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The bar throbs with the beat of the music, a heavy bass that thrums in time with my racing pulse. My friends chatter and laugh around me, a tray of shot glasses between us. We’ve got slutty nurse, slutty witch, slutty French maid, and me. Not slutty angel.

“Nurse” Gia offers me a shot glass. “C’mon. Celebrate. It’s Halloween.”

“I don’t want a hangover tomorrow.”

My new job starts Monday, and I want Sunday to prepare. Pick out my outfits, get groceries for the week, stress out...the usual.

My gaze wanders the room, skipping past goblins and ghosts until it lands on a figure in the corner. Black leather stretches across broad shoulders and down muscled arms. A pair of small horns jut from a mess of ebony hair, and when he turns, his eyes glow red in the shadows.

Heat floods my cheeks. I press my thighs together, acutely aware of the ache building between them. My heart just stutters at the sight of him, this demon stalking the edges of the room. Watching. Waiting.

Hungry.

His gaze finds mine from across the bar, and a slow smile spreads across his face, revealing the glint of sharp teeth. The bass line of the music seems to fade, the shouts and laughter of the crowd dimming until there is only him, this creature of sin and temptation gazing at me with eyes glowing like embers.

I lick my lips, and his smile widens. He begins moving through the crowd, the sea of revelers parting before him. Each step brings him closer.

Closer.

The ache between my legs grows, an emptiness I’ve never known and one only he can fill. My heart races as he approaches, each beat a staccato rhythm of need, desire, lust.

I have only one thought as he stalks toward me. A single word echoes in my mind, drowning out all else.

Yes.

Gia nudges me. “Shit. Mark is here.”

Her words cut through the haze of desire like a scratching record, and I jerk my gaze away from the demon’s smoldering eyes.

My ex, Mark, stands a few feet away from our table, his arm draped over the shoulders of his girlfriend, Tiffany. She gives me a smug little wave, her diamond engagement ring winking under the strobe lights.

Rage and humiliation rise in my chest. Mark hates this bar. He’s only here to taunt me some more. I lift my chin, refusing to give him the satisfaction.

Why is he dragging this out? We broke up six months ago so he could be with Tiffany. Why won’t he just go away now?

“Happy Halloween, Maribelle.” Mark’s voice is almost defensive, and I can feel Tiffany’s eyes on me. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

Right. I smile tightly, my hands clenching at my sides. “I could say the same to you.”

Because you hate this bar.

Mark shrugs, taking a sip of his beer. “Tiffany wanted to come.”

It’s then I take in their costumes. Tiffany is a sexy bunny, and Mark, wearing silk pajamas, is apparently Hefner. I roll my eyes. She’s fine, but I have issues with any man emulating that man, but most especially one I used to date. Gross.

“It’s been great catching up, Mark, but I don’t want to keep you,” I say. It’s been anything but great. He wanted me to see his skinny girlfriend wearing his ring. Mission accomplished.

I suppose it’s supposed to punctuate that I’m still single and still chubby. As far as I’m concerned, this is how I am happy to stay.

Mark nods at my friends. “I see you’re still attached at the hip to your girl gang.”

Like it’s a problem if I have friends?

“She’s here with someone tonight,” drunk nurse Gia helpfully replies.

“Right,” Mark says. “Sure she is.”

Hey, I could be here with someone. I’m not but I could be. I don’t really want to find a fake date to save face, though.

I clench my hands into fists, my nails biting into my palms. I won’t give him the satisfaction of a reaction. I won’t—

“I’ve been looking for you everywhere, angel.” The voice is a silken purr, and a hand settles on the small of my back with a possessive warmth that spreads through my body.

It’s my demon man. I know without looking.

My girl gang gasps.

The devil turns me into his muscled arms and flattens me to his broad chest. His mouth crashes into mine, and I moan as his tongue slides into my mouth.

Okay, stranger tongue in my mouth. This is not something I am normally okay with, but I will make an exception for the hottest man I have ever seen. Or smelled. My God, he’s delicious.

I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him even closer. The hard length of him presses against me, and my body responds eagerly. I’ve been waiting my whole life to be kissed like this.

Mark coughs awkwardly, and my own personal demon pulls away, sizing Mark up in a way that makes it very clear who the alpha male is in this situation. Mark looks away first, submissive to the powerful presence of my rescuer.

It’s a moment I’ll savor forever.

Satan = 1; Cheating Bastard = 0

“Whatever,” Mark mutters, grabbing Tiffany’s hand. He stalks away without another word, but not before I glimpse the unease in his eyes.

“Thank you,” I say softly, tilting my head back to meet the demon’s gaze. His eyes glow like embers in the dim light, seeing into the darkest parts of my soul.

Those are some amazing contact lenses.

Up close, I see he’s painted a tattoo of swirling black on one side of his face. An interesting choice, not one I’ve seen on demon costumes before. This guy is next-level devil.

“You’re welcome, little angel.” His smile is slow and sinful, a promise of wicked delights to come. “Now, I believe you owe me a dance.”

My girl gang sighs.

I take his hand without hesitation, letting him lead me onto the dance floor. The music pulses around us, primal and seductive, as he pulls me close to him. He towers over me, indeed making me feel petite. His little angel.

His hands settle on my waist, scorching brands that ignite my skin even through the layers of my costume. I place my hands on his shoulders, acutely aware of the firm muscle beneath.

We move together effortlessly, our bodies finding a rhythm as if we’ve danced this way countless times. He dips his head, lips brushing the shell of my ear, and a full-body shiver wracks me.

“What’s your name, little angel?” he asks, his voice a husky caress.

“Maribelle.” I cling to him as the song changes, the beat turning wild and frenetic.

A secretive smile plays about his lips. “I’m Lucrael.”

The name rolls off his tongue like a sin, as dark and enticing as the man himself.

“Lucrael.” I taste the word on my lips, savoring the way it feels to speak it.

His eyes flash at the sound, hands tightening on my waist to pull me impossibly closer. I go willingly, drowning in the heat and scent of him, of leather and spice with an undertone of smoke.

The song ends but he doesn’t release me, leaning down to slant his mouth over mine. I melt into the kiss, clinging to him as a raging inferno consumes me from within, burning away any lingering doubts or fears.

“Come home with me,” I say. 
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