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Prologue



[image: ]




Two women are discussing in a closed-door office.

"I need to make a test of purity on the vortex."

"Alright. How can I help?"

"Assemble a team of sinful people. You can focus on the primordial sins, you will get a mission, and make them pass through the vortex.

"Is that all?" 

"Yes."

"What will happen to them?"

"I didn't figure it out yet. I am thinking between killing them or just making irreparable loss, wings cut down, a form of automatic punishment, something that will make them suffer until the very last day of their life." 

"Gross!"

"You want me to kill them?"

"No, Mom, I want something in return. Because you want me to mess up with people's lives, again."

"What about giving you some insights about his whereabouts?"

The daughter is shocked. Her eyes widen in disbelief.

"What? I know you made the project of Tartaros to get him there... am I right?"

The daughter's mouth opens lightly.

"Diana, he was punished and banned for a reason. You are alive and doing well for other reasons. So be a good girl and do the task I gave you. You can choose whichever sinful people you want. You can use whatever resources you want. But you must make them go through the vortex. As the team returns, I am testing more variants for future examination. I must fix any possible issue so the actual pure souls don't get punished."

"I understand. Okay. Can I use humans? Demons? Any beings you specifically want?"

"Your choice, but make sure they get through it!"

"If I find him, how can I let him out of prison?"

"Hm. Dear, that is something I can't help with. But I can tell you this. Certain weapons can cut through everything. Keep that in mind."

The young woman is thinking. She has no idea about such a weapon.

"Can I check in the infinite library for clues?"

"Yes. Now go, I have to make a giant growing seed."

"What for?"

"Entertainment purposes only. Mine, of course."

When her mom does this, usually somebody gets hurt. Sometimes, entire worlds simply disappear. Giant trees, giant worms, giant people... well, at least she stopped mixing the species. Finally, she made a law for separating different worlds and species. One of the outcome products is the masks in Tartaros. Some others are banishment from the initial species world and full transformation into the chosen species. It would be long to get through the whole thing. 

"I am already feeling sorry for them," the daughter says. She knows her mom can still hear her, as she is close.

"I don't. I enjoy how things go at the end. Now bye!"

"Bye-bye!"

Diana gets out of her Mom's office. She was the head of the Research and Development Office. Sometimes, it's better not to know things because knowledge can be a burden too heavy to carry alone.
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Chapter 1



[image: ]




I close my eyes—I love the pitch black. I want to sleep... but, well, I can’t.

Upstairs, in the apartment above mine, they’re in action again. I can hear them moving like maniacs. Every night, half the night. She screams at every orgasm like she's summoning demons, and he's probably pounding the wall. For sure, it sounds like that. Thank God I’m not up there to see it.

After my grand, heart-shattering love story—which turned out to be a complete piece of shit—I stopped seeing anyone. Only my friend Jane stuck around. Kind of. Mostly on the phone. She knows everything.

That was almost five years ago.

I started going to the gym to burn off some energy, not for weight loss. These days, I rotate between swimming, jumping, and the occasional kickboxing session. I avoid the machines—I’m not a fan of fitness equipment. The place is enormous, and it is the capital’s biggest gym. Honestly, it’s more like a mall.

Anyway, yesterday... I went on a date.

I like the guy with his big smile and perfect teeth. Damn. He looks somewhere between a fool and completely mesmerized when he sees me. That grin of his stretches from ear to ear. His brown eyes and dark brown hair? Not really my type. He’s at least a head taller than me, though, so I can wear heels, which is a plus.

But the way he talks... It’s pleasant to hear. He makes me feel good.

His name’s Richard.

Oh—and I’m Lexy. Yes, that’s my real name. Aside from Tristar White Angel, but that’s a story for another time.

Richard and I have known each other for a while. It wasn’t exactly a secret that I wanted to go out with him at least once, but ending up in his bed? That part wasn’t really in the plan. Not that I’m complaining.

He gave me a full-body massage. Kissed every inch of my skin. He found all my sensitive spots, like a man on a mission. And, well... he’s gifted with a big penis. We made love three times. It was... fantastic.

Honestly, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

And now, I’m lying here, annoyed that I live in a skyscraper full of sex-crazed neighbors. I want to move.

I can’t sleep.

I’m not in love with Richard, but I greatly like him. Still, there’s no real chemistry or fire, and I want to burn in the desire's flames.

I can’t call my ex. That door is locked for good.

So, I’ll wait. Maybe, I’ll meet someone who doesn’t just spark something in me... but turns me on to be consumed by the flames of desire. 

The clock is ticking - time to get up.

Yeah... coffee.

***
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One week later.

I am out shopping when I get hungry, so I stop into a Fresh Kitchen restaurant for a sandwich. At some places, even the simplest sandwich is healthy, nutritious, and delicious.

The waitress isn’t having a good day. She manages to ruin my new shirt with iced coffee. Thankfully, it isn’t hot.

"Get me your superior. Right now!" I snap, almost shouting.

“I’m so sorry, miss,” she stammers, hands trembling as she tries to fix the mess. I have no extra clothes with me, of course. So, I stand there, cold, wet, and seething, waiting for her manager to appear and make a scene for him and other customers.

“Good day,” a deep voice says smoothly behind me. I turn.

“Please accept my sincerest apology for our employee’s mistake,” he says, bowing lightly. Then he straightens, he is tall and composed.

“How the hell am I supposed to go home like this?” I ask angrily.

“I understand the issue. Allow me to fix it. Please come with me; I can provide a change of clothes.”

He has jet-black hair, dark eyes, and deep brown skin almost like chocolate. His smell is so delicious, like a pheromone that instantly helps you decide whether you can stand someone. That’s how it works in Tartaros, anyway. No idea if it's the same across the rest of the Sacred Plane of the Universe.

I follow him into his office. He smiles as he gestures toward a seat.

“Would you like some tea?”

“Actually, yes. Tea sounds perfect. I need to calm down.”

His lips curve into a knowing smile, amusement flickering as his thoughts wandered straight to a more suggestive interpretation. “I’ve got a calming recipe as well. Give me a moment—I’ll prepare the tea and bring you a change of clothes.”

He disappears into the next room and returns with a sealed bag. Inside is a brand-new waitress's T-shirt.

“I think size two will fit,” he says, eyeing me a little too appreciatively.

Yeah. It fits perfectly.

“You can change in here,” he adds, motioning to the room he’s just come from.

I step inside and... wow. It is more like a luxurious dressing lounge than a changing room, with a huge mirror and stylish furniture.

I slip off my ruined shirt and pull on the clean T-shirt he’s given me. It fits perfectly.

The sealed tea bag sits on his office beside a steaming teacup; I can’t wait to smell its fragrance and taste it. The manager is seated, a checkbook open in front of him.

“Oh, that’s not necessary,” I say quickly.

“It’s a gesture of apology. My sister is new and still learning. I had to deal with something else. This is my fault.”

He scribbles something, tears off the check, and hands it to me.

I blink.

Is that... a month’s salary?

“My shirt’s not worth this much,” I say. And it’ll be fine after a wash.

I sip the tea and gently place the check back on the table. He watches me, biting his lower lip—probably wondering if I’d file a complaint.

“What is your occupation?” he asks suddenly. “Sorry, I’m Max. I’m looking for a shop manager.”

What?

“No, no, no. Not interested, thanks.”

“Honestly, you’ve got the attitude for it. You’re fair, assertive and empathetic. And the uniform looks amazing on you. It’s like meeting the perfect person in the worst possible way.” He sighs.

“Sorry to hear that. I’ll be going.”

I stand, and he nearly leaps forward to open the door for me. That’s when he touches me—just a light touch of his hand to guide me—and suddenly, I am staring into his eyes like a complete idiot. The door stands wide open before me, but I can only feel the pull of an inexplicable chemistry. My imagination? Instantly and wildly unleashed. 

I smile—awkward, flustered—trying to smother the rising heat under something that resembles dignity. I need to move my feet to walk away.

“Or... perhaps you’d like another cup of tea?” he offers, catching my hesitation.

Come on, legs. Move. Now.

But my body refuses. I freeze, suspended in the moment like time has slowed down. Finally, I make that step, and my leg is slightly trembling.

He helps me by showing me his hand, I accept by placing my hand over his and just like that, our skin touches. My brain short-circuits. I am embarrassingly aroused. I want to jump on him right now. God, this is immature, stupid. What the hell is wrong with me?

“Meeting the perfect person in the worst way possible. Huh,” I mutter. 

Ironic.

He smiles, amused, and helps me out of the office. My leg shakes fades and I can walk normally.

“If you ever change your mind,” he says, handing me a sleek business card, “give me a call.”

“I told you—I’m not interested in working for you.” I look at the card, reading the name aloud. “Max Meyer.”

“You can still call if you’re ever around and want to have tea with me,” he replies teasingly.

His sister approaches again, apologizing.

“I’m fine,” I say gently. “But you need to be more careful. If you’re shaking because you’re that nervous, you’ll end up breaking something or doing something inappropriate.”

“Like that other inappropriate thought, you had earlier?” Max whispers in my ear.

I feel a pounding desire born in my belly, right where I’d like him to touch me.

Crap. My mouth stays open slightly, betraying me.

“No, not like that!” I say quickly.

He grins like he knows exactly what I am thinking. I haven’t meant to admit anything... but I guess I did.

“You have my number,” he murmurs, then takes my hand and presses a soft kiss against my wrist.

My pulse goes wild.

“Okay, well—next time, be more confident!” I turn to his sister. “You got this, girl! Bye-bye!”

And I leave.

What in the world was that? Who is this guy? On my way home, I looked him up on the Internet. I need to calm down. There are tons of articles, pictures, and even news clips. Max Meyer is very well known. Oh, and his parents died just a month ago.

***
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Richard is waiting for me with dinner.

“What’s up with you?” he asks warmly.

Just like that, all the heat and wild thoughts from earlier fade. I ground myself, fully present again. This—being here with him, feeling safe and steady—I genuinely enjoy it.

But...

But maybe there can be more.

“Believe it or not, I almost got interviewed today,” I say, still processing everything. “My brain’s still spinning. How about a movie?”

“Sure,” he smiles. “Let me guess—you didn’t tell them who you are or what you do?”

“Nope,” I smirk. “Sometimes it’s better just to keep quiet. Might even come in handy.”

That ended the topic.

I fall asleep easily this night—I am so tired. Honestly, this vacation was more exhausting than my regular life.

***
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Morning.

Oh yeah—blue fire consumes me and vanishes into nothing.

The bitch is back.

Double coffee, extra bitter.  Makeup to hide the feelings. Bright red lipstick. All white clothing.

Well, I am a White Angel, after all.

White hair. Everywhere.

My skin is that pale pinkish-yellow white, scattered with sparkling stardust. My eyes? Sky blue. But here in Tartaros, I look like your average blond human.

Except... I’m not.

No one here really is. The whole city wears masks—avatars. From sea monsters to bacteria, fairies to phantoms. Tartaros is home to creatures of every imaginable origin, all cloaked in human-looking masks. You’d need a damn encyclopedia to identify the species living here. But they coexist peacefully, no threats, no executions, no shame—just the right to live as they were born to be.

This city, maybe even this whole continent, feels like a gift from the Divine—a refuge for the damned.

Sometimes, I wonder when I’ll meet an actual human.

Haven’t seen one in decades. Then again, I’m three hundred years old. Bureaucratically, though, I’m just over thirty.

It’s been about thirty years since I arrived in Tartaros. Before that, I served on the Highest Council, in the City above the clouds. Occasionally, I was sent down to Inner Earth as a messenger and never allowed to stay. So, I barely know anything about it.

Now that I’ve restarted work, Max’s shop is on my audit list. I could pick another, but... no. This one’s at the top. Not that I asked for it. The list came in this morning.

He won’t like it—at least not the official version. The unofficial version? That depends on what he wants.

Still... best not to expect anything. Time to do the damned audit.

I park my car at the usual spot, around the corner of the building, where I will audit.

Shitty job. This is going to suck.

As I step out, my mask activates. Here in Tartaros, everything is modeled after Earth. Everyone appears human unless you agree to “see” beyond the mask.

You never really know who or what you’re talking to.

It could be the demons who walks among man or elves, fairies (not as sweet as they seem), aliens as the greys, blues, the reptilians these few are living under the terrestrial soil, some call them diggers although they have already established realms underneath our footsteps and not in the empty cosmos some very far away as people think. We do have here even bacteria-type entities. Some of the weirdest stay hidden, plotting in dark corners.

Anyway, Max’s scent still lingers in my sensorial memory. That means something. Compatibility. His touch sent fire through my veins, something rare and so satisfying. But my demon tail didn’t show. Not even with Richard. The only one it ever appeared for was Luke, my ex. A low-ranked demon who dumped me the second he got promoted—that asshole. If I had the tools, I’d torture him for it—or at least beat the hell out of him and leave him floating in thin air without a recall device. I know. I’m mean. But he killed the most tender, genuine part of me.

Why am I still thinking about him?

No idea. Probably because I’m still pissed.

And sometimes, anger is fuel—precisely the kind I need to get this job done.

Tablet. Special pen. Let’s go.

The building is fully covered by windows. Beautiful, but possibly a safety issue.  Finding: To be verified.  Check the glass type. Cleaning schedule. Method used.

I walk into the main room, which is clean and well-organized. The menu is visible. Approval forms are on the wall. Hours are displayed. An employee is in uniform, with a name badge on, and in perfect condition.

Check. Check. Check.

Oh no. It’s her.

“Hello,” I say with the softest voice my bitch-mode allows—polite enough to be civil, unpleasant sufficient to sting.

“Oh! Hi! I’m happy to see you again. Thanks for your advice yesterday,” she says, far more relaxed than before.

“You’re welcome,” I smile. “But first, I need to finish my work. Then I’d like a sandwich and an iced coffee. Who’s in charge today?”

“I am.”

“Well, I’m officially back at work, and your shop is my first audit.”

“Sure. Let me know how I can help,” she said, seriously now.

“I’ve got a long checklist. We’ll go through it step by step. I mark what’s present or not. Where there are doubts, I’ll write questions and address them to you.”

She nods. “Okay. Go wherever you need.”

“Thanks.”

“I thought you might file a complaint after yesterday.”

“Don’t worry. This place is one of my favorites. Especially when I’m on vacation—I can come in without freaking anyone out. So, I’ll apologize now and in advance if things get uncomfortable.”

“I won the bet with Max, by the way.”

“What bet?”

“That you will be back soon. He said no. I said yes. You would still be returned even if we weren’t on your list.”

“You’re smart,” I smirk. “Tell him—if he’s not back by the time I’m done— you’re the one he’s been looking for. The one he tried to convince me I was.”

My smile twists into a grin. I can’t say more. The report has to go out soon.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” she says slowly. “I thought he... likes you?”

“He tried to hire me as shop manager. That’s what he said, anyway.”

Her jaw drops. “What?”

“Sorry if that’s disappointing. In my opinion, you should have that position. You’ve got the right energy for it.”

She straightens up, stunned. “Now I get it. Thanks for telling me. I don’t think he’ll be back soon—he’s tied up with the lawyers right now. Something about... Ah, never mind.”

I move on to my checklist. Everything looks good. I make a note about the windows. Then I step into Max’s office.

His scent is still in the air. I let myself inhale deeply.

God.

There is something hauntingly familiar about it, yet entirely new. It slides under my skin, curls around my nerves. It isn’t just his body—something about him feels..

Could he be a shapeshifter?

I check the storage area. Immaculate. Everything is in place.

“Excuse me, what are you doing—um?”

I turn, tablet in hand, setting down my final checkmark.

“Good day. I’m conducting the audit,” I say, showing him the form.

He steps back, curiosity flickering in his eyes.

“Monica, darling, could you come here a moment?”

She appeared almost instantly.

“Sorry—I was in the ladies’ room. Max, she’s here for the annual audit. I gave her permission.”

“It’s fine. Please, have a seat. Would you like something to drink, maybe a tea?”

“Not yet. Anyway, a simple water will do it. I’ve got three questions before I can send the report. After that, I’d love to be a customer again—if that’s okay with you.”

“I’m listening. Monica, make me some tea. And get some water for Miss...?”

“Lexy Tristar White Angel,” I say. “Sorry—I didn’t introduce myself properly.”

Both of them make faces, caught off guard. Maybe even a little afraid.

Yeah, I know. I’m sorry. Really, truly sorry. I only got this week’s assignment list this morning. I had no idea I’d be here today.

“Don’t worry, it’s all right,” Max says, responding to my thoughts.

He steps forward, gently placing his hands on my shoulders. Oh, my God! I turn, meeting his eyes—and just like that, a wave of hunger floods me. Not for food. Not for tea or even water. For him. For heat. For connection. For something wild and what one would call an overwhelming sex party.

If I weren’t wearing makeup, the blush rising in my skin would be way too obvious. I can feel the warmth spreading even with my “mask” on. Thank the stars for the foundation.

“Actually... I think I will have that water,” I murmured, sitting down quickly.

Monica leaves to prepare the drinks for us, so I grab my tablet to distract myself.

“First question,” I say, regaining composure, “what kind of glass are the outside windows made of?”

Max nods and steps into a small, hidden side room. “Come. I’ll show you.”

I follow him, tablet in hand, and find myself in a compact archive room filled with paperwork. He moves with purpose to the back and pulls open a thick dossier.

“Scan this. It has the full specs.”

I take a photo and tap my screen.

“Next, what cleaning methodology do you use, inside and out? And how often?”

He smiles faintly. 

“We can talk about that outside,” I say.

“Are you afraid to be here with me?” Max asks.

His voice sinks low, velvety. It slides down my spine like an ancient wild melody.

“No,” I say. My voice is steady, but my pulse betrays me. I turn to leave the archive.

That’s when he takes my hand. He steps behind me, his hand gliding to rest low on my stomach, pulling me into his warmth.

And just like that, I am burning.

His breath brushes against my neck. Then his soft, teasing lips press kisses along my skin, growing hungrier with each one. He takes hold of my hair, tilting my head so he could trace my vein with his mouth—sucking, biting, kissing in a dizzying rhythm.

I can barely keep up.

My whole body responds, every nerve alight. I can feel him hard against my back.

“I need to finish the report,” I gasp, breath catching as I tear myself from his hold, but just barely, because my body is tense with the desire that has taken hold of me—I am wet and ready to take him in.

But I still have work to do.

Monica returns just in time with the drinks, smiling like she hasn’t heard a thing.

“If you need anything, just press the button,” she says, closing the door behind her.

“The cleaning,” Max says smoothly, “is done every morning inside, and weekly on the outside. If needed, we contact a local window cleaning service. Their methods are standardized for full clarity and compliance.”

“Perfect.” I jot the last notes down and tap send. The audit is complete.

Max raises an eyebrow.

“So... where were we?” He steps closer, his hand already at his belt, loosening it with slow, deliberate fingers.

“Right here...” I say, showing the pulsing vein on my throat.

“I’ll try to hold back my additional members, but I will cascade your pleasure!” 

“Show me, don’t tell!” I teased him.

Max’s breath is hot against the back of my neck, his hands gripping my hips like he owns me. His mouth follows—hungry kisses turning rougher, teeth grazing my skin as he presses himself hard against me, already hard and ready.

He yanks my hair back, sharp and demanding, forcing a gasp from my lips. His other hand slides down between my thighs, finding me wet and aching for him.

“You’re soaked,” he growls, voice dark with need. “You wanted this.”

I can’t speak—my body answers for me, pushing back into his touch, shameless, desperate. His fingers stroke, tease, push me higher until I’m trembling before he even gives me what I need.

And then—he does.

One rough thrust and he’s inside me, deep, filling me so completely I cry out, my knees nearly buckling. He doesn’t give me time to adjust. His hips slam into mine with raw force, each stroke harder than the last, relentless, punishing in the best way.

His hand snakes around my front, fingers circling my clit with ruthless precision. My breath shatters into moans, every nerve ending lit on fire.

“Fuck—” I choke out, clawing at the chair in front of me as he drives me closer and closer to the edge.

“You can take it on and on,” he snarls in my ear, thrusts never slowing. 

The words break me. I shatter around him, crying out as pleasure rips through me, my body clenching tight. But he doesn’t stop. He pounds into me harder, forcing climax after climax out of me until I’m shaking, sobbing his name, begging without meaning to.

He finally drags me onto my back, legs thrown over his shoulders as he fucks me deeper than I thought possible, his pace rough, merciless. His mouth crashes against mine, a bruising kiss that tastes like hunger and sweat.

Another wave hits me and I scream into his lips, clawing at his back as he groans deep in his chest, spilling into me with a final, driving thrust.

We collapse together, bodies slick and trembling, but his arms stay locked around me, holding me tight as if the world might tear us apart.

When his breath steadies, he smirks satisfied.

“So... what about that sandwich and coffee?” I ask casually.

“Ladies first,” he replies, opening the door for me like the gentleman devil he is.

Only Monica is in the shop now.

“I’ll prepare something for both of you,” she says, grinning knowingly.

The rest of the week passes without anything exciting.

​
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Chapter 2
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I skipped the date with Richard. I feel too good in my skin to ruin it with something... less.

And now what? I’ve never been this kind of person. I never thought I’d even consider having partners—fuckbuddies, I mean. With Richard, things could slide into a relationship if I let them.

But Max... Max is complicated.

If he has additional members, he is among the types no one talks about. The dangerous ones. The kind that can read minds—and possibly kill you during sex. Yeah, that kind of death isn’t rare here. It’s why everyone keeps their masks on, especially during mating. Bodies don’t always match. Species don’t always mix well.

But Max? He kept his mask stable the whole time... and dropped it only when needed. That level of control isn’t standard. It’s powerful.

It’s night now, and I’m overthinking again, while the couple above my apartment hosts their usual late-night sex concert. My paintings are shifting slightly on the wall from the vibrations. I’ll have to straighten them again in the morning.

My communicator chimes. I glance at the dark mirror.

A new human has arrived. He has a job to do. Guide him and take care of him, Lexy, for the next three months. Your special powers are allowed to be used when needed only. Official notice will follow.

Oh, yay. Babysitting duty. So, I’ll skip auditing. Sounds interesting. Just when I started feeling balanced again.

Thanks.

My hormones have finally stabilized after that whirlwind with Richard. I am not as bitchy. But Max... he's entirely on another level. Maybe I can learn more about him if I sneak into the archives. Not that I should. That’s against protocol. I’ll see.

I’ll return next week to present the audit results, so maybe I will see him again. Or maybe not.

I wonder if Monica messaged him while I was auditing to come back quicker and meet me. She said he likes me.

I head to the train station and write Daniel's name on my identity card so he will recognize me.

I wait a few minutes before a blond boy shows up.

Oh no.

How old is he?

Did he die and arrive here in Tartaros? Or did he somehow get here alive? If so, how? Are they not allowed here, or do I miss something I’m not aware of?

(Danny’s POV

Holy shit.

Is she my guide?

Long, toned legs. That skirt is way too short for Earth standards. A human would call her a bitch. I want to push that skirt up and see what happens.

My grin practically lives on my face at this point. And those tits?

Yeah, I could play for a while.

Focus. Business. I need to find Lara—or, more accurately, the asshole angel who took her.

This mask is weird. I look younger, thinner, and even shorter than I am. Don’t know why I have to look like this, especially since I’m a real human, unlike everyone else here. But rules are rules.

Tartaros looks better than I expected. I thought it’d be a hellhole. It’s... decent.)

“Hello. I’m Daniel McGregor,” he says. “But you can call me Danny.”

“Hello. I’m Lexy Tristar White Angel. You can call me White Angel.”

Oh my God! I already hate this job.

I’d take an audit over this any day—even though I hate that too.

“An angel in the heart of the Outerworld? Or, considering what I heard about it, should I say Shadow's world on the surface?  Come on. I’m not an idiot,” he laughs.

I smirk.

“Yeah, kid. I’m a demon. But that is my real name. So, get used to it.”

“Well, White Angel sounds kind of... dramatic. What about Angelica? Or Angie? Or just... A? Whity?”

What. The. Fuck?

“Looking to get tortured, boy?” I ask, voice sharp. A little blue flame sparkles out of my hand to show him I am not joking. Then I close my palm, and it goes out.

“Okay, okay—how about Lexy? That sounds way more normal than ‘White Angel.’”

“Nope.”

“Why not? Come on...”

Lexy is for friends, lovers and in general for people I like.
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