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Lust & Monsters Book 1: Accidental Contract

"What are you?"

"You know exactly what I am."

He stepped forward and I backed away until the back of my knee touched the cold bathtub. I yelped as I fell backwards and he wrapped his arms around my waist to keep my head from hitting the porcelain tub.

"I'm the demon you summoned," he whispered, his lips so close to my ear that goose bumps erupted from where his breath brushed my skin. "And now you're mine."

When Anna joins her ex-bullies in a summoning ceremony, she doesn't know what to expect, but it certainly wasn't a cut on her palm and a sexy demon hard on her heels.

He claims to be there to grant her wishes. But at what cost? 

Start Reading It Here!

Lust & Monsters Book 2: Under His Spell

"Perhaps I've finally gotten insane," he agreed, his eyes narrowing. "I only have you to blame." 

His hips continued to move against mine, corruptive and enticing. Keeping a hand locked around my wrists, he explored the insides of my thighs, his touch leaving trails of fire on my skin. 

When his fingers left my skin, I wanted them back.

"You feel this too, don't you? The fire?" he growled.

I could only moan in response...

Anna's life just got a lot more complicated, and that's saying something considering she doesn't remember anything about her past due to her memory loss.

The last thing she needs is two sexy alpha males, one of whom is a horned demon, fighting for her attention, but she doesn't have a say in the primal pleasures they introduce to innocent body. 

Start Reading It Here!

Lust & Monsters Book 3: Loving The Beasts

"If I'm not gentle, you'll break," he whispered when we parted for air. 

"Then break me..." I breathed, taking in the scent of his body, now mixed with a deep-seated lust that burned my lungs. I licked my lips and steeled my resolve before leaning up to kiss him, sucking in his lower lip and teasing it with my tongue, then nipped down hard enough to draw blood. 

"And fix me," I said, tasting metal on my mouth.

When two sexy alpha males offer Anna the world in exchange for her body, she refuses. After all, one had shattered her heart and the other used her... and both are, literally, monsters.

How can an innocent young female fight against two savage beasts eager to take her? 

She can't. 

Start Reading It Here!

Lust & Monsters Book 4: Vampire Inheritance

At eighteen, Raelynn Pierre has her life all figured out. When her eccentric grandfather sends for her to visit him, she takes the opportunity to meet the family she has never met.

But the journey takes her to a stranger on the train who needs her blood to heal... and takes her heart as well. Rightfully frightened, she runs away to her grandfather's castle where she finds that she is not at all welcomed, but is unable to leave. The only thing keeping her safe is a mysterious werewolf who has appointed himself her protector.

Start Reading It Here!

Lust & Monsters Book 5: Unbridled Vampire

Raelynn and her werewolf protector are on the run from a clan of vampires that is more than either of them can handle.

When they seek refuge on a cruise ship, lust is heavy in the air, consuming them with a breathless urgency that drives the werewolf to take her for the first time.

But they are not alone. Raelynn is drawn into a maelstrom of an affair between a possessive werewolf and a seductive vampire who offers her protection... in exchange for her body.

Start Reading It Here!

Lust & Monsters Book 6: Possessive Vampires

In the dead of the night, Raelynn is captured with a dark beast with eyes like the abyss and wings that block out the light.

The last thing she expects is for him to offer her the world. His intentions are clear. He wants her and is prepared to do anything to own her. Body, mind, and soul.

She wants to push him away. She has a werewolf and a vampire who loves her. She doesn't need another lover.

She may not a choice.

Start Reading It Here!
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My hand stung where they cut me. Jessica probably didn't mean to cut deep. They had never been malicious before. They taunted and teased and deeply inconvenienced, but they had never hurt me physically. Not until today.

Jessica had gotten worse. A small voice in my head warned me that I needed to fight back or it will just get worse. It was just an accident, another voice whispered. And she apologized, didn't she?

I unclenched my fist and flinched at the amount of blood that was there. The last thing I needed was an infection.

I reached for the sink, hoping to wash off the blood and access the damage. It didn't hurt too much. Probably just a flesh wound.

A dark chuckle vibrating through the room made me stop short. "Poor baby. Let me take care of that for you, hmm?"

Before I could draw in the breathe to scream, a hard hand wrapped itself around my wrist and pulled me into a naked, hot chest. There was nobody else when I came in here!

Exhaling sharply, I looked up at my captor. His eyes were fully dark, not a hint of white to counter the abyss of his. My heart stopped. He was beautiful in the most horrifying way.

I wanted to scream, but that was impossible to do without breathing and I couldn't do that either. Not with him so close to me. Touching me.

He tilted his head as he examined my cut carefully, almost marveling at the way the blood trickled down my wrist.

"So red. So alive. So human," he hissed. His voice trembled, rumbling through his chest and to my body. I pulled back and he wrapped his free hand around my waist to keep me pinned. He was neither muscular nor thin, but he held me with a grip that felt completely permanent. My lungs were screaming for air and yet still I couldn't inhale.

His skin was so pale it was ashen and on his head were the giant horns that I had seen in the mirror. He gave me a devilish, grin, showing off his sharp fangs before flickering his tongue delicately up my wrist, tasting the blood and licking his lips. Still staring at me, he licked around the wound.

I gasped, feeling as if flames licked against my skin, but instead of pain, it was almost pleasant. The odd sensation went from my skin down my body, warming me with it's incredible heat.

His sharp fangs shone when he smirked down at my awestruck face. He pressed my palm against his lips. "There, isn't that better?" he purred, kissing the cut that was no longer there.

His hold on my waist tightened and he dropped my hand to curl his fingers into my hair. He pulled me closer to him, as if we weren't completely molded together already.

"Remember to breathe, human," he murmured.

Start Reading It Here!
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"Anna, I'm not going to hurt you," he said. "I just want you to understand." His hands pushed me down and he settled himself on top of me, keeping me trapped between him and the soft cushions of the couch.

Suddenly, he grasped my face between his hands so I could look into his eyes, so blue and beautiful that I could cry. 

Soundlessly, I clawed at him, fingers digging into his chest and arm, leaving scratch marks on him as I tried to get free. 

"Anna, stop!" he commanded, but I was trying my best to get away. He grabbed my wrists and forced them behind my lower back, trapping them between my spine and the couch, the position pushing my breasts up into the small space between us. "You feel it too, don't you?" he whispered, his hips rolling into mine hard, eliciting a gasp from my lungs. 

His weight pushed me into the couch as he ground against me, the hardness of his erection pressing into my body. 

"I wanted to get close to you to hurt him. To show him the hurt I felt," he said, his free hand exploring the curves of my body. "But now I just want you for myself." 

I gasped hard when his hand found the smooth curve of my hips under my dress. He suddenly fisted the hem of my underwear and effortlessly tore through the fabric with a single, swift yank, contoured muscles on his arms rippling from the strain. 

My cheeks caught on fire as I tried to closed my legs shut, only to be met with the firmness of his strong hips between my thighs. The cool air brushed against my clit and I breathed shakily.

"Mateo, I think you're crazy," I whispered, my voice coming out in soft moans. None of what he had said made any sense. But it doesn't change the fact that when he touched me, I felt the same sense of being alive, of every nerve ending in my body being on fire. I wished I could freeze time so I could stay in the moment forever and speed it up so he could take me then and there.

Even the knowledge that Mateo was batshit crazy didn't change the fact that I wanted him. I wanted his fingers on me, in me, everywhere. 

"Perhaps I've finally gotten insane," he agreed, his eyes narrowing. "I only have you to blame." His hips continued to move against mine, corruptive and enticing. Keeping a hand locked around my wrists, he explored the insides of my thighs, his touch leaving trails of fire on my skin. When his fingers left my skin, I wanted them back.

The sound of his zipper opening rang loudly in my ears. 

"But you feel this too, don't you? The fire?" he growled.

Start Reading It Here!
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"Anna," his breath warmed the skin below my ear and he kissed the throbbing pulse there. "You're mine," he hissed, his voice laced with deadly desire.  

I moaned lightly as he suckled the soft flesh of my neck, his teeth occasionally nicking the smooth skin there to elicit little gasps from my lips. He was so much larger and his grip tighter. He knew how easily it would be for him to break me. He touched me with such care and gentleness that it almost hurt. 

"No," I whimpered, lulling my head to the side when I felt him kissing lower. There was a growing tension in my stomach, like a tightly coiled spring that could come undone with just the slightest touch. "Don't be gentle with me," I moaned, my grip on his arms tightening hard. 

He drew back, surprise obvious in his onyx eyes, searching for an explanation. 

"Don't pretend to be someone you're not," I whispered. That was how we lost each other the first time. I didn't move when he slid the strap of my gown down to my arm, the silky material flowing over my chest until it slipped over my breast, revealing a pert, pink nipple. I bit my lower lip, swallowing the urge to tell him to touch me. 

He leaned forward and took my lips to his, teasing them from my teeth. His fingers pressed into the firm slope of my ass, applying enough pressure to lift me to my toes. I gasped, my head swimming with stars as he tasted me with his tongue, expertly drawing me into a dance for control. "If I'm not gentle, you'll break," he whispered when we parted for air. 

"Then break me..." I breathed, taking in the scent of his body, now mixed with a deep-seated lust that burned my lungs. I licked my lips and steeled my resolve before leaning up to kiss him, sucking in his lower lip and teasing it with my tongue, then nipped down hard enough to draw blood. "And fix me," I said, tasting metal on my mouth.

His lips curved into a grin that would bring a lesser man to his feet in fear. I wasn't afraid of him, I realized with a jolt. Only that I would alone.

I was his, and that would never change.... like how my love for him was unwavering even through the pain. How I felt about this, I had yet to decide. This wonderful, horrible monster who was so afraid of losing me that he daren't let himself fall. Two years ago, he had taken my heart without giving his. Now he was offering me his soul and I didn't know if I wanted to take it.

His fingers glided down my neck, following the line of the dress until he was touching the gown that had gathered beneath my exposed breast. 

I whimpered when the back of his hand skimmed across the underside of my breast, but he merely brushed against the sin there before moving his finger back up to slide the second strap off my skin. I suppressed a nervous shiver as the gown fell to a puddle of silk around my feet.

I felt like my heart would leap right out of my chest when he looked at me like that. 

I was keenly aware that there were still many problems between us, but I wanted to work past them. The feelings I had for him were.... complicated. When he's near, when he's close, all I could think about was how much I wanted him, how much I wanted to be with him. But once that haze had lifted, reality would come crashing down and my rational mind would convince me that he was a bad idea. 

How much of it was love? Or was this all lust? 

Did it matter? 

Start Reading It Here!
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When I let out a breathless gasp, he pressed my hips hard against the wall with his own and I felt the hardness of his body against mine, the throbbing warmth between his legs very much alive and wanting. His hand crept down my neck to the hem of my blouse, slowly tugging it down.

"Do you trust all the strangers you meet so easily?" He whispered against my ear as my blouse fell onto the floor.

"No," I shivered as I was suddenly in my underwear before him. He expertly unhooked my bra and slid it over my arms. I let that fall without protest. Under his heated gaze, I was suddenly rapt with desire, running from the base of my neck all the way to my toes. I couldn't move. I could barely breathe. I bit my lip and stared into his eyes, finding myself reluctant to look anywhere else. They were so beautiful, burning with a passion that warmed my body.

When his fingers skimmed around my bare nipples, I let out all the air in my lungs and my fingers on his arms tightened. The light, airy caress on my pink buds made them rise to attention.

"I need a taste of you," he whispered urgently, his fingers drifting lower, edging around my hip and down to my inner thigh.

"I- ah-" I was quieted by his fingers brushing against me, his hand fisting in my hair to pull my neck further to the side. His free hand slid under the waistband of my pants and cupped the throbbing heat between my legs.

"I do apologize, my dear," he said, confusing me with his cryptic apology. His teeth raked down my neck and he bit down hard, breaking the soft skin on my neck with his teeth. At the same time, he pushed my underwear to the side and slid a finger into the wet entrance between my legs.

I didn't know which was worse, the pain of his finger sliding into my body or his teeth sinking into my neck.

He groaned against my neck, biting harder when I started to push him away. Wordless whimpers left my lips, my breath hot against his naked skin.

"Don't fight this," he growled, sliding a second fingers into my core as he suckled my neck, drawing blood from my veins to make me weak in the knees. I shrieked in anger and dismay, raining blows on his shoulders, his chest, his face, and he took them all without being deterred from his task, his warm mouth closed over my neck as his fingers delved into my warm heat. I tried to pull away, but he had me pinned with his body to the door.

"Your scent is driving me wild." His words ended on a growl, an ominous rumble that filled the rattling carriage. His thumb flicked past my clitoris and I shivered so hard I nearly pulled away completely. He growled, the sound kindling my blood, making me want to bite back. I realized dimly he was talking to me, whispering sweet nothings to calm my racing heart in between desperate kisses.

I drew in a breath to scream - and moaned instead. The pain was gone now, replaced by a blinding pleasure that made me tremble.

"I'm sorry for this," he groaned, licking my neck as he drew back. "It would take too long to explain..." His voice was still soothing and he had released his grip on my hair to stroke my back, forcing my chest up. His mouth was still buried in my throat, kissing and licking the throbbing pain there.

"Stop," I gasped, finding a semblance of sanity in my mind, enough to know how crazy this was. I could hear his breathing roughen as his hand roamed over my naked body, capturing the pebbled nipple between his finger and thumb and rolling it gently.

My protests turned into moans as he started pumping his fingers in and out of me and another sensation overwhelmed my senses, a peculiar warmth spreading throughout my entire body to make me arch against him, offer more of what he wanted to take.

I felt hot and cold all over, my breath coming out in pants as a tight pressure built in my core. Pleasure coursed through my veins as I felt his fingers move inside me, stretching my walls as he moved his fingers in and out, whispering sweet nothings as his lips trailed down the curve of my neck to my breasts.

His low growl vibrated through my body and I moaned again as he bucked against me. My leg wrapped around him desperately, pulling him closer to me and he pushed me against the door.

"Fuck." He grabbed me by the waist and tossed me to the chair, pinning me down with the weight of his body. His lips and teeth were red with my blood...

Start Reading It Here!
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Trembling softly, my fingers lightly swept across one of his shoulders, brushing away an invisible lint there. I hesitated, my breath lodged in my throat.

When I finally found my voice again, I inquired, "What if I refuse?"

Reaching out, his fingers toyed with the collar of my dress. "I suppose we would just have to hold you down," he suggested dangerously, his fingers gripping the collar of my dress, eyes gazing at me so invitingly. I couldn't help but feel something in me relax as he continued to look at me.

Shades of pink poured into my cheeks and without thought, my gaze dropped from his eyes to his lips.

I shook my head. "Stop it."

"Stop what?" he started, pulling me closer to him. My body arched into his, our bodies fitting together like parts of a puzzle.

"Whatever you're doing. Stop it," I pulled away, deliberately trying to focus my eyes at anywhere but him.

His chuckle vibrated through his body to mine, sending a chill down my spine. "I'm not doing anything," he said and with one tilt of his head, closed the space between us. He tasted like mint and blood. I didn't mind. His lips were soft, full, and cold.

I thought I heard a growl behind me, but the touch of his tongue on my lips erased all trace of Kenzo from my mind.. His tongue ran along the seam of my lips and I parted them, allowing him inside. His kiss was passionate and hot, burning me from the inside out. His hands were on my shoulders, tight enough to keep me in place, but not so tight that I couldn't pull away if I wanted to.

Trembling, I struggled to find reason through the haze of the moment. Yet, as his tongue continued to dance with mine, my thoughts were jumbled together, making little sense.

Something like panic started to build in my chest, but only for a moment, a stray murmur in a roaring of pleasure of his lip on mine. I could feel him, every inch of him, every breath he took, everything he felt. Something wound tight, strong, and sharp, coursing through my veins and stabbing in the depths of my heart. He consumed me, taking control.

What was it that I was feeling? My blood seemed to roar, pounding, echoing in my chest as things clicked into place. The very air around us grew dense, shrouding us in darkness despite the lights.

Had I been holding onto my hate for him because it was easier? That couldn't be right. It was so much easier to love this strange vampire in front of me.

Too soon, he pulled his mouth away from mine, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down my chin and to my neck. His long fingers unzipped the dress from behind and he pulled one sleeve off my shoulder, his mouth trailing after it. His tongue licked above the dip in my neck.

Gasping, I scrunched my eyes shut and clutched at the fabric covering his chest, pushing against the intensity of him as his touch skimmed down my bare shoulder, tugging the dress all the way down my hand. The feel of his warm breath wafting over my collar bone propelled the heat to every part of my body, tearing a whimper from my lips.

"Stop this," I gasped, but my fingers gripping his shirt tightly, pulling him closer.

From under his lashes, his eyes leveled themselves upon me, boring into my soul as he drew his lips back and sunk his teeth into my neck, creating punctures in the soft skin. A hot, torrid shock was sent straight to my loins as I arched my back and released a needy moan, echoing down the hall.

I felt Kenzo's hands around my waist, keeping me on my feet as Diego drank from my veins.

"Ohh..." I whined softly, feeling the blood drain from my body at an alarming rate.

"Shh..." Kenzo growled in my ear, whispering sweet nothings and promises that echoed meaninglessly in my mind. Thoughtlessly, his grip on my body tightened, drawing me closer to his chest. My heart was roaring in my ears, pounding, pounding, and the burning heat in my loins seemed to be growing outwards, like tendrils crawling over my skin. I felt the warmth of their bodies as they trapped me between them.

Start Reading It Here!
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"Do you want me to kiss you, Rae?" His blunt question perplexed me, bringing my gaze straight up to his. His eyes were so dark, so intense.

"Are you asking for permission?" I swallowed.

"Yes."

I was curious what it would be like to kiss him on the lips. "Then, no," I said, hesitantly, wondering if there were repercussions for denying him.

He did what I was afraid he'd do. With a hand on my arm, he turned me around and faced me, his gaze locked with mine for a longest time as he pressed my hips against the counter with his weight.

"You can't do this. I refuse," I pushed at his chest, but he was as steady as a rock, and my palms on his chest only awakened feelings in my loins that made it harder to breathe. I avoided his gaze steadily, looking at anywhere but at him.

"I heard you the first time." His smirk darkened and my heartbeat picked up at the soft touch of his hand on my chin, tilting my head up to look at him. His thumb was on my jaw, rubbing gently. My knees were suddenly too weak to hold me and as if he knew what he was doing to my body, he wound an arm around my waist to keep me from falling.

"You can't kiss me..." I said breathlessly, my heart throbbing in my chest as he tilted his head, his exhales turning into my inhales. "I-" he abruptly shushed me with a brush on the lips.

"You're my prisoner." His voice was deep, husky, holding a tone that was so heavy it made my lids close. "I can feel desire rolling off you, Rae. Don't you want this?"

I did. I wanted to feel his lips on mine. In a haze, I moaned and tried to rise on my toes to reach him, not caring that I was his prisoner, that he forced me to be here. But he pulled away, a self indulgent smirk on his lips.

Stunned, I drew back, my eyebrows furrowed in annoyance. I very nearly growled and tried to reach up to pull his face to mine again, but he only needed to lift his head a little to escape my lips.

"Minos, please," I moaned softly, filled with a harsh and unfamiliar hunger that begged to be satiated. I felt him go deathly still, his breathing hard and deep as everything came to an abrupt halt.

"I never gave you my name." The terse words were spoken as he took a step back. His expression was hard and tight, his lips set in a firm line. His eyes were dark and troubled and he looked starved as I ran my tongue over my bottom lip.

"Minos," I whispered, trying to calm my pulse. My own breathing was labored, haggard. I wanted him with a desperation that made my throat close up. The tight tension in my core was almost unbearable. He hadn't given me his name. I didn't understand why I knew it. It whispered in my soul, a harsh hunger.

Start Reading It Here!
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I thought bullying was a phase people grew out of when they finished high school.

Evidently not.

I grabbed the handle and pulled as hard as I could. It rattled, but didn't budge. I tried pushing it. Nope.

I hadn't been paying much attention when I walked down the hallway to class. Someone grabbed my backpack and yanked me backwards. I only caught a glimpse of the group of blond-haired girls before I was pushed into a janitor's closet. A glimpse was all I needed. The door slammed loudly as I fell onto the shelves, my heavy backpack cushioning my fall.

The impact forced the air out of my lungs. Bottles of detergent fell onto the floor and I hurriedly got up so that none will fall on my head.

Their triumphant cheers filled my ears slowly and I rubbed the back of my head as I pressed my ear to the cold door.

"We didn't hurt her, did we?" a female voice asked timidly from the other side of the door.

"Nah. She'll be fine," another voice said.

Someone asked a more important question, "Did she see our faces?"

You bet I did, I wanted to say. I didn't want to give them the satisfaction. I didn't need to see their faces to know who they were. These were the same group of girls who enjoyed tormenting me all through high school.

I should have done my research before accepting the scholarship to the college. If I had known they were going to be here, I- I wouldn't have done anything different anyways. It wasn't as if the orphanage was rolling in money.

"Doesn't matter. It's not like she has the guts to go to the Dean. Right, Anna?" Jessica taunted. She banged the door loudly with her fist and I drew back in surprise, backing into the shelf and causing it to rattle loudly as my backpack slammed into it again.

The laughter made my cheeks burn.

"We'll let you out after class!" Kelly said gleeful and they went their way, heels clicking loudly against the tiled floor.

Sighing, I pushed away from the shelf and glided my hands along the rough, stone wall, flinching at the thought of touching all the bacteria on the walls. I sneezed and blinked dust out of my eyes, then continued exploring the walls on either side of the door, praying that the light switch was installed in the room.

It was a few seconds before I found it. I must have moved passed it a dozen times out of panic. I switched it on and the light flickered before finally lighting up the small cupboard. There was a mop and a broom in one corner and a shelve right behind me. The room was barely big enough for me to fully stretch out my arms.

Fighting back the panic of being trapped here forever, I tried to find my phone. I wasn't some sort of barbarian. I had technology. I just needed to call someone and- Damn it. It wasn't in my pants. Maybe I had it in my backpack. I swung it around in front of me so hard that it hit another bottle on the shelf and made it fall to the floor.

"Ahhh," I shouted, and then resisted the urge to start cursing. I needed to keep a level head. This was just a temporary setback. It wasn't as if I had never been locked in a janitor's closet before. Sure, this was smaller than I was used to and I hadn't stashed any food on the shelves. I should really introduce myself to the janitors if I was going to be spending more time here.

I searched my bag for the phone and couldn't help but curse when I couldn't find it. "Where are you," I turned the bag over and threw everything on the ground. Books, notebooks, half a dozen pen, a pair of sunglasses, a scarf... no phone.

My breathing turned shallow and my heart pounded hard against my chest. I pounded my fist against the wall and screamed as loudly as I could.

"Help! Get me out of here! Can anybody hear me? Help!!"

My voice was two pitches higher than normal and I continued to scream until my voice was hoarse.

It wasn't long before I grew tired of screaming. Wasn't this a college? Surely somebody would walk past. I banged my head against the door repetitively and said in a dull monotone, "Let me out. Let me out. Let me out."

I sounded like an introduction to a horror movie. I cleared my throat and tried to sound less like a haunted spirit coming from the cupboard.

"Somebody help me. Please!" I pounded the door.

Then, I took a break and sat down to take a drink of water. At least I was prepared. There were a few snack bars in the bag and a bottle of water that should last me a day. I continued kicking the door with my shoe as I drank some water.

Jessica was right. I wouldn't go to the Dean to let him know about my problems. I was here on scholarship. I wasn't making them any money so I sure as hell shouldn't be causing any problems.

It's not a big deal. What's getting locked in a closet in the grand scheme of things? In a few years, I would graduate and be free of their teasing.

As I was looking through the bottles of detergent and wondering if any of them could be drinkable, the door opened.

There was a giant figure at the door. The bright light blinded me for a moment and I had to stop myself from covering my eyes with my arm. I was enough of a cliché as it was.

I considered bolting past him to avoid any questions, but the moment I looked up, I realized I had made a horrible mistake.

He was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. I heard his friends call him Soju, like the drink. I could drink him all night long. Not that I would ever have the chance. He was way beyond my league.

His hair was combed neatly in spikes all over his head and his eyes were an impossible shade of gold that seemed to shine.

His jaw was tense when he looked down at me. He didn't need to be a genius to figure out what happened.

"Did someone lock you in here?" he asked nevertheless.

My cheeks reddened. "What?" I exclaimed with mock incredulity and forced a laughed. "Of course not! I was in here for soap. The ladies toilet is all out," I grabbed the nearest bottle on the floor.

His eyebrow arched as he read the label on the bottle. "That's bleach."

"Cleans like nothing else," I said. There was nothing quite as humiliating as getting saved by the hot guy I've had a crush on since I started college.

"I thought only high school children do things like this," he said, deadpanned. He extended a hand to help me up. I eyed it suspiciously and couldn't help but check behind him to make sure there was nobody else there before taking his hand. It was warm and large and comforting. I wished he didn't have to let go when he did.

"It's not a big deal," I mumbled with a shrug. "Thanks for opening the door."

"You should report this," he said, helping me collect my books and stuff them into my backpack.

"That'll just make things worse," I said, knowing a deep crimson was spreading across my cheeks. He even smelled good. Like soap. "I learned a long time ago that reacting just means they win."

I could see from my peripheral vision that he was staring at me with an expression akin to pity. Damn it. I wanted him to like me, not feel bad for me!

"Anyways, I got to get to class. I'll see you around," he said quickly, almost eager to get away from me. Maybe he thought being a loser was contagious.

I waited for him to be out of earshot before whispering, "We're going to the same class."
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​Chapter 2: Classes and Heroes
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"Who let four eyes out?" Jessica called the moment I stepped into the classroom. I heard the girls laugh and flinched when I saw Soju's look of understanding from the second row. It was a small miracle he never noticed we were in the same economics class. Then again, I kept my head down and was careful not to get myself noticed.

Now he knew the people responsible for my little mishap. Soju sent the girls a glare, but they were too busy laughing amongst themselves to notice. It was probably for that best that they didn't. The less he associated with the girls, the better. I heard from the grapevine that Jessica was single and looking for her next arm candy.

I walked a little faster towards my seat. It was just my luck that they needed to take Econs 101. I couldn't drop the class since I didn't want to have to explain why.

At least I was doing well. More than well. I was the one skewing the curve and making it harder for anyone to get a higher grade, something the professor, thankfully, didn't disclose to everyone in class.

My only consolation was that by doing well, I was causing some of the girls to fail. They needed to retake the course since it was part of their major.

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to breathe deep and keep calm. When I opened them, the professor had entered the class.

I sighed in relief, letting go of the breath I didn't realize I had been holding. I could feel their eyes on me, just staring, waiting to make a move. They could keep staring while I focused on class. There was a reason they were failing.

Two long hours of note-taking later, I was ready to bolt out the door. Last to come, first to leave. That usually stopped the girls from having the chance to mess with me.

No sooner had I put my notes in my bag were they yanked out of my hands.

"Hey!" I exclaimed reaching to pull the notes back.

Jessica was holding onto them and waving them just beyond my reach. "Heard you're doing well for the class! Friends share notes with friends," Jessica said.

I couldn't help but snort at that. "We're not friends, Jessica."

Her upper lip quivered and she managed to pout convincingly. "I'm just trying to be nice. Right, Gabriella?" she turned to one of the girls. Gabriella was a pretty nice girl before she joined Jessica's gang. We partnered for Science class a few times.

Jessica twirled her hair as she waited for her friend to back her up. There were hints of strawberry at the end of her long blond hair.

Gabriella looked mildly uncomfortable. It was one thing to make fun of me when nobody else was looking and another matter altogether when they were doing it in a classroom full of people.

Most of our course mates had stopped in their tracks to watch the drama unfold. I didn't blame them. I would rather be any one of them now.

For several moments, Gabriella said nothing. Then, she said earnestly, "May we borrow your notes please?"

I was stunned by the sincerity in her voice. "Only if I can have it back later," I whispered.

"Thanks," she smiled. I wasn't the only one who was surprised. Jessica turned to her friend with a glare and Gabriella flinched.

"Is everything alright?" a masculine voice asked. My hero.

"Everything's fine," I said before anyone could have a chance to respond. I didn't need a big, strong man to come to my rescue and I certainly didn't need him to feel even sorrier for me. I was pathetic enough without his help.

Jessica swirled around, fully intent to show the newcomer exactly what she did to people who interrupted her, only to melt in the presence of Mr. Sexypants.

"Hi," she waved at Soju weakly, her perfectly manicured nails glimmering prettily.

Jessica towered over me but still had to tilt her head up to look at Soju, who glowered at her.

Soju ignored Jessica pointedly and turned to me. "Are you alright?" he asked.

"Everything's fine," I repeated. "Gabriella just wants to borrow my notes," I said.

"Yeah," Gabriella managed a half smile. "And apologize for this-."

"Are you two friends?" Jessica interrupted, stepping between me and Soju so he had to look at her. She was very pretty. A part of me was instantly worried she would have him under her spell.

"Yeah," Soju said, causing my eyes to bulge in disbelief. Sure, he saved me earlier that day, but that hardly made us friends. "Are you friends?" he asked in return, still staring suspiciously at Jessica.

"Anna and I go way back, right girls?" Jessica gushed, oozing with sincerity. Her big brown eyes were convincingly earnest and the rest of the girls echoed confirmations.

I was still too busy gaping at Soju. He only learned my name two seconds ago when Jessica said it.

"Listen, there's a party at the house tonight. Why don't you come?" Jessica asked Soju.

"Anna and I would love to go," Soju said, causing my jaw to fall even further from my face. The sorority house was not a place I wanted to step in. It was bad enough to have to deal with Jessica and a couple of girls, but an entire house of them? There was no way in heaven or hell that this would end in any good way.

"I don't think that's-"

"It'll be fun!" Gabriella chimed. "I promise," she said.

Now I was certain there was something wrong.

"We'll see you two tonight!" Jessica chirped, smiling brightly. She was really pretty when she's not being a total bitch.

"What the hell?" I blurted and turned to glare at Soju. For someone so ridiculously hot, he sure was dumb.

He stood there a moment and looked at me with narrow-eyed puzzlement. "Maybe you guys can be friends!" he said, sensing that he had made a mistake.

I groaned and swung my bag over my shoulder. "You just don't get it, do you?"

"Get what?"

"I don't want to be friends with them. I just want them to leave me alone."

It gave me a certain satisfaction to be the one turning my back to him as I walked away. It still hurt though.
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​Chapter 3: Party of Lies
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"Here's some more stuff for you Anna," Professor Sid said absent-mindedly as he tossed an entire bucket of plastic beakers into the sink, successfully dirtying the tubes that I had just finished cleaning.

I counted to ten under my breath so I wouldn't explode.

"Please lock the door behind you after you're done," he said, wandering off. He turned off the lights before leaving the lab.

I was suddenly in complete darkness.

Closing my eyes, I counted backwards from ten. I took off my cleaning gloves and walked to the door so I could turn the lights back on, having made the journey enough times to not knock into anything on the way there.

I was paid by the hour, so it shouldn't matter that I needed to do more work. It was still annoying. Professor Sid had the superpower of using way more equipment than humanly possible for a single experiment.

Sighing, I started cleaning up the beakers. At least they weren't glass. He shattered glass equipment more than a few times before. Those were harder to clean up.

Knock, Knock.

I drew a deep breath and took off the gloves. "Did you forget something, professor?" I asked, walking towards the door.

I swung the door open, hoping he hadn't found something else for me to clean. It wasn't the professor.

I cleared my throat, warning myself to be polite. "How did you find me?"

Soju's cool brown eyes warmed at little even as I turned my back towards him. "I asked around," he admitted sheepishly.

"Who did you ask?"

"There's a guy in the team who went to high school with you. James."

James Danny. I remembered him. Jessica's ex. I didn't think he'd notice me but it was probably hard not to notice the girl his girlfriend kept messing with. "I didn't know he was in the football team," I murmured.

"Guy's pretty good," he said.

"I didn't know you were into football." I glanced at the sweat dripping down his face and his football jersey and sighed. He was too cool to be wasting time with me.

He grinned. "I'm very good," he said shamelessly.

I couldn't help but giggle. "I bet you are." He had the body for it. Lean, tall, and muscular.

"I figured we could go out for dinner before going to the party," he said.

My smile fell away.

He followed me to the basin and watched as I started filling the sink with soapy water. "It'll be fun."

"Sure," I said nonchalantly. "But you know what would be more fun? Not risking it."

"We're in college now. I don't think they'll be that petty. And I'll be there," he gave me his best puppy-dog eyes.

I couldn't help but laugh. I wanted so much to say yes and go to the stupid party with him.

How many nights had I stayed awake fantasizing about the day he'd ask me out. Now was my chance! I just didn't count on it coming with a side-serving of Jessica and her gang.

"You'd have to get me home before ten," I said, praying the nuns would allow me to stay an hour past the nine pm curfew. They probably wouldn't notice I was gone anyways. There were too many people in the church's orphanage and too little caretakers. Not much money either.

He grinned. "It's a deal." He gestured to my work, "Mind if I help?"

"Knock yourself out."

He laughed and joined me by the sink.

...

My nails dug into my arms. I knew I shouldn't have come. Soju stayed by my side for an impressive fifteen minutes before one of the girls asked him for a dance and practically dragged him into the crowd of people gyrating against each other. The flickering lights and loud music were disagreeing with my head.

Soju had gotten me a drink and promised that there's barely any alcohol in there. He even took a sip from the drink to prove to me that it was safe to drink.

I knew I made it hard for him, especially since I insisted on not joining the dance. There was very little to do.

At least dinner was nice. We went downtown to grab a sandwich and walked all the way to the sorority house for the party. I learned that his parents worked research in the university and was teaching some of the more advanced classes. He was doing everything he could to avoid taking those classes.

I managed a smile. It didn't have to be all bad. If only I could just try and fit in. The dancing crowd looked like they had formed a wall built to keep me away.

I never thought too much about the people around me. They always looked like they were having so much fun. Between work, school, and my responsibilities in the church, I've always felt lost among crowds. It never bothered me too much that I didn't fit in.

I cut my thoughts off by finishing the drink in my hand. It was vile. Bitter and sweet all at once with a burning sensation when it went down my throat.

I carefully maneuvered away from the crowd and tried to make myself as unnoticeable as possible in the kitchen. There was a mountain of cups on the table. I resisted the urge to clean up the mess. It was amazing how so many people managed to miss the black trash bag just hanging by the door.

"Oh hey, Anna. You really came," Jessica's grating voice carried above the loud throbbing bass of the music.

I forced a smile as I turned to her. "Yeah. Soju wanted to check out the party."

"Oh yeah? Where is he?" she glanced around, noticing the severe lack of my companion.

"I think Lindsay got him for a few dances," I shrugged, trying to check out the time without looking like I was trying to run away. It was almost nine thirty. "Look, I don't wanna start anything, okay? I'll just wait for Soju to be done and he'll drive me back," I said, backing away from her the same way people planned their escape from dangerous animals.

"Stay," she said instantly. "The other girls and I are doing something fun. Why don't you join us?"

I stared at her suspiciously. Every fiber of my being was screaming for me to run the other way. Whatever she was up to, it wasn't any good and I didn't want any part of it. Maybe I could just walk back.

I jumped when Gabriella materialized behind me and said, "Yeah, stay." How long had she been there?

Before I realized what was happening, I was being dragged by my arm up the stairs. I caught a glimpse of Soju's soft hair before he was swallowed by the crowd. Would he feel sorry for me if I died here? I'd always had a feeling that my life would end before I got old, but I didn't want it to end tonight.

"Jessica, where're you taking me?" I muttered, my eyes glued to her golden pink hair. My father's face appeared behind my eyelids and I resisted the urge to run away screaming. I knew better than to give in to my feelings. After all, he was too far to find me.

"You'll see," she answered brightly.

Jessica opened the door to her right and pulled me in with her.

This was it. Here was where I was going to die.

My eyes took a little while to adjust to the dark, but to my surprise, Jessica wasn't lying. They were doing something together, but I wouldn't describe it as 'fun'.

The other girls were all in the room and they were sitting in a circle. They were each holding a black candle. In their middle was a bowl of water, a mirror, and an Ouija board.

"Oh, you found four eyes!" Kelly exclaimed loudly.

Jessica glared at her. "Don't be cruel, Kelly," she hissed even though she was the one who came up with the nickname. Her grip on my arm tightened, as if worried I would run away given the first chance. Smart girl. "Thanks for joining us, Anna," Jessica turned to me with a sickeningly sweet smile.

"What's going on?" I asked.

"We're playing a game and we need your help," Jessica explained.

I eyed the black candles and the haunted-looking Ouija board. "I don't think it's wise to be messing with things like these, Jessica," I whispered.

"Oh, come on. It'll be fun!"

I pulled away, but the door was firmly slammed behind me and Gabriella was standing in front of it. I knew it was too good to be true.

"What're you doing here anyways?" I asked.

"Summoning spell," Kelly said as if that explained everything. "We're trying to summon the prince of devils."

"Have you guys all like, never watched horror movies? This is literally how it starts," I rolled my eyes and let myself be pulled into the circle. A candle was lit and placed in front of me instantly. I sat crossed legged, curiosity getting the better of me.

It was nice to be included in something. Even something as stupid as this.

"And why are we summoning the prince of devils?" I asked.

"He grants wishes," Sandy answered, her eyes large and sad. She wasn't in any of my classes.

Jessica waited until Sandy was no longer staring at me before whispering into my ear,  "She lost her parents in an accident recently."

"Oh." I glanced around the circle and saw that they were looking at her too. Maybe I judged them too soon. Were they doing this to help their friend grief? It was an odd way to grief, but maybe she needed all the support they could give.

"Okay, now that we're all here, let's hold hands," Jessica said, watching me with a strange look.

I paused, then allowed her to grab me by my wrist. Weird way to hold my hand, but whatever. I linked hands with Gabriella, who smiled kindly at me. I frowned, not trusting the kindness in her smile.

"Not you, Anna. You'll hold the mirror," Sandy said.

"Why me?" I couldn't help but ask even though I was already reaching for the mirror.

"We need a virgin for this part of the ceremony."

I snorted, but couldn't find the appropriate response to that. It was no secret that I grew up in an orphanage. It wasn't like I could bring guys back to the room that I shared with a dozen other girls.

I looked into the mirror, seeing my own reflection in it. I had a smile on my face. This was nice. Maybe the girls weren't too bad after all.

"Sandy?" Jessica nodded to her.

Sandy looked around the circle and then started mumbling something in a language that sounded decidedly evil. There was a sudden heaviness in the air. The flames flickered, casting shadows all around us.

My stomach felt on fire and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

"When everything's done, I need you to look into the mirror, then pass it along the circle," Jessica whispered amidst Sandy's incantations. She had her head thrown back and was very much in-character.

My palm was growing sweaty. There was a strange pressure in the room. Or maybe a presence...

"Now we just need the blood," Sandy said, turning to me.

"What blood?" I asked, my tongue suddenly heavy.

"We just need a bit of your blood," she repeated like it was no big deal.

"You've got to be kidding- Ah!"

I shrieked when she twisted my hand and sliced my palm with a penknife. She must've cut too deep cause the blood spurt out from my palm and onto her pretty white dress and she screamed too.

She let go and I drew my hand back, clenching tightly to stop the blood from dripping everywhere.

"Why would you do that?!" I passed the mirror to Gabriella, catching my own pale reflection and something else. I gasped.

There was a face behind me. Not a man. A devil. His horns were large and imposing, curving over his forehead like large snakes, reaching towards me. His hair and eyes were pitch black. His pretty lips twisted into a wicked grin.

Dante, a voice in my head whispered.

I dropped the mirror in shock, but Gabriella managed to catch it before it shattered.

"Shit. I'll get some bandage," Gabriella exclaimed, breaking me from the spell. She took the mirror and put in on the floor before I could drop it. I twisted around, but there was nothing there. Maybe I imagined it.

"Don't bother," I said, heading for the door. I paused as I opened the door. "Let's never do this again," I mumbled hopelessly.

"Anna! I'm sorry! Wait-" Jessica yelled at my back as I swung the door closed.

I grabbed my wrist with my other hand and hurried down the stairs, where I had seen a bathroom down the hall by the kitchen.
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​Chapter 4: The Summoned Demon
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I opened the bathroom door with a grateful sigh, never so happy to be alone in my life.

My hand stung where they cut me. Jessica probably didn't mean to cut deep. They had never been malicious before. They taunted and teased and deeply inconvenienced, but they had never hurt me physically. Not until today.

Jessica had gotten worse. A small voice in my head cautioned that I needed to fight back before it gets any worse. It was just an accident, another voice whispered. And she apologized, didn't she?

I unclenched my fist and flinched at the amount of blood that pooled there. The last thing I needed was an infection.

I reached for the sink, hoping to wash off the blood and access the damage. It didn't hurt too much. Probably just a flesh wound.

A dark chuckle vibrating through the room made me stop short. "Poor baby. Let me take care of that for you, hmm?"

Before I could draw in the breathe to scream, a hard hand wrapped itself around my wrist and pulled me into a naked, hot chest. There was nobody in here when I came in here! I was certain of that.

All the air left my lungs and I looked up at my captor with widened eyes. His eyes were fully dark, not a hint of white to counter the abyss of his pupils and when he looked at me, my heart stopped. He was beautiful in the most horrifying way.

I wanted to scream, but that was impossible to do without breathing and I couldn't do that either. Not with him so close to me. Touching me.

He tilted his head as he examined my cut carefully, almost marveling at the way the blood was trickling down my wrist.

"So red. So alive. So human," he hissed. His voice trembled, rumbling through his chest and to my body. I pulled back and he wrapped his free hand around my waist automatically to keep me pinned. He was neither muscular nor thin, but he held me with a grip that felt completely permanent. My lungs were screaming for air and yet still I couldn't inhale.

His skin was so pale it was ashen and on his head were the giant horns that I had seen in the mirror. He gave me a devilish, grin, showing off his sharp fangs before flickering his tongue delicately up my wrist, tasting the blood and licking his lips. Still grinning, he licked around the wound.

I gasped, feeling as if flames licked against my skin, but instead of pain, it was almost pleasant. The odd sensation went from my skin down my body, warming me with it's incredible heat.

His sharp fangs shone when he smirked down at my awestruck face. He pressed my palm against his lips. "There, isn't that better?" he purred, kissing the cut that was no longer there.

His hold on my waist tightened and he dropped my hand to curl his fingers into my hair. He pulled me closer to him, as if we weren't completely molded together already.

"Remember to breathe, human," he murmured.

I drew in a shuddering breath, filling my lungs with his scent. He smelled like burned pine. unsure if this was real. This can't be real. I glanced into the mirror, catching my own wide, fearful eyes and his impressive figure. His hair was jet black and reached just a little above his neck. I couldn't tell where his hair stopped and his horns began. Something flickered in the corner of my eyes and I gasped when I saw that it was his tail.

He had a tail. I lost too much blood and was hallucinating.

His grip on my hair tightened and he twisted my head back to him to focus on his pupil-less eyes. It was like staring into an unlit cave. There was no reflection, just pure darkness.

I had never felt so weak in my entire life. Or so desired. The way he looked at me was how I wished Soju would look at me.

He dipped his head closer to mine, his dark hair falling like a curtain over his eyes and blocking out my light.

"I've been waiting an eternity for this," he whispered, breath warm against my lips, before closing the distance between us and taking my lips as his own.

If his tongue on my palm had been warm, this was scorching hot. He growled, his grip on my waist tightening to the point of bruising as his tongue skimmed my trembling lips, wordlessly asking permission for more.

I parted my lips without thought and he thrust inside, his tongue fluttering over my teeth before going deeper still. When our tongues touched, the sensation transcended physical pleasure. I could taste my own metallic blood on him. There was a hint of sweetness there.

Urgent need flowed through my body and before I realized what I had done, my arms had wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to me to deepen the kiss. He groaned again and I felt something hard press against my body.

It was my first kiss, and the hottest kiss of my life. It was most probably going to be my last kiss as well since I had obviously gone completely insane and was kissing a figment of my imagination. They were going to lock me up in a crazy prison and I was going to spend the rest of my life eating oatmeal.

As if he could sense that my attention was waning, he tugged my hair and pulled back sharply, causing a sharp pain on my scalp. My scream was muffled by his mouth.

I felt his lips curve into a satisfied smirk as he tasted me.

When he pulled back, we were both panting for breath. My breathing quickened and grew heavier. "You're delicious. Perhaps I'll have more," he groaned, his kiss trailing down my neck and finding a pulse there.

"Let go of me," I whispered, the words coming out like a moan instead of a demand.

He chuckled, his chest rumbling against my own. "No," he said simply, kissing my neck and sucking the pulse there, tongue sending jolts down my spine.

I unwound my arms from his neck and tried to push him away with my palms on his shoulders. It was like trying to push against a brick wall. He chuckled even more, finding my efforts to free myself humorous.

I tried to scratch him with my nails, but couldn't muster the willpower to actually hurt him.

He pressed his nose to my neck and breathed deeply. "You smell so good," he muttered, taking in another deep breath.

"If you don't let go, I'm going to scream," I warned.

He laughed. "Do you think mere humans could take me?"

I pushed him away again and this time, he let me. My face burned red when I caught sight of his naked torso. I was wrong when I said he wasn't muscular. He wasn't bulky like that jocks in high school, but there were definite muscles on his body. And he was completely naked.

I quickly looked away, blushing brightly. "What are you?" I asked, trying hard to look anywhere but him.

He leaned forward and his eyes glinted. "You know exactly what I am."

Dante.

He stepped forward and I backed away until the back of my knee touched the cold bathtub. I fell backwards and he wrapped his arms around my waist to keep my head from hitting the porcelain tub.

"I'm the demon you summoned," he whispered, his lips so close to my ear that goose bumps erupted from where his breath brushed my skin. "And now you're mine."
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​Chapter 5: The Contract
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There was a sharp series of knocks on the door that drew both our attentions.

"Anna, are you in there? Are you alright?" Soju shouted.

"I'm fine," I said, blushing when I realized I was being held so closely by a naked man. I pushed him away and he let me, taking a careful step back. There was a curious expression on his face.

I went to the mirror and started to comb my hair. My lips were red from his passionate kiss and there was still a bit of blood on my hand. Parts of my shirt were stained red but there wasn't anything I could do about that for now.

"I'll be right out," I shouted. Then, I turned to the man- the devil. "Leave me alone," I hissed, surprising myself with how calmly I was handling my hallucination.

His smirk followed me as I left the bathroom.

A girl quickly disappeared inside. "Wait! There's someone-" I heard the sound of her heaving and emptying the contents of her stomach, "-never mind."

Of course there was no one there. I was going insane.

"Holy shit, Anna, is that blood? What happened to you?" Soju exclaimed the moment he saw me.

"Something stupid cut me," I said, the half-truth coming out rather smoothly. I looked at the blood splatters on my shirt. My hand was completely healed, not even a scar to show where the cut had been.

"Are you alright?" he asked.

"I'm fine," I said. "Can you take me home, please? I mean, I'd walk, but this is a bit far from where I live."

"Yeah. Of course," he frowned, but didn't ask any more questions until we were back in his car.

The silence between us hung awkwardly as he drove me back.

Feeling the social awkwardness creep up in the air, Soju broke it by asking, "Did they cut you?"

"I don't want to talk about it, alright?" I couldn't keep the irritation from my voice as I crossed my arms over my chest.

"Mind if I smoke?" he asked.

I nodded dumbly, lost for words. I didn't know he smoked. I couldn't decide if it made him hotter or less so. He stopped at the traffic light and pulled a lighter from his jacket pocket. I drew back when he reached over to my side and opened the glove box. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes and lit up one, inhaled and tilted his head to the window, blowing out the smoke.

The air grew less heavy.

I never thought of smoking as cool, but he made it look immeasurably so.

"If they did, you need to talk to the police or something," he insisted.

"I said I don't want to talk about it!"

He flinched.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to yell."

"It's fine. I'm sorry for pushing you into coming."

I gave a disinterested shrug. It wasn't his fault for being an optimist. I kept quiet and stared adamantly out the window.

"How's your cut?" he asked suddenly, glancing at my hands. I didn't realize I have been scratching my palm at the cut that was no longer there.

"It's fine," I said, hastily clenching my hands together. I watched as he blew a ring of smoke in front of him.

"Show off."

I jerked at the sudden voice coming from behind us. My hallucination was back.

"Are you alright?" Soju asked.

"Yeah," I lied, ignoring the eyes staring at me from the rearview mirror. "I guess I'm not used to drinking."

"One of those things that comes with practice," he grinned. "Maybe I'll bring you to some nicer parties next time," he said. My heart swelled. Next time. He still wants to take me out after tonight's disaster. That's a good sign.

The demon in the seats behind us growled and I tried my best to ignore him. He's not real. He's not here.

"Anna, uh... I don't actually know where you live," he said suddenly.

I couldn't help but laugh. "You're going the right way," I said. "Just drop me off at the church," I said, my face reddening a little.

"Church?" he echoed. I could almost see the light bulb above his head brighten when he connected the dots. To his credit, he didn't ask any questions about me living in the orphanage.

"Thanks, Soju. I'll see you around," I said when we reached the gate. Before I could escape he reached out and grabbed my hand. I froze.

"Sorry again about tonight," he said. "I'll make it up to you, I promise."

My face felt like it would split in two from how much I was smiling. "I had an interesting time," I said, flashing him a bright smile. "Goodnight."

"Goodnight," he brought my hand to his lips and kissed it. The butterflies in my belly were doing gymnastic routines. All the blood in my body rushed to my cheeks.

The growling from the backseats intensified and I saw a hand reach out to grab Soju's. There was a hissing, burning noise and Soju let go of my hand with a sharp yelp.

"What the fuck!" he cradled his hand in his wrist. There was a burn mark there, like black ash and burnt skin. He turned behind us and saw- nothing. My hallucination was gone.

There was no one in the backseats of his car. Of course there wasn't.

I was going insane.

Then why was his hand burnt?

"What happened?" I asked, looking at Soju curiously.

"Hell if I know," he mumbled, frowning, rubbing his wrist. The black ash rubbed away. "It's pretty late. I'll see you around."

"Yeah," I closed the door to his car and he sped away so quickly that I was worried his wheels would catch on fire.

Soju probably thought I was a total loser. But he said he wanted to bring me to another party.

Smiling giddily to myself, I walked towards the debilitated old building by the church and headed in. And immediately realized something was horribly wrong.

I was at the gate of the church, but for some reason, I can't seem to enter. My legs were growing heavier and heavier with each step forward. My breath was more labored and the building in front of me felt further and further away even though I was certain I was moving towards it.

"Anna. Anna, You have to turn back. You can't go there." A voice whispered from beside me. Oh great, as if my life wasn't complicated enough. My hallucination was back.

I ignored the voice and kept trying to move forward. This defied logic. I should be able to get in. There was no explanation why I couldn't. Maybe it was something I drank.

The demon grabbed me by the arm when it became clear to him I wasn't just going to give up. "Anna, you can't enter a church."

I gaped at him and finally stopped trying to move forward. "What do you mean?" I asked. He was exactly as I remembered him, horns and all. His grip on my arm felt too real to be a hallucination.

"You have limits," he said. "You can't go there," he glanced at the church, ancient, but magnificent in the moonlight. His soft black hair accented his ivory-pale skin and delicate features beautifully.

"I live there," I explained.

"Not anymore," he said.

"You're not real. You're a hallucination," I whispered. His gaze flickered away from me for a moment, staring at something in a distance, and I wasn't sure that he would respond.

His focus snapped back to me, uncanny in how direct it was despite his eyes being fully black. I almost felt as though cold iron had pierced me. "You know very well that I am real, Anna."

I shivered, but held his gaze. "Am I being punished? For the Ouija board thing? Cause I swear I'll never do it again. So you can just go away now."

His eyes bored into mine and his grip on my arm tightened "Anna, this is very real and I am not going anywhere."

"Why can't I go into a church?" I asked.

He kept quiet, but there was a flash of guilt there. I could hear the distant sounds of cars driving by and the soft chimes from the bells in the church. It was almost midnight already? That didn't make any sense. But then, a lot of things weren't making sense today. Soju asking me out. Jessica trying to cut me.

"I can't go into church because of you," I said in a small voice, my mind racing to give me a rational explanation for his presence. His touch felt too real to be a hallucination. My cheeks flame when I remembered his kiss. That felt real too. The girls, what did they say they were summoning? A prince of devils or something?

"Yes."

"Why are you here?"

"I am bound to you."

"No," I said. "No. None of what you just said explains anything. I didn't summon you. Sandy did. Why don't you go and be her hallucination?"

Perhaps he could see that I was panicking. Wisely, he stayed quiet.

"How do I end this," I asked.

"End what?"

"This!" I gestured to the space between us. "Whatever this is! How do I get rid of you?"

He looked almost hurt. His voice was heavy when he answered, "The contract ends when you die."

"What?!"

"Or when I die. But I've been around a long time, love. I don't believe I'm capable of dying."

My brain was working a million miles a minute. I took another painful step towards the church. My breathing was accelerating with the effort to keep moving forward. I gasped for air. "So maybe you could die."

"Perhaps," his lips curled into a half snarl. I should be afraid, terrified even, but I wasn't. There were more important things to worry about. Like how I was going to get home when it was obvious I couldn't even get close to it.

"Any chance you'll tell me how?"

"I've been trying to figure that part out myself," he crossed his arms and looked almost... sad.

Either I die or he dies. I kept trying to move forward, but it was like trying to walk in a storm with the wind blowing in my face. The more I kept going, the more it hurt. The church blurred.

"You have to stop."

"I live there."

"Not anymore." There was a tone of finality in his voice. He wasn't being cruel or joking. He was stating a fact.

"I can't go home?" I couldn't help the tears filling my eyes.

He looked sorry. "I'm afraid not."

"Because you're a demon?" He was starting to blur now too.

"Yes."

"Have you damned me?" My voice choked and the tears overfilled my eyes and flowed downwards.

"Perhaps."

"I'm going to hell when I die," I whispered, my legs crumpling. I sat on the pavement and buried my face in my palms. Of all the things that had happened, that hit me the most. "I'm a good person," I whispered. Tears were streaming down my face and there wasn't anything I could do about it. "I don't want to go to hell," I choked, my voice broken. I sobbed.

"Please stop crying."

"You have to fix this," I begged, looking up at him with tear-stained cheeks. Tears were dripping down my chin and onto my shirt. "Fix this."

He shook his head, his horns so large it blocked out the light. "It's the rules. Maybe in a few years, when you've fulfilled more of our contract, you can return. But not now. Not yet. You're too fragile."

It was the most he had said since he appeared. He squatted next to me and wiped the tears from my face but more kept coming.

"Stop crying, please." He was almost begging now.

"Why?" I sobbed.

"It hurts me when you cry," he whispered.

This wasn't fair. Things were finally starting to go my way. I was starting college on scholarship and had a part-time job that paid well. The guy I had been crushing on for the past few months had finally started to notice me and the girls, in their own twisted way, were starting to be nicer.

I took a deep breath, wanting to calm down, but it only made me sob harder. "I - hic- I just want to go home."

"There's no home for you there," he said and there was so much truth in his words that it hurt. "We'll find you another."

"You don't know me!" I screamed, pushing him away. He backed away and stood up, stunned by the sudden outrage in my voice. "This is all your fault," I shouted even though I knew I was being unreasonable. "My life was perfectly fine before you appeared." Another lie. But who's counting. I'm going to hell anyways. "I wish you'd just disappear."

He stood next to me, like a statue, unmoving. He wasn't going anywhere. We were stuck with each other. "That's one of the things I can't do."

I took a deep shuddering breath and exhaled, trying to block out the tears. It was impossible. I wrapped my arms around myself and sobbed, allowing myself a few moments of self pity.

"You have to walk away," he said after a long moment. "Being so close, it's not good for you."

"Where can I go?" I whispered. "Everything I own is in there."

"What do you need?" he asked immediately, eager to be helpful.

"My stuff is in there," I turned to him, almost hopeful and a little sorry that I raised my voice at him earlier. It wasn't fair. He didn't ask for this. The girls did something stupid and now we were stuck paying for it.

"I'll go get it," he said, standing up and walking straight towards the same place I could no longer go.

"I haven't told you where my stuff is!" I called out.

"Yours are the ones that smell like heaven," he said simply, almost a caress.

I watched him walk into the church as if it was the easiest thing in the world to do and tried to follow him, but my feet were not my own. I took an experimental step away and immediately I felt lighter. The tears stopped flowing and my heart didn't feel quite as heavy.

I took another step away and my thoughts cleared up.

Two more steps later, I was gazing upon the large, ornate gates of my church. My old home. I reached my hand forward, mildly curious about the strange sensations that went through my body. My arm felt heavy.

The devil was right. Being so close to the church wasn't good for me.

I took another step away and then, just to be on the safe side, jogged to the other side of the road and sat by the curb.

I could breathe and think better now that I wasn't so close.

Maybe- Maybe this wasn't too bad. I just needed to find a place to stay. The nuns had been dropping hints about how it was time for me to leave anyways. I was getting too old and me leaving means a good kid wouldn't have to be out in the streets.

They would probably be glad to have me finally 'spread my wings'. I'll write them a letter to thank them for everything they had done for me.

It seemed as if no time had passed at all before the demon had returned with my possessions. He was quite a sight, pale skin contrasted magnificently against his black hair and horns, his tail swinging behind him like a snake. He wore a torn black cloth around his hips, making it easier to stare at him without seeing all of him.

"You don't have much, love," he said when he was finally in front of me.

"No," I agreed. "Thank you," I reached for my bag, but he pulled away.

"Let's find us a place to stay," he said.

I blinked. "Us?"

"Yes."

"No," I corrected. "I'll find myself a place to live and you can go to wherever you want to."

"That's not how this works," he said, his eyes flashing red for a moment. His lips curled into a snarl and he let out a low growl that should scare me. But for some inexplicable reason, I wasn't frightened. Maybe it was because I had nothing else to lose or maybe I had a death wish. Would being killed by a devil absolve me?

"Why not?"

"It's the-"

"Screw the rules."

He growled.

I was annoying him. Good. Maybe that would get him to leave me alone.

I wondered how I must look, standing in the middle of the street and talking loudly to a demon with eyes as dark as the night.

"I'm not going anywhere," he punctuated his words by drawing me to his chest. His arm snaked around my waist to push me to him.

His body was rock hard and I could feel the steady beats of his heart. When he looked at me, all thoughts fled my mind and all I could think about was how nice it would be to kiss him again.

I tilted my head up and let him take my lips to his.

Darkness consumed me and I let myself fall.
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​Chapter 6: Heaven & Hell
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I woke up in a jolt, a response to the annoying vibration from my phone's alarm. I kept my eyes closed, knowing the alarm will stop in a few seconds. I had always been wary of waking up my many roommates. There were only so many bathrooms and too many of us.

I sighed and snuggled closer to the warm body who held tightly. It was too comfortable to get up.

An irritated growl rumbled through me soothingly and I felt a hand reached across my body to turn the damned thing off. The alarm stopped before anything could be done about it.

I smiled lazily, happy to fall back to sleep. I hadn't had such a restful night of rest in months. Some of the girls had nightmares and liked to crawl up into bed with me.

A large hand began to slowly rub circles on my back and I let it, loving the way my body calmed to the touch. The hand was too large to be one of the girls.

Alarmed, my eyes shot open and I saw a familiar, but strange figure beside me. Ah. It's just my hallucinations again. I closed my eyes, ready to fall back to sleep. His leg slid down from where he had thrown it across my hip so he could turn me on my back and his lips found the skin of my neck quickly.

I gasped and arched slightly into him, still half-asleep, but becoming more aware with every passing second of his warm tongue on my pulse. The heat travelling from where he was touching me to the rest of my body made it hard to stay asleep.

He slid one hand around my wrists lazily resting above my head, trapping me there, and his other hand busied itself pulling my shirt up and exploring my stomach.

I let out a low moan as I felt his touch move further up, finding the round curve of my breast and cupping it. My eyes drifted open to see the pale man staring intently down at me, his devil-like eyes and horns looming dangerously above my face. His expression was curious. He licked the corner of his lips and I realized that his tongue was as dark as his eyes.

Abyss-like eyes boring into mine, he leisurely toyed with the front clasp of my bra.

I blinked.

He was still there.

He's real.

He flicked the catch and my bra sprung open.

Gasping, I scrambled back and away from him, my head hitting the headboard of the bed with a loud bang in my haste to get away.

"What're you doing here? What am I doing here?!" I cried out, my voice two pitches higher in my panic. I rubbed the growing ache on my head. That hurt.

He reached for me and I kicked him away, or I tried to. The only thing I ended up doing was launch myself away from him. I tumbled off the bed and hit the floor.

His chuckle only infuriated me more.

I groaned and stood up, pulling down my shirt to cover my stomach. "How did we get here?" I asked, looking at the luxurious room around us. All the money I had couldn't afford this.

"I brought you here after you passed out," he said. "I should commend you on your willpower. It usually takes women a lot quicker to faint in my presence."

"You better start explaining. Starting with this," I gestured around the room. The room was gorgeous and much too large for two people. The bedroom door opened to a living room with a flat-screen television and a grand piano. "How did you pay for this?" I asked, trying to get a hold of my frazzled nerves. I tried to remember what happened yesterday.

Light shone in from the open window.

The sun was beginning to rise.

I half expected him to disappear once the sun was out, but he merely turned to the light and smiled. "I haven't seen a sunrise in a lifetime," he said. "Didn't think I'd miss it." He patted the space beside him. "Come here, little one."

"No, thank you."

He turned to me with an eyebrow raised impressively and I glared at him.

"I honestly thought you'd be gone by now," I said. "If you're real, then you need to start talking." I eyed the door, wondering if he would be able to catch me if I bolted for it.

He narrowed his eyes at me, "I'll have you back here before you can even blink." He sighed, then stood up. He had abandoned the cloth around his waist. I blushed at the full view of him and kept my gaze focused on his face.
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