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Chapter One
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Ronnie had been told life on earth, in a physical body, would be the height of sensory overload. In the best way possible.

Hearing it and experiencing it were two entirely different things. 

She sat at a table against the bar wall, watching St. Patrick’s Day festivities roaring around her. 

The bright colors, the laughing and shouting people, the scents of hot wings and alcohol... 

And the taste... God, the taste... She was as close to Heaven as most demons ever got.

To think she’d argued about having her Earth orientation today. Upper Hell management knew how demons reacted to having a physical form for the first time, so part of orientation was to live through a holiday. To go out and experience as much as a demon could.

Ronnie’s book-knowledge of holidays told her this wasn’t a big one. She’d been hoping for a celebration like Thanksgiving—eating everything in sight. Or Halloween—an excuse to wear her wings and party with humanity while their inhibitions were down. 

The lessons implanted in demons’ heads needed to be updated to say this holiday had it all. Okay, technically, no one else was wearing wings, but they did have funny hats on, and not a single person gave her a second glance for the feathery black extensions attached to her shoulder blades.

“Another drink, miss?” The bartender set a large glass mug with something green in it in front of her. He was nice. He’d been bringing her a variety of flavors all night.

She had an unlimited budget for the week, but free drinks were more fun. “What’s this one?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Can’t figure out if you’re for real or yanking my chain. It’s green beer.” He was as attractive as he was generous—blond hair, bright-blue eyes, and an aura that crackled and sparkled like a kaleidoscope through a prism. 

Which also meant he was walking chaos laced with deception, but Ronnie didn’t have a problem with that. Every time he brought her something new, he brushed against her. Physical contact was at least as good as food. Even the light touches sent tingles racing along her skin.

She took a sip and cringed at the horrible taste. “It’s vile.” And she loved it. Every new sensation, good or bad, was something she could add to her list of things she’d experienced. 

He chuckled again. “It’s an acquired taste.”

“So are demons.” A voice came from the chair on the other side of Ronnie’s table, and another person appeared in the previously-empty seat.

Unlike the mortal serving Ronnie one drink after another, the new arrival was definitely a demon. His aura lit up the room and sucked the light from it at the same time. And if bartender-guy was cute, this guy was drop-dead Hubba Hubba.

The thing was, when she tried to focus to see his features, she couldn’t name what they were. She couldn’t tell what about him made him sexy.

“Where did you come from?” Bartender-Guy stared at the new arrival with wide eyes.

“I was already here,” Demon-Guy said.

He hadn’t been, but a demon could appear in the middle of a room instantly, and convince most people they’d been there all along.

The bartender shook his head and wandered off.

The demon turned to Ronnie. “Don’t focus too hard. You won’t see what you’re looking for.”

“What?” She couldn’t pull her gaze away. Watching him sent a whole new level of sparks, racing through her veins. It heated her skin and tingled on every sensitive part of her body and throbbed between her legs.

He shook his head, and the fuzzy edges of his look faded, then vanished. “If you don’t have a perfect type, I’m harder to see.”

His aura swam into focus—emerald on molten gold. Not as heart stopping as the influence he radiated to convince people of his beauty, but definitely gorgeous. Especially combined with the Kool-Aid-red hair, the barely-there scruff of beard on a square jaw, and amber eyes that seemed to peer into her soul. Demons and angels took on forms that resembled the way they saw themselves, so most were attractive. But this guy... Hello, hottie.

“You’re an incubus,” Ronnie said. Which explained why his voice pulsed through her core to the point where she wanted to throw caution to the wind and finger herself right here in the middle of the bar.

Yeah... masturbation was the first thing she’d discovered and fallen in love on Earth.

“Why do you say that? I might be a leprechaun.” He winked.

She laughed, not caring that the lust spilling through her was at least a little magically induced. “Leprechauns aren’t real.”

“Says the newbie demon who’s going to work next week for a company that not only monitors the world’s web browsing, but is also run by Heaven and Hell.”

“I’m not new.” She wouldn’t argue the rest. Most of them—agents of Heaven and Hell—didn’t get bodies these days unless they worked for Ubiquity.

“You’re so new, you don’t realize Mr. Friendly buying you the drinks can’t figure out why the fuck he hasn’t gotten you drunk yet.”

“Wait. People really do that?” Before arriving here, all of her knowledge had been crammed into her head via magical demon learning. And there was a lot. But everything she knew about meeting other people and plying them with booze seemed implausible to her. “Why doesn’t he just ask me if I’m interested?”

The Incubus frowned. “Lucifer never taught you that? Hmm... Some people use deception to get what they want because they’re terrified of rejection. I, on the other hand, prefer the more direct route.”

“Which is...?”

He was seated next to her in a blink. He leaned in, mouth close enough to her ear that his hot breath caressed her cheek. “I’d love to help you find all the buttons on that physical form of yours.”

Objectively, he was good. Her body didn’t care about objective—it was pleading for another taste. Or more. “Does that usually work for you?” she asked.

“Only with the younger demons. Everyone else slaps me for it.” He pinned her wrist to her leg.

With his tight grip, fingers pressed into her skin enough to leave a light ache, and an intense gaze that bored into her soul, she liked his nearness too much to consider slapping him. How was she supposed to respond?

Climbing into his lap, grinding against him, and seeing what kind of things an incubus could teach her seemed like a good idea.

“You two have already met, then,” a new voice interrupted.
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Chapter Two
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Ronnie suppressed a sigh. Lucifer had introduced her to Izzy when she arrived on earth a few days ago. She didn’t mind the scenery—with Izzy’s slight build, dark-blond hair, and pale blue eyes—but she also enjoyed his company. Tonight though, the fallen angel had the worst timing ever. 

Despite the interruption, she was happy to give him a warm hug. Especially since she was supposed to be meeting him here.

His words sank in, and she broke away to look him in the eye. “Wait. You know each other?” she asked.

Izzy grasped her fingers and tugged until she was seated again, then gestured. “That’s one way to put it. And in case Irdu hasn’t warned you yet, you really want to steer clear of him. Unless you’re looking for a serious night of no-strings sex.” His smirk implied the warning was tongue-in-cheek.

“I’d say, Guilty as charged, but there’s no guilt for what I do.” Irdu smirked. “Also, I rarely do serious.”

Pieces clicked in Ronnie’s head. She had to make a few assumptions, to reach her conclusion, but it felt like a solid one. “You told him I would be here,” she said to Izzy.

He shrugged. “I didn’t. I recognized your name when he mentioned he was helping with your orientation, and Irdu invited me to join you.”

“But”—Irdu rested a hand on Ronnie’s thigh—“he didn’t tell me you’d be so stunning.”

She liked the warm weight of his palm pressing through her jeans. “Have you met a lot of demons who aren’t?”

“Touché. But I’ve also met a lot who aren’t nearly as fun.” Irdu stroked his thumb in lazy circles along the inside of her leg.

The barely-there touch sent a new flavor of anticipation dancing along her tongue. It was like a hint of cinnamon in coffee—enough to tease the spice without being obvious. “Maybe I won’t be fun for long. I’m just not jaded by life yet.” She was enjoying this banter.

“Some demons are created uptight. But you...” Irdu danced his fingers up her arm, to trail along her bottom lip. “You look like a demon who knows how to appreciate the world. Fun screams from you. And when it comes to screams of fun, I’m an expert.”

“Your lines are really bad.” Ronnie flicked her tongue out, to lick his fingertip.

He pulled away with a wicked grin. “But they’re working.”

They really were.

Izzy watched them, amusement dancing in his eyes. “Fair warning—this is Irdu’s job. Finding the new demons. Introducing them to the world.”

“And you came along to enjoy the show?” Ronnie didn’t have a problem with that.

Irdu scooted his chair closer, pressing his leg into hers. Nothing about this was subtle, and no bit of her minded. “It wasn’t selfless on his part,” he said. Even when he wasn’t projecting, his voice was liquid seduction, drawing up her spine. “Izzy likes to help.”

“Help you seduce fledging demons?” Ronnie leaned into him. 

Izzy chuckled. “I was being more generic when I said introduction to the world. There’s no way to replicate that high we get the very first time we step foot on Earth, but seeing it through someone else’s eyes comes close.”

Irdu leaned in, his mouth near her ear again. “Everyone experiences this world differently. Some of them want to hear it all—loud music. Beautiful sounds of nature. Others want to see stunning art or sunrises in Tibet. Or they’re looking for incredible scents—cherry blossoms and roses and bakeries.

“Most want to taste or feel. Sweets. Spices. And yes, that frequently means seduction. And sex.” He drew his nose up the side of her neck. 

“I’m fond of all of the above.” Her reply came out in a breathy whimper. If this was the introduction, she might not survive the foreplay. 

Irdu nipped her earlobe. “Me too. And as much as I’d love to explore that here, I guarantee several of the things I’d like to show you would be frowned upon.” 

People tended to overlook what they didn’t want to see. It was one thing that made it easy for demons to blink in and out of rooms. But Ronnie suspected her being naked in the middle of a bar might draw attention. “What do you propose?”

“That we all go back to my place and find out what you like most.” He took her hand, then reached for Izzy’s.

The bar vanished, and they were in a new room. 

Ronnie was impressed. Again. It took a powerful demon, to phase from one place to another in the blink of an eye. A flawless blink was even more difficult when someone had passengers. 

Irdu’s place was so much grander than the shoebox she lived in. Plush, violet carpet that ended at polished hardwood. Furniture with no rips or stains. Bright artwork. And the faintest hint of cherry in the air.

He kept hold of her hand and led her toward the dining area and an oval table. There was a counter nearby, with several bowls sitting on it. 

“I was thinking we’d start with my favorites.” Irdu leaned close, mouth near her ear. His voice was smooth and low, rolling over like a feather-light caress. “Touch and taste.”  He dipped his finger in one of the bowls, then placed it in her mouth.

She licked the dark-chocolate syrup, tentatively at first, but then with more hunger when the shock of bitter and sweet hit her tongue. She sucked his finger clean, relishing his throaty groan. That was going on the favorite sounds list. 

He pulled away with a tsk. “Do you want more?”

“That’s the point, isn’t it?”

Izzy’s smile and Irdu’s smirk said it most certainly was.

Irdu waved his fingers. “Take off your clothes.”
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Chapter Three
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Ronnie raised her brows. “Excuse me? No seduction? No finesse? Just get naked?”

Izzy was quiet, but she didn’t miss the way he watched her with open lust and desire. It was different. And yummy.

“I don’t really do drawn-out foreplay during orientation,” Irdu said. “This is fun and games, sure, but not romance.”

Did she have a problem with that? Desire flitted through her, lingering from the teasing in the bar and the hint of sweet on her tongue. “Do you do this with everyone?” 

“If they’re up for exploring touch, I do. You can tell me no, and we’ll do something else.”

“What if I tell you yes, and then change my mind once we get further into... whatever this is?” She didn’t think a change of heart was likely, but she had to know.

“You can stop me whenever you want. But if you let me keep going, you have to trust me.”

She was considering taking her clothes of for him. Damn straight, there needed to be trust. Demons had a different perspective on good versus bad, but they were honest about it.

“All right,” Ronnie said. She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and tugged it over her head. The way Irdu and Izzy watched her every move sent heat spilling through her. They didn’t even need to touch her to turn her on. That was a neat trick.

“And the rest of it,” Irdu prompted.

With each piece of clothing she shed, the air kissed another spot on her body. The cool, combined with the guys’ heated gazes, made her pulse hammer in her ears.

And then she was standing naked in front of the men. She didn’t have hang-ups about nudity—hers or anyone else’s—but the appreciation with which they studied her filled her head with whispers of wicked impulses.

“Now lie down.” Irdu gestured to the kitchen table.

She raised her brows. “There?”

“Was I unclear?” Challenge and command filled his question. He offered a hand, while she sat on the edge. The furniture didn’t wobble under her weight. His table probably didn’t come from a second hand shop, though.

She lay back on the polished wood. It was cold and hard against her back. Definitely the least comfortable thing she’d ever reclined on. So delicious. A thrill rushed through her at how vulnerable she was. Not really, since she could blink out of here at any time, but she preferred to sink into the surface appearance of the situation.

He slipped a blindfold over her eyes, and her heart jammed in her throat.

“This is supposed to be about exploring my senses.” Her words came out with a squeak.

A barely-there caress brushed her collarbone and traveled down, stopping before he reached her breast. “And you’ll appreciate the others more if you temporarily lose access to one.”

Silence settled in, and her anticipation spiked. She squeezed her thighs together, to suppress the pulse between them. 

Hands pulled her legs apart again. Something wrapped around each ankle. The texture was smooth, but the tension was tight. She could wiggle her feet an inch or so in any direction, and that was it.

She swallowed hard. A whimper slipped out when he secured her arms above her head, the same way he had restricted her legs.

Ronnie could leave. Vanish and reappear in her apartment or anywhere else. She could tell him to stop.

Those sounded like the worst possible options. He hadn’t even touched anything intimate, and she was wet and eager for what came next. Something mingled with her anticipation. Fear? Whatever it was, she enjoyed it.

“You said you like taste.” Irdu’s voice was warm and low, rumbling through her. “You’re obviously fond of chocolate.” 

A light weight pressed at her lips, and she parted to let it in. 

He dipped a chocolate-covered finger into her mouth again. 

She licked the digit clean, loving his groan as much as the flavor.

And then something drizzled onto her nipple, heavier than water and thick enough for her to feel it dribble down her breast. A new sensation followed. A mouth, hot and wet. A rough tongue, circling her nipple. Lips, sucking away the mess. She arched into the touch.

“You like that,” Irdu said. But the sucking never stopped. Either he could throw his voice, or Izzy was lavishing her chest with attention.

Apparently this setup could get more intense.

“I like whipped cream better.” Irdu fed her something sweet and cool this time.

She felt the cooler temperature on her other nipple, followed by more intense sucking. And then there were two mouths on her. The sensations alternated between chocolate and whipped cream being layered on her skin, and hungry tongues lapping it up. She writhed in pleasure, wanting to sate a need, but unable to reach.

“And then there’s my favorite. Honey.” Irdu dribbled the sticky sweetness along her lips, then crushed his mouth to hers, to devour her kiss and the honey.

Her hips thrust without her permission, trying to experience what the rest of her body was being lavished in.

All contact stopped, and for a moment, she swore her heart did as well. Then a warm, heavy drizzle hit her stomach and traveled lower. It pooled along her thighs and ran between her legs, mingling with her own juices.

A tongue licked along the inside of her leg, and she gasped. Was that Izzy or Irdu? She didn’t care, as long as he didn’t stop.

He licked higher. When he drew a path up her slit, she cried out. A pleasure she’d never felt when she masturbated filled her head and body.

Lips circled her clit, and a tongue flicked fast and hard. Climax sped through her, and she lost herself in the sensations when she came. She bucked and thrashed against whoever was sucking on her.

And he didn’t stop. Fingers slid inside her, and another mouth was back on her nipples.

Her head threatened to float away. 

The two men devoured her until she was spent and breathless, and her throat was sore.

The contact with her body stopped again, and she forced her heart to slow. Focused on taking deep breaths. 

A new touch, softer and gentler, undid the bindings on her arms and legs, and then helped her sit.

When the blindfold fell away, she had to blink several times, to let her eyes adjust to the light.

Izzy watched her, a smirk on his face. He twisted to scoop her into his arms, and she didn’t resist. She doubted her legs worked, anyway.

She leaned her head against his chest, as he carried her into the bedroom and laid her on the bed.

“Do you want to keep going?” Irdu asked.

“Yes.” Ronnie’s answer came without hesitation. Desire hummed over her, and every inch of her felt alive. Her body begged for more.
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Chapter Four
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Ronnie didn’t have hang-ups or reservations about the naked human body. She understood most people preferred some level of modesty, and she could comply. But for her, the body was no different from any other container.

Or it never had been, before. With the anticipation of what came next, seeing Irdu and Izzy naked was extra-cherry-on-top yummy. 

Irdu gripped the short strands of Izzy’s light hair and crushed their mouths together. Twin groans danced along Ronnie’s skin. Watching the passion was almost as tasty watching the passion as it was being in the middle of it.

Not every sensation racing over Ronnie’s skin was natural. Since Izzy was mostly mortal, hints of his desire tickled her senses. Irdu was projecting something too. It was like an amplifier on the need that already filled the room.

They broke apart, and Izzy gave his attention to her. He crawled toward her on the bed and laid a series of soft pecks along her lips. When she parted her mouth with a sigh, he deepened the kiss.

He tasted faintly of honey and sex. God, that was delicious. She pressed into him, wanting to devour every bit of what he offered.

“How is this supposed to help me avoid sensory addiction?” she asked breathlessly. “Because I can tell you right now, I’m not going to be satisfied with less in the future. You’re setting a high bar.”

Irdu knelt next to her, brushed her hair from her neck, and trailed his lips along the sensitive skin. “It’s not a matter of avoiding anything. It’s all about when and how you indulge. Right time. Right place. Right person... or people.”

“I like the idea of indulging properly.” Ronnie leaned into his touch. She gasped when he bit her shoulder. Traces of his magic wove through the playful mark, keeping the sting from evaporating right away. Nice touch.

“I don’t care much for proper,” he said, dragging a path with from her jaw to her mouth, “but I’m going to agree just this once.” He captured her face between his palms and kissed her hard. 

Each press of his lips was a new flavor of desire, racing through her veins. Spice and heat and tangy-sweet. 

Izzy kissed down her arm, lingering when he reached the inside of her wrist. The light scuff of stubble was another texture for her to appreciate.

“You’re uncharacteristically quiet,” she said when she met his gaze.

Izzy gave her a playful grin. “I’m wrapped up in the hot demon sex. Not much to add beyond, so glad I’m here.”

A flush of heat spread through her, growing to white-hot when he wrapped his lips around her nipple. He flicked his tongue back and forth across the nub, making her groan into Irdu’s kiss.

Irdu placed his palm against her windpipe with just enough pressure to shorten her breath. He used his weight to nudge her onto her back, and pinned her to the mattress. The follow-up kiss was intense and hungry, with him biting her lip and scraping his teeth along her chin.

He used his knee to wedge her legs apart and knelt between them. Her anticipation soared when he glided the head of his cock along her slit. Physically, she wasn’t a virgin, but this was so different from pleasing herself.

Irdu thrust inside her, stretching her out and filling her up. Way better than fingers or a vibrator. 

Izzy moved his mouth back to hers, while he kneaded her breasts and rolled her nipples between his fingers. 

Irdu slid out of her almost completely, before gliding back in, letting her feel that first penetration again. He rolled onto his back, bringing her with him, so she was straddling him. 

Ronnie was pretty sure a move like that didn’t work when magic wasn’t involved. Not that she was complaining. 

He dragged his fingers up her back. Everywhere he touched left whispers of need to hum under her skin. He pulled her to him and drew one nipple into his mouth. He wasn’t moving inside her, but feeling his cock resting inside her was tantalizing. 

He glided his hands down her sides and over her ass, to spread her cheeks open. 

She squealed in surprised delight when something cold touched her. The lube warmed quickly, as Izzy spread it over her skin. He nudged her asshole, then inched in slowly.

She hadn’t considered that her first encounter would involve so much, like double penetration, but if she was going big... Irdu and Izzy were the way to do it.

When they were both buried inside her, Irdu started a slow rocking. There was a toe-curling friction, from being captured between them. Irdu raised his head again, to suck on her nipple, and she leaned into his mouth. 

There were so many touches, she didn’t know where to focus. The surge of desire filled her head until her brain felt like cotton candy. 

Izzy slipped a hand into the mix and stroked her clit. The contact added another layer to the looming overload. Pleasure danced over her body even where they weren’t making contact.

The non-stop attention drew her toward the edge of another orgasm. Izzy increased the pressure on her clit at the same time as the pace sped up. 

Her world blurred and mingled into the desire that pulsed everywhere. She wasn’t sure where one feeling stopped and the next started. She heard both men groaning, the spine-tingling sound mixing with her own shouts.

Ronnie lost track of time and her surroundings. Another new feeling overlapped the rest—multiple auras mingling and dancing and intertwining when the men came. 

As the edge of her peak faded away, the world swam back into focus. The grinding and stroking had stopped, but the skin-on-skin contact was still there. 

Izzy slipped out of Ronnie. The release of pressure drew a soft sigh from her. She rolled to the side, to lie next to Irdu, and Izzy collapsed on the bed with them. For a short while, the only sound in the room was their heavy breathing.

When Izzy extracted himself from the pile, Ronnie frowned. 

He leaned in and kissed her lightly. “I have to go.” His voice was soft. Soothing. Tempting. “Thank you for letting me join in.”

A new thought occurred to her—one she should have had sooner. Demons and angels didn’t place an emotional weight on sex, but he’d been mostly mortal for almost a century. Had he picked up that human habit? 

“Will this make things awkward?” Ronnie hated to ask, but she needed to know.

He smiled and shook his head. “I wouldn’t have done it if that were the case. Give me a call next time you want to hang out. I’m usually around.”

She liked that. Then again, she was pretty fond of everything about this encounter.

****
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RONNIE LIKED WAKING up here—the smooth, high-thread-count cotton on her skin, Irdu’s warm body next to hers...

It was a shame this was only a one-time thing. And that Izzy had to leave last night. A demon could get used to a life like this. 

“You want breakfast?” Irdu sat up and raked his fingers through his hair.

Ronnie trailed her gaze over him. Yup, still sexy this morning. “You’re not going to kick me out and wish me the best of luck with life?”

“Tomorrow night. But this isn’t much of an orientation if you only get a few hours of how incredible I am.”

She laughed. “I thought the point was for me to figure out what I liked and learn how to control the impulse to indulge in everything. When did this become about you?”

“What? Oh yeah. It’s totally about your self-discovery and that thing you said. Don’t listen to me.” His tone was playful. 

She was torn between amusement and watching him walk across the bedroom. Damn, he had a nice ass. “Given all of that, I assume breakfast will be the ultimate in decadence,” she said.

“It absolutely will be. You get to watch me cook.” He yanked on a pair of sweat shorts and tossed her a T-shirt. “Put that on and follow me. And before you ask, too many clothes now means more to take off later.”

She hadn’t considered asking, but she liked his logic. The black cotton was worn and soft against her skin, and the print on the front looked like it read Hendrix at one time, but now it was more of a niioi. It hung a third of the way down her thighs, and smelled like fabric softener and the green of his aura.

She phased to semi-corporeal, long enough to reset her hair and solidify as clean. She padded into the other room and took a stool at the breakfast bar, while he moved around the kitchen. 

He was a gorgeous sight to behold, as he pulled out mixing bowls, ingredients, and a skillet. 

Ronnie knew how to cook. As in, the knowledge had been shoved in her head about how to follow recipes and what all the terminology meant. She’d discovered that, as with anything artistic, knowing and doing were two separate things. Most of her diet so far consisted of cold cereal, ice cream, and things other people prepared.

Irdu had the art down, though. There was no hesitation in his fluid movements, as he dumped dry ingredients into a bowl without measuring and cracked eggs with one hand. He pulled a white squeeze-bottle, like the ones some diners kept ketchup and mustard in, from the cupboard and slid it across the counter. “Heat that up, will you?”

That was something she could do. She held the plastic between her palms and pictured a flicker of heat passing through her hands. Enough to make the contents warm, without melting the container. The faint scent of chocolate greeted her. 

When she set the bottle aside again, Irdu was watching her with an eyebrow raised. 

“Did I do something wrong?” Ronnie asked.

“I meant in the microwave, but that works too. So you prefer fire?”

Ah. Lucifer had warned her about this. It took a lot of power to master manipulating one element, and most demons couldn’t manage more than that, if they even got the one. 

Ronnie dabbled in all of them. She didn’t know how, but it came naturally. She wasn’t supposed to make a big deal out of it. She also didn’t want to lie about it. “I don’t know that I prefer it. Fire heats things better than water does.”

“Right.” He grabbed another stack from the fridge, including a pint of strawberries. He handed her the fruit, a plastic cutting board, and a knife. “Unless you can summon blades, too.”

“I’m not that good.” Wielding magical weapons was strictly the realm of the three originals—Lucifer, Michael, and Gabriel. No one else had that kind of power. 

She diced strawberries, while he worked whatever non-magical magic he was doing with food. Even if he didn’t radiate sex appeal, she’d be drooling over the guy who could whip up crepes and filling with less effort than it took her to make canned soup.

He arranged the crepes on plates, including generous portions of the strawberries, and chocolate hazelnut spread from the bottle she’d warmed, then put a small scoop of fresh cream on top, before handing her a dish.

“I think I love you,” she teased.

He took the stool next to hers, his own food in front of him. “I get that a lot.”

She tried to get a little of everything on the fork—which was way too much—and crammed the first bite into her mouth. A rainbow of flavor flowed over her tongue. She groaned at the beauty of it and sank into each taste, on its own, and mixed together.  

“Well?” he asked.

She paused, second forkful of food halfway to her mouth. “Whatever you do at Ubiquity, your talent is wasted.” Oh right. He did this—showed new demons the time of their life before work started.

Why did that taste more sour than it had last night? 
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Chapter Five
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Ronnie was being weird. She swallowed the strange feeling, to make room for more yummy food.

“Thanks.” Irdu chuckled, and dug into his own meal. 

They ate in silence for a few minutes.

“Besides eating and fucking, what are some of your favorite things about earth so far?” Irdu looked and sounded genuinely interested.

That was pretty attractive too. “Dancing. Music.”

He wrinkled his nose and took a swig of coffee.

“What’s the look for?” Ronnie asked, amused. She gestured to the shirt. “You obviously don’t have too much of a problem with music.”

“Hendrix. Zeppelin. Bowie. Real music. You say dance, and I think loud, obnoxious beat with more pounding than tune.”

“I think you’re overlooking the nuances of a hardcore dance remix.”

He shook his head, but he was smiling. “To each their own, but you’re totally wrong. It’s too bad a weekend isn’t enough time to correct that flaw in your education.”

“Not with that attitude.”

“Eat your crepe.” Irdu hopped from his seat.

Ronnie wasn’t going to argue with a command like that. When he returned, he held his phone. He swiped the screen a few times, then set it in a dock. Guitar screamed from invisible speakers, followed by Steven Tyler, doing the same. 

She knew Aerosmith. Lucifer would never admit it in public, but he frequently had the band playing in his office. She tapped her toes against the rung of her stool in time to the music. The rhythm worked its way through her, until she was bobbing her head and then on her feet, swaying her hips. “You can dance to this.”

“No. You can dance to this. I can watch.” A deeper thread wove into his amusement.

Ronnie looked up to find him doing exactly that. As long as everyone was enjoying themselves... She lost herself in the song again, swaying and throwing herself into the guitars and drums and voices.

She didn’t pause when Irdu stepped up to her. Instead of joining her, he knotted his fingers in her hair, at the base of her skull. He swallowed her startled squeak by kissing her hard. Sparks of green and gold raced over and around her.

Irdu steered her back to the stool, lifted her to sit, and slid between her legs. The lightweight fabric of his shorts scuffed along the inside of her thighs, and hints of the knit brushed against her bare pussy.

She was seeing the benefit of putting on fewer clothes for breakfast.

He grabbed a strawberry from the bowl and dipped it in whipped cream. He dotted the fruit lightly along her lips and licked away each dab of cream, before dropping the berry in her mouth and kissing her hard.

It was so easy to fall into his touches. Each one sparked in a slightly different way, humming through her.

“It’s a good thing demons don’t gain weight,” she teased when they broke apart.

“It’s a good thing demons don’t suffer from a lot of human ailments. For instance, getting hung up on whether or not rough, hard, casual sex is appropriate.”

“I’d definitely hate for that to be a road block.”

Irdu dipped his finger in melted Nutella and dipped it into her mouth. 

She drew her tongue along the pad, spending several seconds licking it clean.

“If I cover my cock in Nutella, will you suck that, too?” he asked.

Ronnie raised an eyebrow, grabbed the plastic squeeze bottle, and knelt at his feet.

His gaze never left her, and the sharp breath he sucked in between his teeth said she wasn’t the only one enjoying the moment.

“I should warn you, in case it’s not clear, I don’t have any experience with this.” She was willing to learn, though.

His smile grew devilish. “I’m a simple guy to please, and I don’t have any problems with giving directions. First, you need to see my dick to suck it.”

“Smart ass.” She was laughing though as she tugged down the waistband of his shorts. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, and he shuddered against her touch. Need pulsed between her legs. This was making her wet, and she wasn’t even touching herself.

She drizzled the cooling sauce along his length, then traced her tongue along the same path, licking up the sugary treat.

His groan was electrifying. She wanted more of that sound. She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, earning an even deeper growl. God, the noises he made were as good as the food.

Irdu set the bottle aside and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “I want to see my cock in your mouth.”

A whimper escaped her throat at the desperation that ran through his command. She wrapped her lips around him, holding his gaze, trying to judge his response. The flutter of his eyelids seemed positive.

She couldn’t take his entire length, so she wrapped her hand around the base. The more she licked, sucked, and bobbed her head, the louder he got. His hips thrust in time with her attention, until he was fucking her face.

“Dip your fingers between your legs.” His voice was gravel. “Tell me if you’re as wet as you were last night.”

She gasped when her fingers slipped along her mons. She couldn’t talk, but she managed a nod.

“Play with my balls,” he said.

She glided slippery fingers along his sac. His grunts grew louder, and his thrusts more punctuated.

She fell into the rhythm, squeezing her legs together as best she could, to suppress the throbbing need. It didn’t work.

“Stop.” It sounded like he had to force the word out. He pulled back from her touch, breaking all contact between them.

“Did I do something wrong?”

He grasped her fingers and pulled her to her feet. “You did everything right. And while I love a good facial, this weekend is about your pleasure first.” He gripped her hips and set her on the stool again. 

Irdu spread her legs with his knee and moved his hand between them. He stroked along her slit while he kissed her. The slow build was torturous and incredible, pushing her toward climax. He teased his fingers inside her, then pulled out to move to her clit.

Each time her breathing grew shallower and she was certain she was going to come, he’d change his position.

When he finally lingered his attention on her clit, orgasm ripped through her. She squeezed her eyes shut, letting the stars dance inside her eyelids and the clouds take her head.

She barely noticed when his touch fell away, but a heartbeat later, he thrust inside her in a single movement. 

He hit the right spot to draw out her orgasm, and she cried out at the deep penetration. He moved his slick hand to her thigh and gripped hard enough to leave a mark, digging his nails into her skin.

Ronnie was hoarse when he spilled in her and that wonderful feeling of their auras mingling wrapped around them. She was going to have trouble, going back to her vibrator after a weekend like this, and it was only Saturday morning.
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Chapter Six
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Irdu leaned his weight against the counter, not breaking away from Ronnie. She kept her head rested against his chest and her legs wrapped around his waist. 

“I’m really not supposed to keep you here all weekend. Not stuck in this apartment, anyway.” His voice vibrated through her. “I have to show you the wonders of the world.”

“Have to? You make it sound like work.”

“It is my job. But it’s definitely not work.” He stepped back to look her in the eye. “Especially today.”

A new flavor of heat spread through her, sweeter than the whipped cream from breakfast. It was still just a weekend of orientation, but at least it was a fun one.

“Where do you want to go? Anywhere.” Irdu made a sweeping gesture with his arm.

She didn’t have to think. “Everywhere. I want to see it all.”

“You’ll get there. I promise. Pick a starting point.”

That was harder. She ticked through the images she had in her head of all the beautiful places in the world. She might be better off rolling the dice to decide. Then she landed on the perfect spot. “Six Flags.”

“You’re one incredible surprise after another.” He brushed a thumb across her cheek. “We can go anywhere.”

“I figured you meant it the first time.” And she’d considered Scotland, Japan, France, even Russia. “But if this is about exploring my senses, I want to ride some of the tallest roller coasters, hear people laughing, and see the results of brilliant imaginations. I want to smell cotton candy and booze and sweaty crowds, and I want to eat and drink and absorb it all.”

“It’s hard to argue with logic like that.”

After a quick stop at Ronnie’s apartment for fresh clothes, and a shower that was cut short when they ran out of hot water, they stood at the gates to Six Flags over Georgia.

She tried not to gape at everything, but even standing in line, waiting to buy their admission, was amazing. There was so much to take in—scents, sounds, sights. And the emotion... 

Demons could feel the stronger human emotions, and here those were as potent as baking brownies. Most of the feelings were joy. Ronnie could get high on the second-hand euphoria.

They bought their tickets and stepped into the park. “Where to, first?” Irdu asked.

“A roller coaster.” Ronnie’s answer came without hesitation. She had a huge to-see list, but that was at the top. “The inverted one, and then the one that plummets us straight toward the ground.”

“Ah...” Irdu looked hesitant for the first time since she’d met him, all of twelve hours ago. “If you want a roller coaster, you can ride me.”

She leaned into him enough to push him in the direction of the first coaster. “It’s not like you can get hurt on one of these things.” 

“No, but they can evict my breakfast.”

Ronnie shrugged and stepped into the line. “I can go alone.”

He gave an exaggerated sigh. “No. I guess I can keep you company.” He didn’t sound disappointed. But he did fidget more than normal in line.

She had images of roller coasters in her mind, from her preprogrammed knowledge. She’d seen a few videos. They looked like fun. 

She and Irdu slid into their seats, legs dangling loose, and the operator checked their harnesses. She didn’t know if the tension rolling over her was her own or from everyone else on the ride, but she loved it.

The ride jerked, then glided forward smoothly. It crept up a ramp, one painful inch at a time, cranking her anticipation along with it. They hit the peak, and the world seemed to pause.

Then the world dropped out from underneath her, as the coaster and passengers screamed down the first slope and into a turn. She spent the next minute and a half screaming and laughing, frequently both at the same time, while the machine introduced her to the kind of rapid shifts in gravity she could never get from magical flying.

When they slid to a stop back at the station, it was over too soon. 

“Again,” Ronnie said, as they stepped back onto the platform.

Irdu laughed. Any apprehension he’d had before seemed to be gone. “You mentioned the falling-to-our-death ride.”

“Not the way I phrased it.” She couldn’t wipe the grin off her face

“It’s all good. I’m still in.” He grabbed her hand and kept her close while they wove through the crowds and back into the park. 

When they reached the ride in question, the sign said there was a two-hour wait.

“We can stand in the ever-popular line ride, or we can come back later,” Irdu said.

Ronnie had already experienced having her guts rearranged, and she wanted to see as much else as was possible. “Let’s come back.”

“As you wish.” He wrapped an arm around her waist pointed her toward another part of the park.

It felt natural to lean into him. Her joy, plus his aura, felt like floating on a cloud. Best. High. Ever. They headed away from the rides, toward a series of small shacks. One boasted ice cream, and another pizza and pretzels. He passed all the food, and led her toward flashing lights and clanging bells instead.

People were shooting plastic guns at plastic targets. And for the most part, missing. She wasn’t sure what the point was.

Irdu handed over his money and grabbed a gun. “Watch and be amazed.” He winked.

“You set a high bar. I’m waiting.”

He aimed and fired three times in rapid succession. He hit the target with each shot. It was possible he was controlling the elements, using a puff of air, to make the target ping. She didn’t feel any shift in the magic around them, though.

He kept going, and a small crowd grew around them. Some cheered each time he hit, and others tried to distract him.

He never missed.

“You can keep going, but you’re maxed out on the prize,” the guy behind the counter said apathetically.

Irdu set the toy weapon aside. “I’m done.”

A round of cheers went up behind him, but he was looking at Ronnie. “Which do you want?”

“What?” She was missing a point of reference.

He nodded at the giant toys on the back wall. “Pick.”

The purple panda caught her eye, and she pointed. The employee grabbed it and handed it to her. The toy was two-thirds as big as she was. It was perfect. 

She squeezed it tight. “I love it. I have no idea where to put it while we’re here, but I love it.”

“Good.” He rested a hand on the small of her back and steered her away. The crowd disbursed. 

“How did you get so good at that?” Ronnie asked.

Irdu shrugged. “In a past life, I was a competition shooter.”

She laughed. Hardly applicable to their line of work. Maybe some day he’d give her the full story. If they ever spoke again after this weekend. The idea that they might not made her a little sad.

“Do you want lunch?” he asked.

She wanted to try all the food in the park. That was probably a bit over the top, though. “Yes. As long as the experience is something I can’t get anywhere else.”

He screwed his face up, then relaxed. “I have the perfect idea.”

They rented a storage locker for the bear and headed back to the stand boasting Pizza and Pretzels.

“I’m pretty sure I can get either one from other places.” She wasn’t complaining. Simply making an observation.

“You said the experience. And I guarantee you’ve never had pizza like this.” Irdu ordered two slices of pepperoni and a large soda. It only took a few seconds for Ronnie to be handed a paper plate with a massive orange triangle on it.

He led her to a white table. The paint was chipped in a few places, and the chairs looked like they’d seen better days.

As far as Ronnie was concerned, it was perfect, because it was real. She had no idea how to eat her food, though. 

Irdu folded his in half, to take a bite. It looked effective. She mimicked him. A wash of flavor hit her tongue, tomato and spice and meat and cheese in a muddled blend.

“It’s so greasy,” she said between mouthfuls.

“Is that bad?”

It was overpriced, had a higher fat content than it did nutritional value, and the people around them consumed it like it was the most perfect substance ever created. “Absolutely not. I love it.” 

Ronnie was halfway through her slice, when she realized he was studying her instead of eating. She set her pizza down and reached for a napkin. “Do I have food on my face?”

He rested his thumb at the corner of her mouth and dragged it across her cheek, then leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was greasy and messy. And of course, fantastic.

He pulled back, still looking her. “I love watching you have fun. It’s contagious.”

“Contagious sounds serious,” she teased. “Maybe you should get that checked out.”

“Only if you’re the doctor.”

She liked the playfulness in his voice. “I’ll have to do a thorough examination, to make sure you’re all right. Check everything.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

They stayed until the sun set, doing as much as possible, while drawing each moment out as long as they could.

“My feet are killing me.” So where her calves. Her voice was raw, and her cheeks were sore from all the laughter.

He stroked his finger along the back of her knuckles. “The ache will vanish when we phase back to my apartment.”

She frowned. “I know.” She couldn’t hide her disappointment. 

“What’s wrong?”

“I like the ache. It’s a reminder of the day.” Probably a silly thing to think, but that didn’t stop her from feeling that way.

Irdu nudged her from the dwindling crowds and backed her against a wall, molding his body to hers. He kissed her hard, stealing her breath and swallowing her groan of surprise. He dragged his palm up her stomach, to tease her breast, and wedged his knee between her legs. 

She ground into his touch, memorizing every sensation.

He pulled back to rest his forehead against hers. “I can give you all sorts of new aches that will linger the entire night.”

“You say the naughtiest things.”

“This isn’t naughty. This is barely foreplay.”

She sighed happily. “You have so much to teach me.”

****
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IT WAS SUNDAY NIGHT. They’d done so much in the past two days, yet it wasn’t nearly enough. Technically, she had eternity ahead of her—as long as she didn’t fuck up, have her physical-body privileges revoked, and get sent back to Hell. Not that she planned on it.

But none of what lay in front of her would be the same as this weekend. 

“What are you thinking about?” Irdu asked.

That she had to extract herself from him soon. “You’re awfully good at this.” But of course he was. It was his job to teach newbie demons how to love life without going off the deep end of sensory overload. 

A shadow passed over his face and vanished under an impassive mask. “Yeah. I’m a real professional.” He worked his jaw, then snapped it shut.

She was going to push for more but didn’t want to hear what he was holding back. This was attraction. A lingering aftereffect of spending a weekend wrapped up in him. She wasn’t feeling anything beyond that, because this was just sex. The ache of having to leave Irdu was because they clicked, but she’d click with other people. Getting along didn’t mean anything beyond that.
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Chapter Seven
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Ronnie took a seat at the conference-room table on the main floor of the Ubiquity building. She was one of six demons and angels starting work as Reapers. 

When Irdu strode into the room, her stomach flipped.

“Morning, all.” His gaze flicked over each face, lingering on hers for an extra second. “I’m Irdu. Your new manager. This morning we’re doing a refresher about the job, and then you’ll can have at it.”

New manager? Her gut plummeted into her shoes, and irritation flared inside. He could have told her. It wasn’t kind of an important piece of information to have. Keeping the information from her wasn’t technically a lie, but it was deceptive.

They didn’t have to hide what they’d done. Even if it hadn’t been company sanctioned, Ubiquity didn’t have an anti-fraternization policy, specifically because all of their employees liked to fuck.

“Any questions?” Irdu asked.

She’d missed most of what he said. She raised her hand anyway. 

“Uriel.” He nodded at her.

“Ronnie.” She didn’t hide her irritation that he was pretending not to know what name she preferred. “Did you know before today who your new employees were going to be?” 

He winced. “Yes.”

Lying fucker. Why did it matter? Because it was a breach of trust. And that hurt more than a lot of things, even from someone she’d only given her body to.

She didn’t have a follow-up question. She was content to simmer with her irritation for the next couple of hours, until he let them take a break.

“Ronnie. Give me two minutes?” he asked as she brushed past with the group.

She spared him the briefest glance. “No need.”

She should feel some sort of satisfaction at shrugging him off, but her anger grew through more orientation. Through lunch. And through her being introduced to the demon she would sit with through training.

She tried to focus on how the computer system worked. How it found potential cherubs. How she was supposed to know which flags were legit and which were meaningless.

But she couldn’t get her mind off Irdu. She pushed her chair away from the computer. “Can we take a break?”

“Sure.” Her trainer shrugged.

Great. 

She stalked directly to Irdu’s office, pushed inside without knocking, and shut the door behind her. 

“Ronnie?” He looked up, the question on his face matching his tone.

“You know what? I do want to talk.” Not the most brilliant line she could have led with, but it was an opener. “Why didn’t you tell me? Orientation is one thing. Oh hey, I’m also your boss. How hard would that have been?”

“I should have said something. You’re right. I just didn’t expect...” He raked his fingers through his hair. A gesture that had been so sexy sweet twenty-four hours ago, and now it pissed her off. 

“Didn’t expect what?”

He sighed. “I’ve done this so many times, acting as a gateway to this world. As an introduction. It gets repetitive.”

She’d bored him? A lump grew in her throat, and she couldn’t swallow past it. “I’m sorry to be such an inconvenience.”

“But you aren’t. You weren’t. That’s my point. I had a blast over the last couple of days. If I’d know things would go the way they did, that you’d be so much fun, I would have said something up front.”

She pursed her lips. “And if things had gone the way they usually did?” She wasn’t comforted by his words. “You would have had a newbie to poke fun at on Monday morning. Someone whose secrets you’d pried into. Someone who worked for you, that you could lord something over.”

“No. I don’t do that. I haven’t done that. There’s just a little fun in catching a new demons off guard. No harm.”

“I’m so glad that the brand-new demons—me, others—can entertain you. During and after orientation.” She let the sarcasm drip from her words. “You’re a fucking asshole.”

“I’m also your boss.” His voice turned hard. Now he wanted to repeat it. 

“Then I want a different boss.”

“It doesn’t work that way.”

It could. She could demand it from Lucifer. She didn’t think it would go over well, if people knew she had a direct link to the ruler of Hell. But she was so furious, she was willing to call in that favor. “Make it work that way.”

“Fine.” Irdu sank back into his chair. “Get back to work. Go be like every other spoiled new demon on the floor. Prove to me you’re no different from anyone else.”

She had no idea what her standing up for herself had to do with not being unique, but she was done giving him the satisfaction of her biting back. If he liked the tension that came the day after, this was probably almost as good as her stunned expression when she realized who he was this morning. She spun on her toe and returned to her trainer.

The conversation, the lies, and Irdu’s excuse for all of it, rolled over in her head for the rest of the day. She tried to shove then aside, but the thoughts wouldn’t be ignored. 

When she got a break, she called Izzy. A sourness in her throat made her hesitant to dial, but she had to find out how much he’d known.

“Hey, angel.” His happy greeting would have made her smile on any other day. He called her that because he recognized that demons and angels were the same at their core. They just called different places home. 

Was his cheerful attitude today because he was waiting to see if he had someone to poke fun at? 

“Did you know?” She winced at her abrupt reply.

“Know what? Are you all right?” 

Ronnie leaned against a nearby wall with a sigh and scanned the hallway. She didn’t need anyone overhearing this until she figured out what was at the root of this conversation. “No. Yes. I’m fine. Nothing life threatening. Did you know Irdu was my boss?”

The silence that greeted her churned up a storm in her stomach. 

“No.” Izzy sounded sincere when he finally replied. “Really? No. I had no idea. I would have said something if I’d known.”

She felt a twinge of gratitude she wasn’t the only one who thought her expectation was reasonable. “Promise?” She believed him, but she needed the reassurance. She’d believed a lot of things Irdu said, too.

“Cross my heart, angel. I’m sorry he did that to you. I have plans tonight, but if you want to stop by after work later this week, I’ll commiserate with you.”

“Commiserate. Is that a euphemism?” Ronnie tried to keep her tone light. She also needed to know that he meant what he’d said the other night, about the sex not disrupting their growing friendship.

He chuckled. A good sign. “Not unless you want it to be. I was thinking more like brownies and chick flicks.”

“That does sound like fun.” She was smiling now. “Thank you.”

They chatted a little longer, which helped calm her mood. But as soon as she disconnected, she remembered why she’d been irritated in the first place. Irdu. 

She was still fuming when she got home. She grabbed a pint of ice cream from the freezer. Damn it, it was only half-full. Besides, she didn’t want this pre-packaged, it’ll-do-in-a-pinch stuff. 

She wanted chocolate syrup, fed to her on strong, skilled fingers. She wanted warm honey, drizzled over her lips and breasts and pussy, and licked away by a hungry tongue.

Desire and memories flowed over her, turning anger to frustration, and then into need. Was she really upset with Irdu just because he’d lied? Demons twisted the truth all the time. Angels did too, as much as they didn’t like to admit it.

No. It was because she had fun. If she closed her eyes, she could feel his hands gliding over her skin. She drew her palms along a similar path, kneading her breasts as she remembered him sucking her nipples warm, after the shock of ice over her skin.

Need pulsed between her legs, and she dropped one hand lower. Ghosted sensations lingered there. His lips closing around her clit. She undid her slacks and dipped under her panties, following the same trail with her hand that he’d taken with his mouth. 

This wasn’t going to be enough. Her body craved a touch besides hers. 

She could go out. Find a random hookup.

Her body didn’t want that either. A specific sensation was burned in her mind and on her skin. Hell help her, she was craving Irdu’s touch.
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Chapter Eight
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Why did it have to be Irdu? She wasn’t missing him specifically. Just the things he could do with his hands. And his mouth. And how he hadn’t hesitated to go to all the silly places she wanted to go. Plus, he seemed to have as much fun as he did. 

The next morning, as she got ready for work, her irritation had diminished, though it wasn’t gone. In the empty spaces, loneliness flitted in. After a weekend of fucking around—literally and otherwise—not having plans at night was disappointing.

But she had Izzy, and now that she’d started work, she’d make new friends. 

When she got to the office, the demon who was supposed to be her trainer directed her to one of the managers’ offices. 

Raphael. His name was stashed amongst her vast array of preprogrammed knowledge. He wasn’t an original, but he’d been with Heaven for a long time.

She knocked on his open door, and he looked up from his computer. 

“Uriel.” He managed to sneer her name. “I understand you didn’t like your first boss.”

At least Irdu worked quickly. “We had a conflict of interest. And it’s Ronnie.”

“Great. Wonderful.” He didn’t sound like he was feeling either. “Was it the conflict that had Lucifer making demands of me first thing, or was his insistence because of you?”

Lucifer personally made the request? She probably shouldn’t like the bubble of warmth that came with the knowledge. She definitely shouldn’t be smug about it. “I don’t know.”

Raphael gestured to the chair in front of his desk. “Close the door. Have a seat.”

Ronnie didn’t like the saccharine that filtered into his request.

“I do know,” Raphael said before her butt hit the chair, “because most of management knows about you. You jumped to the front of a significant waiting list, to get your job. You were here for less than a day before you wanted a change of scenery. Understand this—I don’t care what makes you Lucifer’s pet or what issues you have with anyone. You work for me now, and you follow the same rules as everyone else.”

That sounded fair. She was going to argue that she wasn’t Lucifer’s pet, but she could reach a less contentious point in her relationship with Raphael before she tried to change his world views. “All right.”

He narrowed his gaze. “Good. It’s been recommended I have you train with my best. Ariel will be your mentor. Don’t fuck with her stats.”

“I’ll do my best.” Ronnie could be polite for a short period of time, but if he kept throwing shade, she’d lose the sweet demeanor real fast. 

The contempt in his voice diminished a hint, as he gave her the rapid-fire version of what Irdu told everyone yesterday. He introduced her to Ari, who was sunshine, compared to Raphael’s grumpy dark cloud.

Ronnie got the same run-down of the software and systems she’d had yesterday. The difference was, when it came time for a break, Ari didn’t send her off on her own.

“Follow me.” Ari grabbed her hand and tugged her toward the part of the floor where Irdu’s office sat. “The vending machines in the east breakroom have way better chocolate.”

Ronnie liked that kind of company knowledge. “Do you know all the good secrets?”

“I know all the best gossip.” Ari bumped Ronnie playfully with her shoulder. She nodded at Irdu’s office as they passed. “So he’s an incubus, so demon...” Disdain trickled into her voice. She glanced at Ronnie. “No offense.”

Sure. Ronnie twisted her mouth.

Ari grinned. “You’re not all bad. And he’s sexy.” She lowered her voice. “He’s been with Ubiquity forever, like Raph. But rumor is he pissed a few people off yesterday, like the higher ups, because some little newbie didn’t like his policies and went over his head.” She stopped in front of the vending machine. “Peanut butter, caramel, or peanuts?”

“Uh... I’m a fan of all of them.” Ronnie’s stomach was churning too much, for her to think about what kind of candy she wanted. Had Irdu ruined chocolate for her? “And I didn’t go over his head.”

The thunk of a candy bar hitting the tray acted as the perfect sound effect for Ari turning to Ronnie, jaw dropped. “Holy shit. You?”

Apparently Ari didn’t know all the gossip. “And I didn’t manipulate the system.” Ronnie reached around her to grab the candy, and stalked from the room without looking to see if Ari followed. She wanted to get back to their desks and hide. No wonder Raph had been rude.

“Hang on.” Ari fell into step beside her. “Dish. What really happened?”

We fucked. It was incredible. He took me on a roller coaster and bought me cotton candy. And if it hadn’t been fun, he planned to make fun of me the next day at work. “He asked Lucifer to move me to another manager.” After I threw a fit because I got caught up in the status quo.

“After one day? Harsh.” Ari plucked the package from Ronnie. “On the other hand, you found me because of it, and I’m awesome.”

“True.” Ronnie’s smile was genuine. She wouldn’t fuck Ari, but she would go out for coffee with her, so that was a solution to some of the loneliness.

The rest of the day was uneventful, aside from Ronnie’s replaying everything with Irdu in her head. Did she overreact? She couldn’t get past the lie. That he’d held back who he was in case he wanted to make fun of her.

That obliterated so much of his attractiveness. But if he hadn’t done that, or if he could actually figure out why she was pissed, she might forgive him. 

That seemed highly unlikely.

By the time work was over, Ronnie had thoroughly bummed herself out, chasing the Irdu thought in circles. Was she that poor a judge of character? Why did she care? It was only sex.

Because not only did he make her body sing, but the rest of her time with him was fun too. They clicked.

When work was over, she blinked home. Normally she’d walk, but she was tired of hearing herself think.

Irdu was waiting in her living room. 

Her heart jammed in her throat and fury raced through her. “What are you doing inside my apartment? How did you even get in?” Locks didn’t keep their kind out, but she had alternatives. Wards, meant to distract any would-be intruders. A visitor would be distracted by the endless puzzle of the magic woven around her apartment, and forget they were here to break in.

“You mean how did I get past the wards? I’m focused on something else right now.”

“What?” she asked.

“You.”

Oh. The single word lifted her spirits more than was reasonable. She wasn’t going to get sucked into whatever game he was playing, though. “Why? I’m no big deal. You’ll have a new assignment on... Easter? That’s got to be a big one. And until then, something tells me you can fuck whatever you want.”

“I could. I can. I will.”

Lovely. “Then why are you here?”

“I already told you.” His tone was plain, but his intense, burning gaze sent fire skittering through her veins. 

“You’re focused on me. Right. Why?”

He sighed heavily. “You’re not like... I’m an incubus. All it takes from me is the slightest nudge, for anyone who’s attracted to me, and they drop their inhibitions and self-doubt. I could walk out your front door right now, and pick from half a dozen people on the street. With a wink and a smile from me, any one of them would let me push them up against the wall, rip their clothes off, and fuck them.”

“And then, if it’s boring, make fun of them after?” She needed to remember why she was bothered by his behavior, rather than focusing on his words. Because, damn, he painted some vivid images, and there was a part of her begging to be the person he chose.

Irdu pinched the bridge of his nose. “That’s not how I meant what I said yesterday. Or, actually, it is. But not in a cruel way.”

“Are there other ways to mean it?”

“I’ve been doing this for years. Not just the management, but the orientation. I’ve met so many demons. We’re like people or angels or anyone. Some of us are stuffy, and some are fun, and some are... You work for Raphael now?”

Ronnie didn’t want to understand what he meant, as far as Raphael’s painfully abrasive personality, but she did. “Yes.”

“I don’t keep my management position from them so I can be cruel come Monday morning. It doesn’t hurt anyone. It’s always been the equivalent of a jump-scare, but with sex instead of horror.” He raked his fingers through his hair. “I don’t think I’m explaining this well.”

“I guess I kind of get it.” But she was reserving final judgment about his character until she spent some more time with him. “If you’re bored with your job, who did you piss off, to get stuck up at Ubiquity?” She sat on the couch.

“What makes you think I’m not doing it because I love the job?” He took the seat next to her.

She wanted to scoot away, but the heat of his arm pressed into hers was a compelling reason to stay. “Because you just told me you’re bored with the management aspect of things.”

“I owe Lucifer.”

That made two of them, though for Ronnie, it was probably for entirely different reasons. Lucifer was looking out for her. Acting as a mentor. Tempting her in ways an original angel really shouldn’t. She wouldn’t have minded having Lucifer conduct her orientation.

Though now that she’d had Irdu, she wasn’t willing to surrender that experience. Being this close, with the words flowing easily between them, made her skin hum and her pulse skip.

“To answer your original question”—Irdu turned in his seat so he was facing her, and rested a hand on her thigh—“I’m here because there’s more with you. It’s not just a physical compulsion, though, hell, I like fucking you. I had more fun with you this weekend than I have... possibly my entire time as a demon.”

That sounded like a teensy bit of an exaggeration, but Ronnie shared the sentiment. “What’s going on between us?”

“I don’t know. Lust. Friendship. Too much cotton candy. No way to know for certain, unless we spend more time together.” He traced tiny circles along her inner thigh with his thumb.

She liked the idea of spending more time with him. However, despite the insistence thrumming between her legs, she didn’t want it all to be in bed. “What did you have in mind?”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Nine
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“Let’s go see more of the world,” Irdu said.

Ronnie grinned. “The cherry blossoms are blooming in Tokyo.”

He leaned in, mouth near her ear, but never touching her. “You can play with my chopsticks. I can eat your sushi.”

“Oh so bad. That doesn’t even make sense when you think about it.” She couldn’t help but laugh.

“So don’t think about it.” He stood and pulled her to her feet. “Tell me you want to do this.”

“On one condition.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“You tell me you understand why I was upset. And you mean it,” Ronnie said.

Irdu stepped closer, and his aura sparked and danced up her arm. “I understand.” He kissed the backs of her knuckles. “And I’m hoping you never get as jaded as I am and that your enthusiasm rubs off on me.”

She waited for his next words. 

“And I’m hoping you rub all over me at the same time.” 

There it was. She shook her head. Not that she minded at all. “Let’s go to Tokyo.”

Their environment shifted, and a heartbeat later, they stood in the middle of a grove of cherry trees. The sun was still creeping up in the sky, casting bright morning light over the landscape. The rich scent of sweet flowers and fresh dirt flooded her senses. Petals lined the ground and occasionally fluttered down around them, like warm falling snow.

The noise of traffic was in the background. Chirping birds tickled Ronnie’s eardrums. She couldn’t wipe the smile from her face as she absorbed each and every sensation.

“You picked the perfect time to enjoy this uninterrupted.” Irdu’s voice blended with the chorus of nature, rather than disrupting it. He squeezed her hand, and gently tugged her along the path.

They walked for several minutes, and Ronnie cast her gaze everywhere. She plucked a few loose flower petals from Irdu’s hair, then held out her hand, hoping to catch a couple like she might with snow. “I can’t wait to see snow.” She hadn’t meant to say that aloud.

He pulled her closer and leaned his head to hers. “I know you’re not innocent or naive, but the way you watch the world around you...”

“What?” She couldn’t decipher where the thought was going.

“It’s pure. Genuine. Real.”

A flush of heat spread through her cheeks at the awe in his voice. “I don’t know what to say to that.”

He wrapped his arm around her waist and spun to face her. “You don’t have to.” He stepped closer, and her body molded to his. “But if you’d like to change the subject, I can move from telling you how sweet you are, to reminding you what you do to me.” He grabbed her hand and brought it down to cup his semi-hard shaft.

She was getting a feel for how he liked to detract from serious conversations with sex. That was fine. Their relationship was more sex than it was serious. “You’re so crude. What if people are watching?”

“They’ll be jealous. I could let them all join us, if you’d like. Playing with you. With us. With each other. Not force them, but rather free them to understand there’s nothing wrong with the desire.”

“No.” Ronnie was content with the way things were. “Though, I’ll keep it in mind in the future.”

He kissed her lightly. “I could take you for afternoon tea in England, and feed you scones with cream and jam?”

“It’s the middle of the night in England.” Time zones were part of her built-in training. Knowing when and where it was dark or light was helpful in her line of work.

Irdu seemed to think for a moment. “Australia?”

She had to give him points for trying. “How about we skip the scones until later, and you take me home, and feed me strawberries and cream instead?”

“We’ve already done that.”

“Are you bored with it?” A sliver of hurt tried to creep in.

“No.” He kissed her forehead, her nose, and her lips. “As long as you’re having fun, I’ll do it over and over, because I’m enjoying all of this, and I’m enjoying you enjoy it.”

He cupped her face and nipped her bottom lip several times, before kissing away the sting. “But before the strawberries, I want to taste you.”

Desire and anticipation cranked through her. She liked the way her body reacted each time he touched her. He made her heart skip and her mind happy.

It was good she didn’t have to define what was happening between them, because she couldn’t. For now, she was going to live the fuck out of it.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Ten

[image: image]


The instant they appeared in Irdu’s apartment, hungry kisses turned to frantic groping. Hands, caressing and squeezing. Nails, scraping along flesh. Clothing, tearing in Ronnie and Irdu’s desperation to feel more skin on skin.

Was she spoiling herself, by getting used to sex on such a regular basis?

Who cared? She was going to enjoy it for all she was worth. 

After the clothing fell away, Irdu stepped back and trailed his gaze over her. “I adore  looking at you. Spending time with you. Your gorgeous face.” He trailed a finger along her cheek. “Your amazing smile and laugh.” He brushed a feather-light touch over her lips. “This stunning body.” He traced a path down the center of her chest and over her stomach, then stepped to her side. “And a sexy fucking ass.” He slapped one cheek hard enough to send a crack through the room.

She yelped in surprise at the gesture and the sting. That was good. “Again?”

“No.” He shook his head.

She liked how he pulled off sexy and imposing even naked. He was chiseled, hung, and fierce. She jutted out her lower lip and glanced over her shoulder with wide eyes. “Please?”

“Hmm...” He glided his hand over the fading sting, and then along her other ass cheek. “It would be fair if they matched.” He slapped her again.

Ronnie gasped at the hint of pain. A tingle spread between her thighs and traveled along her nerve endings, to light up her entire body.

Irdu caressed each cheek. “God, I’m glad we get to spend more time together.” He spanked her again. The sting was sharper this time and lingered longer. 

“Why’s that?” Her question was breathy.

He kneaded one buttock. When he pulled his hand away, she expected another slap. 

The lack of one cranked her anticipation higher.

“Because I want to find every one of your buttons.” He spanked her again, startling her.

Adrenaline spilled in her veins, and her desire was cranked to full-blast. “That might take a while.” She hoped, anyway.

“I hope so.” That his words echoed her thoughts was another reason to appreciate whatever this was between them. He slapped her ass one more time, then glided his hand between her legs, to nudge her pussy. He teased her opening without entering her.

Irdu moved in front of her again, gripping her ass tightly and drawing out the lingering heat from the spanking. He pulled her body into his, and his cock dug into her stomach when she molded to him.

He kissed down her chest, to kneel at her feet. “I told you I wanted to taste you again.” He nipped the inside of her thighs with his teeth and traveled higher.

She gasped and pressed into his mouth when he licked along her slit. He wrapped his lips around her clit. A low hum reverberated from the back of his throat and vibrated against her swollen button. 

Ronnie knotted her fingers in his hair, needing something to hold onto. He pushed his fingers inside her, and she arched into his touch. With each new lick and suck and tickle, her pulse hammered harder. 

She rocked her hips in time with his attention. Orgasm sped up on her without warning. She pulled his hair when she came, and he didn’t let up on the licking. 

When she shuddered away from his touch, he eased up. 

He helped her drop to the floor, to sit next to him. He crushed his mouth to hers, and she dove into the taste of herself on his lips. His chin. His cheeks.

Slowly, her world stopped wobbling, and she loosened her grip on his hair.

“How are your legs?” he murmured against her lips.

“Stable. Recovering.”

“Enough to kneel?”

Her anticipation swelled again, as his intent sank in. “Probably,” she said.

“Good. On your knees.”

She smirked at the command and did as she was told, while he stood.

The way he gripped her hair sent a sharp sting through her scalp. Had he felt the same when she did that? She hoped so. It was an incredible sensation. 

“This time I’m not holding back.” He fisted his cock.

Another new experience to add to her list. “Okay.” She took him in her mouth. 

He hit the back of her throat, and reflex kicked in. She willed the gag away. She licked while she stroked him, watching the expressions of pleasure dance across his face.

“Play with yourself,” he said. “Make yourself come.” He held her head in place, thrusting into her mouth.

She glided her hand between her legs. Her clit was tender. Tingles raced through her, magically enhanced by Irdu. Sparks teased her nipples. Prickles glided up her spine. Invisible fingers touched every bit of her simultaneously. 

Climax built more slowly this time, but when it plummeted in, she lost herself in it.

His tug on her scalp drew her back to the now. She pulled her touch away from her tender body and stroked him with slick fingers. Each time he pumped his hips, he struck the back of her throat.

She recognized the grunts. The surge in his energy. He was close. A warm, salty spurt hit her mouth. She tasted him, memorizing the flavor of him on her tongue.

He slowed to a stop and slipped from between her lips. And then he was kneeling next to her again. Kissing her. Pulling her into his lap. Caressing her face and devouring her sighs.

Ronnie lost track of how long they sat there for. 

Irdu eventually stood, lifting her, and carried her to the couch. They curled up around each other. The leather was cool against her heated skin, and his body was hot to the touch.

He watched her with an expression that stole her breath. A pleased smile danced on his lips.

“I don’t like arguing with you. Everything else we do together is so much more enjoyable,” Irdu said.

Ronnie agreed. But logic twinged with a light protest. “You’ve only known me for... four days? How old are you?”

“Older than you.”

While she didn’t need to define their relationship yet, she had a hard time believing he could be so infatuated with her. “This can’t be the first time you’ve met someone like me. And I’m not willing to say this is love.”

“Whoa.” Irdu held up his hands. “You can throw around the world lust, but be careful with the other L word.”

“I agree. But why me?” 

He brushed his lips over her forehead. “Because you’re different. I mean it. Yeah, I’ve met other demons who know how to enjoy life, and who know how to have a good time, but you’re you. The way you do everything is distinctly Ronnie. I like it.”

She could see this becoming more, the longer they spent together, but for now, she didn’t feel a need to define it beyond friends with incredible benefits. A new thought entered her mind, and she frowned.

He kissed the tip of her nose. “Don’t do that. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Something I need to deal with.” She wanted to tell him, because she hated the idea of keeping things from him. But she didn’t want her issues to be his burden. “I just need to reconcile with the idea that in a month, you’ll be doing orientation with someone else.”

“I will be. That’s my job. I’ll probably even enjoy it. Not the way I do with you, though.”

She got it. “I don’t have a problem with you sleeping with other people.” She’d expected the words to taste foul, but they felt right. She didn’t own him, and she believed him when he said their connection was unique. It was to her, as well.

“But you don’t want me to do the orientations anymore,” he said.

She shrugged. “I don’t like knowing that sex is your job. But I’m a bottom-tier demon. I don’t get a say in whether you do your job or how.”

“I don’t want to do it anymore.”

Ronnie was surprised and relieved and all sorts of other thing she didn’t have a right to be. “Why not? You get to fuck someone, on the company dollar, at least once a month. You can play your little blindfold game with them. Introduce them to their physical body in full-surround sensation experience.

Irdu rolled his body, catching her off guard, and straddled her. His weight against her was possessive and intimate. He locked his knees at her hips and rested his hands on either side of her head. “If you tell me right now to fuck off, I’ll be a little sad. But if you say you want me taken off orientation detail, I’ll go back to Lucifer.”

She measured her words. This was the kind of request that felt big, as far as any sort of relationship was concerned. This was Irdu’s career. “I won’t ask you not to sleep with anyone else. I can’t bind myself to a promise like that either. In some ways, I’m only a week old.”

“That’s not what this is.” He dipped his head to brush his lips over hers. “Hooking up with someone because you want to is different than doing it for work.”

Yeah. It was. “What does that mean for you? Job-wise?”

“I’ll worry about that. I wouldn’t offer if I wasn’t willing to face the consequences. Is this what you want?”

“Yes.”

He bit her bottom lip hard enough to make her groan, then kissed the sting away. “So it’s official.”

“What is?”

“I’m your on-call fuck buddy, and you’ll be the same for me.”

“You expect me to drop everything when you want to get laid?”

He scrunched up his face. “Not everything. But yes.”

She liked—loved—this arrangement. “All right.”

She stayed with Irdu that night. It was an easy thing to blink back to her apartment before work, and get ready. 

When she got to the Ubiquity building, she made a quick detour by the good breakroom, for candy and as an excuse to pass by Irdu’s office.

Her gut sank when she saw him packing his belongings into a box. Fuck. Did she get him fired?
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Chapter Eleven
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“What happened?” Ronnie tried to keep the panic from sliding into her voice. 

“Nothing bad.” Irdu stepped past her and closed the door behind her. He returned to rest his weight on the edge of his desk, facing her. “Lucifer likes me way too much as a toy, to let me walk away from this place.”

She gestured to his half-packed belongings. “Then what’s all of this?”

“I told him I wouldn’t do the orientation anymore.”

“Did you tell him why?” She should have covered this last night. At the time, she was just happy Irdu was willing to give up the newbie slog. Now reality was sinking in. Did Lucifer know this was her fault?”

“Yes,” Irdu said.

Her breath caught. She hoped it didn’t make Lucifer think she wasn’t cut out for this.

“He demoted me.” Irdu didn’t sound upset. “Kicked me back to Development Manager. Away from the reapers.”

“I’m sorry.”

He stalked toward her, pressing into her until she collided with the door. He framed her head with his hands. “Don’t be.”

“Why not?”

“I’m a big boy; I’m responsible for my own actions. Besides, this is what you and I discussed.”

“But...”

“Take the apology back,” he growled.

She searched his face. He was right. She wasn’t responsible for him or anyone but herself. She could nudge or prod someone, point them toward their potential, but at the end of the day, she hadn’t made up Irdu’s mind. He had. “I take it back.”

“Good.” He knotted his fingers in her hair and jerked her head back. The sharp tug made her gasp. The way he claimed her mouth tingled across her entire body. “Now that we have that out of the way, take off your pants,” he said.

His arrogant assumption flooded her with desire. She quirked an eyebrow. “What? No finesse? No seduction?”

“How furious will Raph be if you’re in here for too long?” Irdu paused. “On second thought...”

It was tempting, to piss off the cranky angel. But she’d only been at Ubiquity a few days. She could wait a little longer before making more waves. She kicked off her sandals. 

Irdu sucked along her neck. “I think this entire arrangement is going to work out great.”

Ronnie had to agree. Fuck-buddies... Friends...

Whatever else life at Ubiquity had in store for her, she was glad to have Irdu in her corner. And on his desk. And in either one of their apartments...

This was the beginning of something wickedly fantastic.

~*~
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Thank you for reading about Ronnie and Irdu’s first encounter. To see where they go next, along with a whole cast of demons and angels, check out Soul Reaper (Ubiquity Book 1). Most demons would sell their soul for Ronnie’s job. They can have it if they help her get rid of the dead angel who haunts her. 

~*~
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If you’re looking for more kick-ass reverse harem urban fantasy, check out my Truth’s Harem series. The gods want Lexi dead and her mother haunts her dreams... But she’s destined to fall for a hellhound shifter and two Greek heroes. At least fate only mostly has it in for her.
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