My cheeks hurt from blushing,” Mina said as she wiggled his jeans off his body. “Oh! Commando! You are the devil, aren’t you?” 
“What can I say?” Luci shrugged. 
“But no tail? You don’t completely come as advertised.” She winked at him before grabbing the base of his cock in her hand. He was big, substantial even, but not so big that she was running to the other side of Hell or worrying that he wouldn’t fit. She climbed between his legs and relished the feel of his velvety, hard length against her cheek before nuzzling her nose into his balls and inhaling. She pulled back abruptly and gasped. 
“I don’t smell that bad, do I?” Luci asked. 
“I could come from that smell alone,” Mina said before going in for more. He smelled musky, like undiluted want. But did he taste as good as he smelled? Without delay, she flicked her tongue against him. 
Eyes closing in bliss, savoring his unique blend of skin and salt, she licked her way from his testicles up to his shaft then circled her tongue around the head. Her eyes drifted up to Luci’s to find him resting his head against the pillows with his eyes closed. 
Mina took a deep breath before plunging her mouth down over Luci’s cock. Bobbing up and down on it, she didn’t rush as she worked to engulf more and more of him into her until the head of his penis bumped against her throat, setting off her gag reflex. Chills swept down her spine, and goosebumps popped up over her arms. 
When she pulled off of his cock for a brief moment to catch her breath, Luci’s gaze seared her with desire. She had never felt more sexy, even drooling all over him and her diaphragm still protesting.
She had only given a handful of blow jobs. Mostly to ex-boyfriends with whom she had only shared a small piece of her sexual self and never any of her deep desires. Never before had she wanted so desperately to please a man as she wanted to please this demon. It made her brave and ambitious. The thought of taking him as deep as she could was too good to resist, despite her limited experience.
Hesitating only a little, Mina slipped her lips around his hard length again. This time, though, she anticipated gagging. She pushed past it and found her nose pressed against his groin, her tongue flat along the underside of his cock. Pride swelled in her chest, and the urge to bring Luci to the brink overwhelmed all others.
Luci groaned and cupped the back of Mina’s head. She reached up and slid her hand across his, pressing her fingertips against him and willing him to take charge. His fingers slid into her hair, gripping it in a tight hold and using it to control her pace. Mina moved one hand down to cup his balls while the other caressed its way up his hip and waist, ending on his stomach.
Luci tightened his hold on Mina’s hair and pumped her mouth furiously onto him. When she wasn’t gagging, she was moaning. Her drool pooled on the bed under them. It did not take long before Luci finally pumped his ejaculate into the back of her throat, just as Mina’s jaw started to go numb. She happily gulped him down and licked him clean before he pulled her off his cock and tugged her back up the bed. 
“Mmm,” Mina said, exploring the contours of his chest with her hand and nuzzling into his neck. “I liked that way more than I should have.”
“No, no guilt here over what you like,” Luci said, kissing the top of her head. 
“I’m kind of shocked how much I liked letting you use me like that,” Mina said. 
“First of all, you were completely in control. Secondly, you’re in a safe space. Hell is a safe space, and so am I. Besides, what happens in Hell stays in Hell.”
“Does it though? It's hard for me to imagine demons being all that concerned about keeping secrets,” Mina said as she left a trail of tiny kisses across his chest. 
“Well, you should, because they keep all the secrets. And it’s your fault that they do. There’s that whole client therapist-confidentiality thing going on now.” Luci’s fingertips danced across the flesh on Mina’s upper back. 
“What do you mean?” Mina asked. 
“We don’t torture people anymore, unless they would find it beneficial. Now we spend a lot of time reviewing life choices and coaching people through learning healthy behaviors.”
“And that works?”
“For a lot of people, yes. And for everyone else, it basically amounts to the same as torture.” Luci’s hand rested lazily on her upper arm, tracing gentle circles. 
“All the demons were okay with making this switch?” Mina asked.  
“Nope. Not even close. There are a bunch of demons moping to this day. The worst of the bunch do what they can to escape Hell and cause all kinds of mayhem on Earth.” 
“Escape from Hell? Could you do that?” Mina asked. 
“Not very often. It takes a lot of energy and willpower. There are ways to summon me, but don’t you even think about it being an option. It’s a very dangerous thing to try and hard to control. You never know who you might end up getting,” Luci said.
When they made eye contact across the expanse of his muscular chest, he growled at her in a low rumble. Clearly he did not want to continue this line of discussion and could read the defiance on her face.  
Mina ignored his warning and tickled her way down Luci’s stomach to his hip. “I’m starting to think you might be worth the danger.”
Luci snapped up her hand and rolled her so she was on her back and underneath him, his eyes flashing with intensity. “If you feel that way, then choose to stay. Be here with me. Be my Persephone.”
“I know I only just met you, but the thought of spending eternity with you—well, nothing has ever sounded nicer,” Mina said, pushing up on her elbows and pressing her lips to Luci’s. As their mouths met, Luci immediately opened for her, letting her swoop her tongue in and play against his. He bit down lightly, just enough to elicit a gasp of surprise.
Mina wrapped her arms around him, enjoying the feel of his smooth back, while he tugged her bottom lip between his teeth. His fingers dug into the flesh of her breast. He flicked her left nipple and pinched it, rolling it between his fingers. After tugging him closer and wrapping her legs around him, she thrust her hips against his. 
Mina moaned and turned her head away, “Luci.”
Luci continued to kiss her cheek, her neck, her ear, sucking her earlobe into his mouth. 
“Seriously, Luci,” Mina protested. 
“Hm?” Luci asked, kissing down to her collarbone. 
“No one has ever made me feel this way. You are intoxicating. How am I supposed to make a rational decision in this state of mind?” Mina asked. 
“Sorry. I can’t answer your question right now. I’m a little busy,” Luci said as he kissed his way down to her right breast, flicking his tongue out against her nipple. 
“Luci, I’m serious.” 
Luci looked up at her with a crooked smile. “I know. But you have time, and I would like to enjoy this with the hopes that maybe you’ll stay. Just a little longer before we both have reality crash down on us, please?”
Mina nodded. “More kisses, please.” 
Luci obliged, sweet at first, and Mina felt all of his love in it. She couldn’t really make sense of it yet, but she was starting to feel like she didn’t need to. It all felt so real. As Luci intensified the kiss, his hand made its way to Mina’s clit. He rubbed it in circles, then dipped his middle finger into her.
“More,” Mina mumbled into his mouth, bringing her hand in between them so she could stroke his beautiful cock. It grew larger and harder in her hand. Luci hunched over her so he could continue to kiss her as he nudged the head of his penis at her opening. 
“Yes.” Mina’s moan was muffled by the ongoing kiss. Luci slid into her agonizingly slowly, and once he was in, he stopped. He didn’t move for another half a minute while he lazily kissed her. Not until she was whimpering underneath him, digging her fingernails into his back in frustration.
Mina yanked away from his kiss with a pouty grunt. “I thought you said that you didn’t torture people anymore.” 
“I would break every rule for you,” Luci said as he played with her clit, his gaze never once wandering, devouring her as if he could copy her into his mind and keep her forever. “But you and I both know that you are one of those people who crave it.”
“Fuck me, Luci,” Mina said. “Please.”
“All you had to do was ask, Mina,” Luci said as he started to drive into her.  She lifted her hips in response. Luci ground against her clit and angled his pelvis so that his cock rocked against her g-spot. Before she knew it, Mina was crashing into her orgasm and falling apart at the seams. She clenched down on Luci’s length, and soon he was coming, too. 
“That was over too fast.” Mina frowned. “Reality setting in.” She buried her face against his chest.
“I’m not out of you yet,” Luci said. “Who says it’s over?” He started to move again. “We haven’t even got to the real kinky stuff yet.”
Mina whimpered as Luci picked up the pace. He grabbed her ankles, prompting her to bend her knees, and pushed up until her knees were above her shoulders. "Are you ready?” he asked, waiting for her to nod before pounding into her.
The angle was exquisite, hitting her in all the right places, reaching new depths. Only her grip on him kept her grounded.
He snapped his fingers, and silky ropes secured her ankles to her thighs, snaking behind her knees then around the headboard, but leaving her hands free, before tying themselves off. 
The heat of his breath found her pebbled nipple while his fingers pinched and tugged at her clit.
Mina’s toes curled as her pleasure built, and sparks ignited along her spine. Luci inherently knew the exact amount of pressure to employ to send her speeding toward the edge and didn’t relent.
The orgasm that hit Mina was devastating and seemingly never ending. It rolled on as Luci slammed into her, twisting both her clit and biting her nipple in unison. His supernatural stamina and strength seemed endless as he moved over her.
“You’re nothing but my dirty girl,” he whispered in her ear. “You will be mine forever. I already own a piece of your soul.” His teeth marked her neck. It would bruise, but Luci didn’t break the skin. He left a trail of bites from her neck to her collarbone before biting down on her opposite nipple. 
Her orgasm crescendoed again. “Yes,” she moaned. “Make me yours. Take all that you want from me.”
“Do you want to feel my devil tail in your ass, my filthy little human?” Luci growled. “I
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