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        Moira died. Of course, she never expected to appear in Hell once she did. But Hell isn’t the fire and brimstone place so many people fear. More like a cross between an office building and a dormitory. And the devil, who happens to be a sexy, disembodied voice in an endless expanse of darkness, sticks Moira with the job of Welcomer for the second floor of Hell. A job which comes with a skimpy little demon costume.

      

        

      
        If that isn’t enough to drive a strong-willed woman into fits, Moira discovers she’s on the same floor as Jared, an ex she’d rather forget exists. Only now she feels a strange attraction whenever he’s around. Fun times.
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      Blackness, emptiness, darkness. All good words to describe what I was suspended in.

      So this was death. Big surprise.

      I’d seen the truck approaching me, weaving on the other side of the road, while I cruised along on my motorcycle. My death was pretty much instant. At least I hadn’t felt any pain.

      What hurt wasn’t the collision, but knowing all my ex-boyfriends had been right when they said I shouldn’t be riding my bike alone at night. I’d taken their admonitions as sexist, implying a woman should be on the back of a Harley instead of controlling one, not that they cared about my well-being. Their warnings had been a hint from the gods.

      Well, crap.

      I attempted to find a comfortable position in this nothingness, but my impatience got the best of me. Sidestroke, butterfly – I remained fixed in my current position, no matter how much I swam. Unless I was moving, just unable to perceive it.

      A line to wait in would have been nice, but I feared I’d be stuck in this vat of ink for eternity. I totally didn’t deserve this fate.

      “Moira.” The voice boomed around me, and also inside me. It was sultry and feminine. A voice that could procure a lot of customers at a phone sex company.

      “That’s me. And you are?” Hm, talking to a disembodied voice actually didn’t feel awkward.

      “Pandora.”

      Even had the name of a phone sex operator. “Like the chick from the Greek myth?”

      “Sort of.”

      “What kind of Pandora are you, then?”

      “Just me.”

      How wonderfully detailed. “Well, I can’t see you, so your description sucks.”

      Laughter rolled around me, a sound that would give any man a hard-on. Good thing I was straight.

      “Moira, you’re a piece of work. How delightful.” Pandora chuckled. “I’m who many people call the devil. And you can see me – I surround you. You’re suspended within me.”

      The living sure had it wrong. No horns or tail, not to mention the gender. “Let me guess? You appear in different forms to different people?”

      “I don’t often interact with others, and when I do, it’s like this. Humans have a wonderful imagination, though. Fire and brimstone in Hell? Too tacky.”

      At this point I’d have normally said: What the hell am I doing here? But the thought of the horrible pun stopped me.

      No reason for me to end up in Hell. I’d never committed an atrocious wrong. A few relationships had ended in breakables being thrown across the room, but that was life.

      “This is Hell?”

      “No, this is me. You’re at the back door.”

      So fucking surreal. Maybe I was in a coma, dreaming. “What’s wrong with the front door?”

      The nerve-wracking laughter vibrated around me again. If I ever returned to the living, I’d tell them that the devil was a cross between a succubus and a black hole.

      “I’ve chosen you, Moira. You’ll be a Welcomer for the second floor of Hell, so you’ll see plenty of the front door.”

      Enough was enough.

      “Why me? Not just for this Welcomer gig, but why am I in Hell? I was no angel, but was I that far away from Heaven?” Or Limbo, at least. Not that I’d ever given much thought to such places when alive – I was pretty much a pagan at heart.

      “Who said there’s a Heaven?”

      I had the sense that my head should have been throbbing, but I guessed being dead and inside the devil offered the absence of physical pain.

      “Moira, Moira. I can’t tell you why your soul was routed here. Only you can reveal the answer to that question. I’m Pandora, but I’m not all-knowing. Consider me a gatekeeper, and you’re one of my underlings.”

      “What’s the benefits package?”

      Great. I had to give her another reason to laugh. If I heard that full-throated sound one more time, I’d... What could I do to a devil that had no form?

      A pile of neatly folded clothes appeared in my hands. On top of it was a headband with two red, sequined horns. The rest of the attire appeared skimpy. A costume from a lingerie store. Lovely.

      “That’s your uniform.” Pandora hummed, which was even worse than the sultry chuckling.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      “Oh, I almost forgot.” A pitchfork popped into my clenched fist. “Need to play to the imagination of the souls, you know. It’s all business.”

      No more laughs, just the voice of a boss, although the sexy couldn’t be removed from the words.

      “There are currently three other Welcomers on your floor. They’ll teach you your duties.”

      For once in my life, I was speechless. Well, my life was over. So the first time in my unlife. I wasn’t the most charismatic of people, and Pandora was insane if she thought I could play welcome wagon with a smile on my face.

      I had no time to formulate a rebuttal, though.

      “Good luck, Moira.”

      My sight blanked out. The nothingness disappeared, and Pandora’s laughter tickled my ears, as if I was the best entertainment she’d had in years.

      Bully for her. I had a feeling joy would be a distant memory for me for a long time.
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        * * *

      

      Light filtered into my mind, my sight changing from black to blurry. The edges slowly sharpened, and for the first time since dying, I had a sensation.

      I was dizzy enough to puke.

      Reaching out to steady myself, my fingers sunk into soft fabric – upholstery. The wave of nausea passed, and I found myself facing a small, open kitchen, the pile of clothes and pitchfork Pandora had the nerve to call a uniform clutched to my breast with my free hand.

      I turned to find three guys sitting on the couch that had saved me from falling flat on my face. They shouted at a football game on a big screen TV.

      The devil was a female vixen who enjoyed aggravating her employees, and Hell was a dormitory. I guess that made sense – it was Hell, after all.

      “Hey, look at this.” One of the guys craned his neck to stare at me. “We have a new Welcomer on our floor.”

      All three ogled me, a distraction from the commercial that had popped on.

      Uh. Come back on game. Never thought I’d hope for that, but I preferred if these guys forgot about me.

      I had a tendency to clash with the opposite sex, unless we happened to be in the bedroom with similar goals. And sports freaks annoyed the piss out of me. Most men assumed if you rode a bike, you also liked football, or another boring pastime involving balls. Assumptions like that got drinks spilt in laps. On accident, of course.

      The commercial ended, but the man’s shouts had brought more people into the vicinity, filtering through several doors to my right. They all gawked, a dozen pairs of eyes fixated on me.

      To my left, a set of big double doors opened, admitting a girl dressed in the uniform – it appeared skimpier on her. Yuck.

      She led a middle-aged man by the arm, speaking to him in hushed tones, then stopped mid-sentence when she spotted me. “Oh. You must be the new Welcomer.”

      After two people had stated the obvious, I’d normally pull a smartass retort out of my brain. I mean, no one else was clutching a costume with sequined horns and a pitchfork to her chest. But the shock of the situation froze my tongue. From Pandora to communal living area in seconds.

      Duh. That would have worked, though trite. Instead, I stared back at everyone.

      My discomfort heightened as the crowd increased, and then a voice I recognized echoed from behind the people-clogged doors. “Moira?” Jared pushed past the gawking mob and into the living room, a stupid grin on his face.

      Luckily I still gripped the couch. This obviously was Hell, especially if I had to spend eternity with this particular ex-boyfriend. Not just a messy breakup, but an endless emotional ride in a holey canoe down Niagara Falls.

      I bit my inner cheek, resisting the urge to unleash a stream of curse words. It had been my only means of communication with him during the last month of our relationship, and afterwards, until I completely extricated him from my life. “You died?”

      “Um, yeah. Girlfriend caught me cheating, and we made amends. Well, I thought we did. She drugged me right after sex, then smothered me with a pillow.”

      Sex addict. “Fitting.” His constant philandering had been the final straw. Eh, you reaped what you sowed.

      The grin dropped off his face, and that familiar spark glimmered in his eyes. “Let me guess... The motorcycle?”

      Asshole. We’d purchased the bike together, and I’d swiped it from him after our breakup. He’d remained a constant headache until I reimbursed him for his contribution. Even then, he’d made it clear he thought he deserved the Harley, instead of a scrap of a girl.

      I left the steadiness of the couch behind and wrapped my hand around his neck. “Prick.”

      Now he’d call me a bitch or cunt, or a hybrid of the two. Instead, his anger faded as quickly as it had appeared and he cast his gaze downward.

      Shame. From Jared. Holy shit.

      “I’m sorry.” He rested his hand on mine. “That was uncalled for.”

      I released my hold, suddenly feeling self-conscious. Then I glanced around, amazed at the expanse of the crowd. All of them watched me with dumbstruck looks on their faces.
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