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      I never thought killing would feel so good.

      Sitting on the Lust throne, toying with the tines of my ruby-red crown, licking the blood off the corner of my swollen lips, I reveled in the chaos around me with a smile on my face. Demons from Wrath, Envy, Greed, and Pride hurried out of the vast colosseum toward the portal, trampling each other and scurrying away from me in pure, agonizing fear.

      Black mist danced around the ruby crown, my maroon painted fingernails drifting through the haze. Maybe it was the angel inside of me who loved seeing demon carcasses littered on the marble floors, or maybe it was my demon who bathed in the feeling of swelling terror. But all I could feel was immense pleasure rushing through my veins and a desire for more blood, more bodies, and especially more souls.

      The souls of the demonic wicked that I unapologetically inhaled clawed at my insides, talons cutting into my cold, dark heart, trying to puncture it, trying to tear me down. But nothing could destroy me now.

      Everything I believed in, everyone I loved was either dead or had been hurt.

      Now wasn’t the time to give into wailing demons who I killed.

      I shut my eyes softly and inhaled the sweet aroma of decaying bodies, smelling almost everyone’s scent under my pink Lust sun except my favorite scent of cinnamon. My chest tightened at the thought of Eros actually leaving. When I told him to get out of here to stay safe, I thought, at least he’d stick around within a few hundred meters of the colosseum to stop me from killing everyone in sight.

      But I smelled nothing.

      Did he, like Lucifer, want me to lose control? Maybe he wanted to see just how strong I was too. And I knew that if I devoured more meaningless demon souls, I could become the most powerful demon in all of Hell.

      When I brushed my fingers across my family ring, I was suddenly brought back down to reality. No… Eros was gone because I told him to protect the last few people I cared about: Dr. U and Jasmine. Killing more souls wouldn’t make me stronger. I couldn’t do it.

      Though I wanted to.

      Setting my crown upon my soft brown hair, I sat up and gazed around the marble colosseum. While others screamed in terror, Biast sat five feet away from me with a body in his hands and his fangs sunk deep into someone’s neck. He had transformed into a true Wrath demon with eyes swimming in blood; horns longer, thicker, and curvier than moments ago; and a red aura exuding from his red skin.

      After sucking as much blood out of the poor caracasses as he could, he let them slip from his talons, sat back, and chuckled wickedly to himself. He lifted his gaze to meet mine, the intense malicious look inside them making me suck in a breath. Claws piercing through the man’s throat, he ripped a sheet of his skin apart and sunk his hand into the body, soaking it in blood. “Come here, Dani,” Biast snarled.

      Unable to resist his command, I found myself slipping from the throne and onto my knees, crawling to him in a haze of lust. “Give me control, Dani,” Javier, Biast’s dead brother, whispered in the back of my mind at the mere scent of blood. Ignoring him, I knelt beside him and pulled Biast’s hand from the body, admiring how the blood rolled down his forearm.

      Harshly, Biast snapped his large calloused hard around my throat and squeezed. I inhaled sharply and grabbed his wrist, but I didn’t push him away. A wave of pleasure rushed through me, heat gathering in my core. He strummed his fingers across my throat and pulled me closer, pressing his lips back onto mine, the irony taste of blood slipping into my mouth and consuming me.

      “Control,” Javier said again, but this time he was so distant, so utterly far from my consciousness that I barely heard him. Hundreds, if not thousands, of souls begged for control, taunted me, spoke so loudly that I could barely think straight.

      I was sure there were more voices inside of me than demons that I had killed. But how could I feel or hear them? Was it some kind of sorcery? Could I feel the demons and people that they had killed before I slaughtered them?

      Memories that certainly weren’t mine flooded through my mind, the first of a man lying on a dirty wooden floor, clutching a cracked picture frame. Inside the frame was an image of a naked woman tied up and mutilated. Rage rushing through me, I sank my claws into the man’s chest and pulled out his heart, his squirming body turning into nothing but a corpse.

      Shifting my focus to another soul’s memory, I found myself pointing a gun at a bank teller, forcing her to open the back vault and shovel money into my duffle bag, the scent of fresh and filthy dough giving me a rush of adrenaline.

      Both satisfying and terrifying thoughts these demons experienced flashed before me. They were so loud in my head that I almost couldn’t think straight. But as Biast’s rough lips moved against mine and his wet fingers trailed up my gown, they quieted.

      Until the red eyes of Mom’s killer flashed in my head.

      Through the memory of another demon, I watched the red-eyed woman climb on top of a young human woman and draw a knife across her chest and carve out her heart. The demon screamed at her to stop, not to touch the woman he loved, to take him instead, but the heartless red-eyed killer only stopped when she had finished the job, had pulled out the heart, and had consumed it entirely in one enormous bite.

      I shoved Biast away, my chest tightening, and sucked in a sharp breath. Whoever she was, I needed to find her as soon as possible. I was Queen of Lust now. I had taken care of everyone who wanted to openly defy me. I was close to being invincible. Now was the time to avenge Mom.

      After stumbling to my feet, I walked around the maze of bodies to Lucifer who sat alone, the other commanders’ golden thrones vacant. He sipped on his glass of Vemon and drank in the madness with a smile on his face, like this was all his doing. And maybe it was.

      “You really outdid yourself this time, Dani,” Lucifer said, lifting his icy blue gaze to mine. He tilted his head to swallow the red of his drink and grazed an iced-horn across the chair, the gold glinting against it. “To be feared by even the strongest of demons is the second greatest feeling you’ll experience in Hell.”

      “And the first?” I asked.

      Lucifer stood and placed his cup down on the chair. “The first is how you feel when even Mother, that heavenly woman in the sky, is so terrified of you that she rips off your wings and banishes you down here forever.”

      My lips curled into a smile, and I glanced over my shoulder at the other commanders huddled together by the colosseum entrance. Even Sathanus had cowered away from me today. I would never know the feeling of Mother exiling me, but now I knew that my powers far exceeded Sathanus’s or else he would’ve tried to kill me right in the center of this ten-story arena in front of thousands of demons.

      “Don’t get too arrogant now, Dani,” Lucifer said, studying my face.

      “Says the most prideful man in Hell.”

      Lucifer chuckled, the sound chilling right down to my very bones. “We have a war ahead against the angels that we must prepare for, because the Beginning of the End is here, the prophecy has begun. Death will reign upon us all.”

      “Beliel’s prophecy,” I whispered, brows furrowing slightly. “But how do you know?”

      “Look around,” Lucifer said. “It’s the 18th day of the twenty-fifth year of this century. Bodies are littered around us, Biast is drinking their blood, and⁠—”

      “And their souls are bound to me,” I said, my stomach turning into knots.

      If this was truly the beginning of the end, then Hell was about to rise from the ashes, and war with Mother was about to commence sooner than I hoped. We weren’t prepared, at least I wasn’t. Not when I wanted to kill the red-eyed woman and couldn’t control my urges for souls.

      A rightful wave of guilt washed over me. I needed to find Eros, Dr. U, and Jasmine, because I had some explaining to do and a lot of shit to make up for. I nearly killed both Eros and Jasmine tonight, and Dr. U—the only family I really had left—had almost died because of me.

      Placing a hand on my back, Lucifer guided me to the colosseum exit. Huddled in a circle, the commanders chatted quietly until we walked over. Envy crossed her arms across her chest and strummed her mint-colored acrylic nails on her elbow. While she had that usual envious look on her face, I could see the fear deep in her eyes and could smell a salty and sweaty stench drifting off her.

      Greed stood beside her with one hand on her golden-clad hip, eyes trembling when she looked in my direction. She tugged on some pearl earrings and quickly looked back at Envy, as if she was unsure glancing at me would piss me off again.

      Sathanus stood with his fists clenched by his side and his eyes completely red balls of fire, hatred and anger spewing from his sanguine-colored lips and—what looked to be—steam fuming from his ears.

      And the good ‘ole Sloth and Gluttony commanders refused to make eye contact with me but both munched on some Fervor Crisps that were supposed to be for the after-party. Though it didn’t seem like any other demons wanted to party after now. The colosseum and castle had cleared out, demons running down the white stone paths to Chastion, the nearest town.

      “Not at all what we expected from this crowning ceremony,” Envy stated boldly, the first commander to say a single word to me.

      “I didn’t expect two Envies to nearly murder my family,” I said, grinding my fangs together. “And I certainly didn’t expect one of those Envies to have been friends with me, Commander. It all seemed a bit too… coincidental, don’t you think?”

      Envy glared at me with emerald green eyes, similar to Kasey’s. Instead of cowering back in fear like I used to, I stared back at her twice as hard until she grumbled under her breath and looked away from me.

      “Now is not the time to make accusations, Queen,” Greed said, straightening out her back and glancing at Lucifer. “We shall set a time to officially meet and talk about what happened, because killing innocent lives cannot be tolerated.”

      “Innocent?” Lucifer laughed. “Dani was challenged, and she stepped up and proved herself. There is nothing intolerable about that. Unless, you believe that Dani has accumulated too much power, and for that, I kindly tell you to fuck off.”

      Trying my best to suppress a smirk, I cleared my throat. “We will meet on Sunday morning when the Lust sun is highest in the air, but my crowning will not be the topic of conversation.” I paused, my stomach tightening again. “A war is approaching, a war with the angels.”

      Sathanus barked out an empty laugh. “War with angels? Are you still going on about that prophecy, Lucifer? You know that shit isn’t real. It’s made-up shit that Mother whispered into Beliel’s ear before she fucking banished her.”

      “Made-up like your religion?” Lucifer asked, arching a platinum blond brow and clasping his hands behind his back. “Didn’t you just make Satanism up, so your subjects blindly follow you? Or was that someone else?”

      An unruly growl exited Sathanus’s mouth. “Fucking watch it, Lucifer.”

      “Or what?” Lucifer challenged.

      When Sathanus lunged in our direction, Lucifer grabbed his forearm, stopping him completely, and shoved him back. I stepped between them and stared pointedly at Sathanus. “Be here at noon on Sunday. Don’t be late.”

      This wasn’t the time to fight, because fighting led to soul-sucking madness. And, God, if I started again, I didn’t think I’d be able to stop. I had killed so many demons and felt nothing but a nagging numbness and a deep, plaguing fear that something much worse was coming.

      My mind might’ve now been haunted by thousands of demons, but the beginning of the end was here, and we had to be ready for the worst. It was our time to rise, our time to rule, and my time to kill Mother for betraying Mom and letting her die in the hands of the red-eyed woman.
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      Following the sweet scent of cinnamon up my white marble steps, I wandered down the halls and to one of the many spare rooms Eros and I had in the castle. On my way up here, I had come up with a thousand and one things I wanted to say to everyone I cared about. But now, standing in front of the closed door, I couldn’t seem to open my mouth.

      Deciding that I’d wing it, I took a deep breath, pushed open the door, and gazed at a beaten and bruised Dr. U who laid in the canopy bed. Eros stood over her, brushing some strands of Dr. U’s graying blonde hair off her face. When I cleared my throat, Eros looked over his shoulder and blew out a deep breath, his piercing emerald eyes softening. “Thank the fucking heavens you’re okay.”

      I closed the door behind me and gave him a small smile, knowing that now wasn’t the time to embrace him after everything I had done. While my hunger had been satisfied, I had just hurt and killed so many people. Part of me thought I didn’t deserve the pure adoration he gave me every waking moment.

      But, despite my inclination to stay away, all I wanted to do was run into his arms, bury my face into his chest, and lie with him in our bed to forget it all and to thank him for helping me become stronger. If I hadn’t gotten stronger, we all would’ve died, and Maeve would’ve been ruling Lust by now.

      Eros extended a hand out of me, his brown hair parted to the side. I smiled a bit wider at him and intertwined my fingers with his, finally allowing myself to relax beside him in his cinnamon aroma. I rested my head on his shoulder and looked over at Jasmine who sat by a large glass window, probably staring down at all the people hurrying out of Lust.

      She didn’t look at me, and I didn’t blame her.

      This was all my fault. I let this get out of hand, hurt people, scared people, endangered them even. If someone didn’t stop me, I could’ve devoured Jasmine and not have given a damn at the time. I wouldn’t be surprised if Jasmine wanted to go back to Earth and work at the Lounge again, instead of living with us.

      What I feared the most was that Jasmine would never want to be friends again. She was the only other person besides Eros that I had down here, and I didn’t want her to leave too. But if she did, then I had nobody else to blame except myself. I drove her away, whether I meant to or not.

      After forcing myself to pull my gaze away, I hesitantly walked over to Dr. U’s bedside and knelt next to her, taking her shredded hand between both of mine and silently praying that these injuries would heal and that she wouldn’t die on me.

      It hadn’t been less than a couple hours since I last saw her, and she already looked worse. I wanted her to get better as soon as possible, so she could get back to what she loved doing—helping people figure out their lives and guiding young interns like I was onto a better path for the future.

      If she was awake, she wouldn’t want to be in Hell with me.

      “Has she woken up yet?” I asked, softly.

      Dr. U stirred and shifted her bandaged face toward me, opening her swollen eyes as far as she could. “Dani,” she said, voice dry and scratchy like nails on a chalkboard. She weakly squeezed my hand and mewled in pain.

      “Someone get her water, please,” I said.

      Jasmine disappeared into the hallway, the door clicking closed behind her, and returned a few moments later with a glass of water. I took it from her, my fingers brushing against her slightly, and placed it against Dr. U’s lips, like she used to give me antidepressant medication after Mom died.

      She drank it willingly, then pushed it away. “Thank you.”

      “The doctor will be back soon for you.” I gently glided my fingers across Dr. U’s bandages and cursed at myself for everything that happened. Every bruise, every scratch, every fucking hair pulled out of her head was because of me being an angel and leading one of the most powerful kingdoms in all of Hell.

      Dr. U pulled my hands away from her face. “Are you okay, Dani?”

      While I wanted to assure her that everything was fine, the last time I lied like that to someone, Javier started to control my mind. And there was no way that I’d ever let that happen again. With all these demons and thoughts racing through my head, I needed to stay in control this time, because now I had to worry about Dr. U, Trevon, the red-eyed woman, and a looming war with angels.

      Instead of lying through my fangs, I smiled as sweetly as I could. “Don’t worry about me right now. You need to recover before you even think about going back to work to fix someone else,” I whispered, trailing my fingers across her cheeks and staring into her ocean blue eyes.

      “You’re not work, Dani. You’re like my daughter.”

      My heart warmed at her kind words, my eyes filling with tears. While Dr. U had raised me and had been there through everything with me, I didn’t think that she thought of me as a daughter, just like I thought of her as a mother. Most days, especially when I was younger, I felt like a nuisance. All I did was sit in her house, cry my eyes out, and wake up screaming in the middle of the night from demon-filled nightmares.

      “Tell me,” she continued.

      Knowing that I couldn’t even begin to speak about this feeling inside of me, I shook my head and reluctantly pulled my hand away from hers. “You need to get some rest. I will try my hardest to find you a doctor from Pride to come heal you. They’re the best in all of Hell. For now, our doctors will look after you as best as they can.”

      Before I could step away, she grasped my hand in her weaker one and smiled. “Dani, you did great today. You’re becoming stronger just like your mother and father must’ve been. I know that you probably don’t think so, but I am so proud of you.”

      Unable to stop the grin on my face, I stared down at her with tears in my eyes as the warmth spread throughout my body. Even after everything that happened today, Dr. U was proud of me. I just hoped and prayed that she’d get better soon, so I could repay her for always being there for me.

      A Lust doctor appeared at the door with piercing black eyes and ruffled hair. “Dr. Uriel,” he said with a smile. “I’ve heard great things about you from Dani. I’m Dr. Cald, and I’ll be taking care of you until you’re strong and stable enough to move to the Pride hospitals to get treatment or until you’re well enough to go through the portal to Earth again. It takes a lot of human energy to get from one side of the portal to the other, and if you’re not prepared nor physically strong enough, you won’t make it.”

      “How long will it take to heal her?” I asked.

      He walked closer to her to examine her injuries and brushed his fingers against her bandages. “Down here—for a human—a long time. But Pride has some medication that will hopefully speed up the process, though I’m not positive that it’d work. You will have to talk to the Pride doctors.”

      As immense sorrow washed over me, Eros squeezed my shoulder. Dr. Cald nodded to the other side of the room, just out of earshot from Dr. U. “Can I speak with you, Commander?” he asked, giving Dr. U his best smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

      After grabbing Eros’s hand, I hurried with him to chat with Dr. Cald. “What is it?”

      Dr. Cald pursed his lips together. “Her injuries are extensive. If you didn’t stop it when you did, she would’ve been dead by now. I’ll try everything that I can do, but there’s no saying that she will survive this.”

      My heart sank. “What?” I whispered.

      “She has a few days in Lust itself at the very least, before it’s vital to move her to Pride. Pride doctors are typically more well versed in demon injuries. We just mainly deal with…” He paused. “Sex related stuff, as you know. They should be able to help her extend her lifespan by a few more months or heal her completely, based on the science and magic that they know over there.”

      “So, I should worry,” I stated, making it clear. My insides tightened at the thought of losing Dr. U, my anxiety spiking so high that, for a moment, I thought that Javier was back to control my mind for good.

      “Don’t worry until she gets to Pride. Right now, I must advise you to relax,” he stated. “After what happened at the crowning ceremony, you need to cool off, keep your heart rate down, and try to find some peace. Those demons’ souls won’t stay quiet for long.”

      Nodding my head, I turned back to Dr. U. Jasmine glanced over at me and gave me the weakest of smiles. “Go, and do what you need to do. I’ll stay with her,” Jasmine offered quietly from the corner of the room.

      I glanced over at her, yet she looked back at the window almost instantly—still unable to hold eye contact. I gave her a curt nod, kissed Dr. U on the forehead, and walked out of the room with Eros, vowing that I wouldn’t relax fully until I found my doctor from Pride to heal my mentor.

      Once we departed from the spare room, Eros grabbed my hand, his grip tight, almost as if he was not willing to let me go, like he wanted to hold me close forever and ever. We walked down the high-ceiling halls to my office. Inside, my desk was torn apart, books had been thrown, my bookcase toppled over, and pages from old and ancient books were scattered all over the floor.

      Trevon’s adventures as a demon last night certainly had consequences.

      As soon as we walked in, Eros dropped my hand and shut the door. “We need to talk.”

      I sighed to myself, picked up a few books from the floor, and placed them onto the desk, fingers brushing against the hundreds of pages that weren’t in my native tongue—but in a demonic language that I hadn’t fully mastered yet but was learning slowly.

      “What do you want to talk about?” I asked, leaning against what was left of my desk.

      Eros lingered by the door, those devilish emerald eyes taking me in, almost in caution. My stomach tightened, more guilt washing over me at the sight of him. To see the caution and fear in his eyes hurt me.

      Without saying anything, he walked toward me and stopped about a foot away. We were close, but not as close as we had been. I could tell that Eros was holding back, staying away in case something bad happened again.

      “You’re afraid of me,” I whispered before he could say anything.

      Instead of responding right away, he gently grasped my face and frowned. “Dani, I’m not afraid of you,” he said, brushing his thumbs across my cheeks and stroking them gently. But Eros was lying.

      “I can feel your fear,” I whispered again, not knowing how I could sense it… but it was definitely there and only getting stronger by the moment. Eros had told me that those demons trapped in the portal could feel fear, that they preyed on it… And now I understood why.

      It made a demon seem weak, but my Eros wasn’t weak. He was vulnerable and hurting.

      Eros glanced down between us, remorse washing all over his face. I grasped his jaw and shook my head. “Please, don’t be afraid of me,” I pleaded, tears threatening to fall. “You’re my best friend. I can’t do this without you. I need you to support me down here.”

      Because I kept unintentionally pushing people away. First, Kasey. Then, Jasmine.

      A few months ago I hadn’t even known that Hell was a thing, and now I was the queen of one of the most powerful kingdoms. If I needed anyone at this time, it was Eros right now. He had been the Prince of Lust for thousands of years; he knew how this kind of thing worked.

      “Are you still… hungry?” he asked carefully.

      After I shook my head, Eros blew out a deep breath, wrapped his arms around my waist, and slumped his head down so it was resting in the crook of my neck, all the muscles in his body relaxed the way they did after sex. “Hell, Dani, I thought you lost control completely. I thought I’d never see you, sane and calm like this, again.”

      I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and tugged him closer to me, burying my face into his neck. “This is me. The Dani you fell in love with. You don’t have to worry. I promise that I’ll never do anything to hurt you.”

      We held each other in silence for a few moments, his scent of cinnamon calming my senses. “That was the first time you devoured that much,” Eros finally said. “Your appetite for demon souls will continue to grow. It will become harder and harder for you to control your urges when you’re not satisfied.”

      “Which means that I’ll need to be satisfied, right?” I joked, awkwardly hoping to lighten the mood. I poked him in the stomach, feeling his hard abdomen underneath his shirt, and smiled up at him. “You’re good at doing that.”

      Eros hesitated. “Maybe, but not for long. Without more sex, you’re going to crave more souls. It’s one or the other, Dani. I’ll provide you with as much as I can, but I won’t be enough. You’re Queen of Lust now. Your demon will require more of everything.”

      I pressed my lips together, not wanting to have this conversation with him again. I wanted Eros and only Eros, having someone else in this relationship with us was enticing but it was also so terrifying at the same time. I trusted him with everything that I had… but it could lead to drama, and Lord knew that I didn’t need more of that in my life.

      “I don’t want to,” I whispered.

      “You don’t want to, but it needs to be done.”

      “Well, what do you suggest?” I asked, trying to compromise. “I want you to be happy with this decision, whatever it may be. There are a lot of demons in Lust who’d want to be with us, just because we’re the commanders. And I want someone who will love us for us, not because of our title.”

      “You’re the commander,” he clarified. “Not me.”

      “We’re in this together. I can’t run an entire kingdom by myself. I need you to trust me, and I need to be able to trust that whatever decision we make isn’t going to cause you stress. The beginning of the end is here. Demons will rise soon. I’m only strong with you by my side.”

      A deafening silence captured the room, then Eros swallowed. “What about Lucifer?”

      “Lucifer?” I asked, brows furrowed together.

      It shouldn’t have surprised me, as Lucifer was growing closer to both of us and Eros had mentioned it before. But Lucifer had an entire kingdom to run himself, he couldn’t be in my bed every night, could he?

      “Lucifer isn’t going to use either of us for power or control, since he already has a kingdom of his own. He likes spending time over in Lust, and don’t you enjoy our little trips to Pride?” Eros asked.

      I hesitated but nodded. “Is this what you want? Are you okay with me being with one of your greatest friends all the time?”

      Eros paused again, taking a long time to answer my simple question and I could tell that there was so much he wanted to say to me, but instead he opted for a simple: “Yes, I want you healthy and in control of your urges.”

      “Is this what you want?” I repeated, wanting him to come out and say it. “Do you want Lucifer to be with me and with us? Adding someone else to this mix, even if it’s just for casual sex, might get a bit messy. One of us could end up catching feelings.”

      Because I wasn’t going to lie, Lucifer was easy to fall for.

      “Us…” he repeated with a smile, grabbing my hands. “I’d like for him to join us.”

      What seemed like ages ago now, Eros mentioned that he only liked sex with people he had feelings for, and while Eros and Lucifer hadn’t had sex with each other—at least to my knowledge—Eros had kissed Lucifer the other day and enjoyed it too.

      Maybe he did want this more than I thought.

      “Let’s talk to him and not settle until we are certain that this is something he desires.”

      Eros grasped my jaw, pulled me toward him, and kissed me. “Good,” he mumbled against my lips. He wrapped his arms around the back of my thighs, picked me off the floor, and placed me on the desk. “Because I want to be able to enjoy my time with you now, Dani.”

      I drew my finger up the side of Eros’s neck and under his chin, forcing him to look at me with those sinful emerald eyes that I wanted to consume every night until the end of time. He hardened against the front of his pants, grinding himself into me softly.

      “Are you afraid of what will happen to me when you thrust yourself inside me, Eros?” I murmured against his lips, letting myself have just a taste. “Are you afraid that I’m going to lose control and devour every bit of you?” I inhaled his cinnamon scent deeply and shuddered in delight. “Or are you afraid that you’re going to love it too damn much?”

      Eros wrapped a hand around my neck and pushed me back with it, his claws dangerously close to my throat, strumming his fingers up and down. I sucked in a breath, feeling the heat gather in my core and spread throughout my body.

      When he rested his forehead on mine and kissed me, I closed my eyes. We were suddenly transported to that realm that was both imagination yet truth, dream yet reality, the hazy in-between where all your dreams came true and all those monsters in your nightmares were real.

      Instead of being in my old bedroom or any of the other places Eros mind-controlled me before, we were walking on white feathery clouds behind enormous golden gates, staring at miles upon miles of red apple trees.

      Eros looked almost surprised that we ended up here, yet he grasped my hand and pulled me from the path to behind some trees to hide as people with huge wings that I didn’t recognize walked from a large temple down the path, all chatting quietly with each other.

      He placed a hand over my mouth, pushed me against the tree, and grinded his hips against mine, emerald green eyes filling with complete darkness. Lust shot through my body at the thought of this being… so sinful that even Eros thought he had to hide. Eros never hid from anyone and took me where he pleased, like on the bus that one night.

      While he played with my clit with one hand—teasing it in torturous circles—he pulled out his cock with the other, lifted one of my legs into the air, and pushed himself into me without hesitation. As soon as he filled me, my entire body shuddered in delight.

      “You’re going to scream for me, Dani,” Eros said, staring down at me with black eyes. He pumped in and out of me as people walked through the path, not seeing us yet. “And when you do, you’re going to be as loud as you fucking can. Do you understand me?”

      My core tightened even more on him, and I nodded, sucking my lip between my teeth and holding my breath as the pressure rose higher and higher in my core. It had barely been a few moments, but I was already about to tip over the edge.

      I guess that’s what happened when I was already drunk off souls from tens of demons.

      He stopped moving his fingers for a moment, the pressure subsiding slightly, then slapped his palm against the sensitive bud. I yelped out into his palm and grasped onto his shoulders, clawing at the muscle. Oh god, I was going to…

      “Come for me, Dani.”

      Throwing my head back, I reached behind me, grasping at the tree trunk, at the leaves, at the apples even, anything that I could to hold me steady because my entire body was trembling in pure ecstasy. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me, and I let out a scream that came from so deep inside me I almost didn’t recognize it as mine.

      Eros continued to pump inside of me, filling me with more and more of his cum with every thrust. I clenched on his cock, wanting to suck the juices right out of it. He slowed down slightly, smirking against my neck and letting his teeth dip into my skin. “Heavens, Dani…”

      Almost as quickly as they appeared, the feathery white clouds disappeared around us, and we were back in my office with his head buried in the crook of my neck. I took a deep breath, my chest rising and falling. “Where-where were we?”

      Eros opened his hazy emerald eyes and pulled away, lips parted. “Heaven.”

      “Why’d you bring me there, out of all places?”

      “I didn’t,” he said. “You brought us there.”
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