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THE DEMON YOU LOVE

 


Yes, Clarissa Andrews’s ex-boyfriend is a
demon.

A desperately gorgeous, great in bed,
mischievous, infuriating demon she thought she’d never see
again.

Now Drek’s back in her life.

And he wants her to send him to Hell.

Which would solve her problems, because he’d
never be able to get back out again.

Except she kind of, possibly, maybe might not
want to never see him again.

Nobody said relationships weren’t
complicated.

 


 


Have you read How I Fell Into Bed With A
Demon, the prequel to The Demon You Love?

 


Sign up for Tami Lund’s newsletter
HERE to get it
free.

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


 


“I’m starved,” Clarissa Andrews announced as
she dropped onto the edge of the bench seat and slid into the booth
where her two friends, Melanie Hutchins and Beatrix Parker, were
already settled with drinks in front of them.

Melanie, as usual, was draped in black: her
hair was freshly washed and pressed, her skin mahogany, her
lipstick matched her hair, as did her colored contacts, her
earrings, and the leather dress that covered just enough to keep
her out of jail for public indecency. Oh, and the black stilettos
with the straps around the ankles.

Beatrix, a self-proclaimed shopping addict,
wore diamond chandelier earrings coupled with a red dress overlaid
with sparkling gems that were probably diamonds too. Clarissa had
to admit the outfit looked great with her friend’s fiery red
hair.

She also had to admit that she’d missed the
“let’s get really dressed up” memo as she tugged on the hem
of the white satin wrap shirt she’d paired with a red skirt with a
ruffle around the bottom and a pair of over-the-knee boots she’d
borrowed from Beatrix. The worst part was, she’d deliberately worn
a nicer shirt because her friends always overdressed for
everything.

But this was over the top.

As soon as she was seated, Beatrix leaned
over the table and flipped up her pointer finger. “First, white
after Labor Day? Really, Clarissa?”

She arched blonde brows. “Give me one good
reason why I should honor some stupid human tradition that dictates
what color clothing I can or can’t wear.”

“There isn’t one,” said Melanie, who wore
black even to weddings.

Beatrix flipped up her middle finger to join
the pointer. “Second, this is how you dress for a New Year’s Eve
party at the top of the Renaissance Center?”

Clarissa glanced down at her apparently not
dressy enough outfit and sighed. These were the nicest clothes she
owned, and given her current financial situation, she couldn’t run
out and buy something new. Hell, the only reason she was even able
to go out to celebrate tonight was because Beatrix had offered to
cover her tab.

Melanie crossed her arms and pursed her lips.
Beatrix, on the other hand, looked as though she were trying to
think up a spell that might change Clarissa’s wardrobe choice for
the evening. Of course, Beatrix often looked at her in such a way,
so she probably shouldn’t get her hopes up.

Clarissa started to lower her purse to the
ground when Melanie suddenly lifted her arm and tossed out a spell
that caused the bag to jerk up and settle onto the seat next to
her. “Don’t ever put your purse on the floor,” she lectured. “If
you do, you will be broke.”

“Too late,” Clarissa grumbled.

Beatrix rolled her eyes. “You wouldn’t be if
you’d make up with your parents.”

“Ugh. My mother’s new husband is not
my dad, so therefore it isn’t parents, plural. And don’t get me
started. At least not until I’ve downed at least one drink.
Speaking of which, where is our server?”

Melanie grabbed Clarissa’s forearm and leaned
toward her, cleavage spilling out of her low-cut dress.
“Girl. Wait until you see him.”

“Totally worth coming here for pre-party
drinks,” Beatrix agreed.

“Really?” Well, that certainly perked
Clarissa up. She could use some eye candy at the moment, since her
life was currently devoid of an actual man who paid attention to
her. Specifically, her physical needs. Her vibrator was starting to
get annoyed with how frequently he was being used.

“The craziest part is, he’s human,” Melanie
said.

“Why is that so crazy?” There were plenty of
humans in Detroit. In fact, Clarissa was pretty sure they
outnumbered paranormal beings by at least three to one. Probably
more.

“Because he’s hawt.” Beatrix fanned
herself.

“There are plenty of hot humans,” Clarissa
argued.

“Movie stars don’t count,” Melanie said.
“Most of them aren’t human, anyway.”

Beatrix bumped Clarissa’s elbow and
stage-whispered, “Here he comes!”

Clarissa glanced over her shoulder. She was
pretty sure her eyes widened to cartoon character proportions.
“Holy…”

“Right?”

“Told you.”

Her friends were right. This guy was smokin.’
Beautiful. Handsome. Gorgeous. And every other word out there to
describe a tall guy with shaggy, dark hair, a broad chest, massive
arms, and a panty-melting smile.

Except… “He isn’t human.”

She heard Melanie scoff, but the sound didn’t
pull her away from watching as their waiter moved closer to the
table. His gaze—she didn’t need him to be close to know it was
dark, dark, dark—scanned the table and then stuttered when it
landed on her.

Would he recognize her?

His face split with an ear-to-ear grin, and
she heard her friends sigh.

Maybe he didn’t recognize her.

“Rissa,” he crooned, spreading his arms like
he honestly expected her to leap up and rush into them.

So he did recognize her, although he seemed
to be mistaken as to how happy she would be to see him. She lifted
her arm, locking her elbow so that he practically bounced off her
palm when he went in for the hug.

Melanie and Beatrix both whipped their heads
around to stare at her. “You know him?” they said in
unison.

“Oh, she knows me all right.” The sinfully
delicious man gave an exaggerated wink that left absolutely no
doubt as to its meaning.

“Oh my God,” Melanie practically breathed,
while Bea was over there swooning like a maiden from the
seventeenth century.

“She knows every inch of me,” their waiter
added.

“Knock it off,” Clarissa snapped.

Bea smacked her arm. “Introduce us.”

“Yeah, Rissa, introduce us.”

She sighed. She so did not want to do this.
The last thing she needed in her life was this guy back in it.
Hell, she still wasn’t fully recovered from the last time he’d come
around.

“No. And I’m definitely not saying your
name.”

“Why won’t you say his name?” Beatrix, who
was sometimes a little dense, asked. Although, to be fair, Clarissa
had been equally as dense when she’d first met the guy. In her
defense, her inability to recognize him for what he was had more to
do with tequila and lust than simply not distinguishing his kind
when one stood before her.

But Melanie got it. Clarissa could tell by
the widening of her eyes. “He really isn’t human.”

“Nope,” Clarissa confirmed. “And he’s damn
good at concealment spells.”

“Holy shit,” Beatrix said, her wide eyes now
matching Melanie’s. “He’s a…”

“Demon,” Clarissa finished for her. Might as
well get it out there.

“And my name is…”

Clarissa shook her head. “Nope. Not gonna say
it.”

“It’s okay, baby. I’ll make sure you’re
screaming it later.”

“Good God, Drek.” She slapped her hand over
her mouth. “Shit.”

He shrugged. “You only said part of it, so it
doesn’t count.”

Beatrix reached out and squeezed her arm
until Clarissa was certain she would have bruises the exact shape
and size of her friend’s fingers. “You slept with a
demon?”

“Thanks, Bea. Now all the people at those
tables know too.”

“If I’m being honest—”

“Which never happens,” Clarissa cut him
off.

“—there wasn’t much sleep occurring when we
were together.”

Okay, apparently he could be honest.

“I’d sleep with him,” Melanie announced,
leaning back in her seat and practically fucking the guy with her
eyes. If Clarissa had a drink, she’d be tempted to throw it at her
friend.

Not because she had any claim to Drek—or,
more importantly, wanted any claim. No, she wanted to throw a drink
at Mel to cool her off. That was it.

“Go away, Dre—just go away.”

“You can say part of it without issue, you
know,” he supplied helpfully. “But feel free to say it in its
entirety. You know how hot it gets me.”

“I’m dying to know what it is,” Beatrix
said.

“What is?” Clarissa said.

“His name.”

Clarissa shook her head. “Dying is the key
word in that sentence, Bea. That’s what will happen if anybody says
this guy’s name.”

Drek pressed his palm to the area of his
chest where, on a normal person, a heart would be. “You wound me,
Rissa.”

“No, Drek, you’re the one who did the
wounding, remember?”

He rolled his eyes. “I was under the
impression we weren’t together during that period of our lives.
Although I’m flattered that you cared enough to be wounded over my
perceived cheating.”

“It wasn’t perceived,” Clarissa said through
clenched teeth.

“Yep, totally perceived. Because three days
prior, you said, and I quote, ‘get the heck—although you didn’t say
heck—out of my life and don’t ever, ever, and I mean ever
come back again.’” He raised his voice a few octaves and did a
pitiful mocking of Clarissa’s voice as he did, indeed, quote her
almost verbatim.

“And three days later I walked in on you, in
my bed, with not one, but three women.”

Drek pretended to inspect his nails. “Yeah,
well, being a demon and all, I happen to be pretty good at
retribution.”

Clarissa slapped the top of the table,
rattling her friends’ drinks. “Retribution for what? What the hell
did I ever do to you?”

He shoved his finger into her face, and, for
a moment, the scary demon side, the one she’d seen only once
before, broke free, and he looked every bit of his heritage: evil.
Pure, unadulterated evil.

“How about broke my freaking heart?”
he roared, his voice deeper than normal and resonating through the
room, causing all the human patrons to cover their ears and cry out
in agony. Even some of the paranormal customers were wincing and
looking around for the source of the pain.

Clarissa waited a beat and then laughed. Bea
and Mel stared at her as if she’d tumbled off the edge of sanity.
Drek visibly calmed down, brushed imaginary lint off the front of
his shirt, and then snickered.

“Yeah, not very believable, was I?”

 



Chapter Two

 


 


Hot damn! When Drek had first waited on the
smokin’ red- and black-haired witches, he’d definitely had visions
of being sandwiched between the two of them before the night was
over. In fact, he’d been heading over to their table to lay on the
charm—just about the only decent power he’d retained since he’d
been banished to this devil-forsaken place—when he’d spotted
Clarissa.

And just like that, his plans changed.

Screw a witch sandwich; he wanted to be
between Rissa’s thighs again. Especially because he knew from
previous experience that she was a screamer, and one of her
favorite words to shout was his name.

Three orgasms, three shouts of Drekavac,
oh God, Drekavac, and he’d be home free. Okay, technically, if
she said his name twice at a time, he only needed to give her one
and a half Os, but he was a generous guy when it came to Rissa.
With her, he tended to do things, make decisions that were very
much out of his norm.

Which meant she probably wasn’t his best bet
for helping him get home, except she was the only person in this
world who actually knew his name, and the only way he could get
back to where he came from was if someone said his name three times
in a row.

It was kind of like Beetlejuice, except in
reverse. Beetlejuice wanted to get out of Hell; Drek wanted back
in. Plus, Beetlejuice was an easy name to convince people to say.
One game of drunken charades, and he was home free.

How the heck did you act out the word
Drekavac?

You didn’t. He’d tried. He’d tried
everything. Seduction, trances, truth serums, even torture. None of
it worked if the name wasn’t already in the person’s head or unless
they knew a spell that could pluck it from Drek’s brain. He’d
learned, over the course of a decade, that not many witches were
able to enact that spell.

In fact, he knew of only one.

Which was how he’d circled back to Rissa yet
again.

“Hey, I could really use a drink,” she said,
looking up at him expectantly.

He tossed his tray like a Frisbee. There were
a couple of shrieks followed by a crash, and then he untied the
apron that was wrapped around his hips. When he pulled it away and
let it drop to the floor, three sets of witchy eyes zoned in on his
thighs. Mr. Bam Bam took notice and began swelling, and it wasn’t
because there were three women staring at his crotch. It was
because of Clarissa.

Damn, they’d been amazing together. She would
say differently, of course, because she would lump all the other
shit in there with the hot sex, but not him. He was good at
compartmentalizing things. He had no problem whatsoever reliving
those moments they’d spent naked together. Sometimes they’d end up
only half-naked because they were in too much of a hurry to get
everything off before the banging began. Oh yeah, he and Rissa had
definitely been good together.

Or bad. Depended on perspective, he
supposed.

“Yeah, I could use one too,” he said, drawing
the three witches’ attention away from thighs that were plenty
strong enough to hold Clarissa up while he fucked her into next
week.

Crap on a cracker, he was probably going to
grieve their relationship all over again when he got her to say his
name and send him back to Hell. Pity she wouldn’t agree to go with
him, but since they’d been there, done that, he knew better than to
even suggest it.

“Don’t you work here?” Clarissa asked when he
slid onto the bench seat next to her. She scooted down until she
bumped into the witch wearing all black—what a fucking cliché, by
the way. When her friend didn’t move, Drek shifted along until
Rissa was squished between them, and then he slung his arm over the
top of the booth and snagged a lock of her hair to twirl around his
finger.

She used her magic to zap him, which went
straight to his balls and made him imagine lifting her and plopping
her down on his lap so he could piston into her hard enough that
her boobs bounced up and gave her black eyes. Not that he wanted
her to have black eyes or even that her boobs were large enough to
be able to bounce like that, but he sure as blazes wanted to fuck
her that hard.

He shifted a smidge closer, and she gave him
a shove, which of course, did nothing. “Stop touching me. And why
are you sitting here?”

“I took your announcement of wanting a drink
as an invitation.”

“It wasn’t. I was suggesting you go get me
one. Because you work here.”

“No, I don’t.”

She gave a pointed look at the apron lying on
the tiles in front of the booth.

Drek shrugged. “I was just doing it for fun.
And now I’ve found something more fun to do.” He waggled his brows,
knowing it would piss her off and yet get her hot too. Hopefully.
Because he really, really wanted to get her hot.

“Good God,” she muttered while the friend in
black snickered.

Drek reached across Clarissa, not even trying
not to brush against her boobs, and offered to shake hands with the
black witch. “I’d introduce myself but…”

She slid her hand into his while side-eyeing
her friend. “But you can’t. Because demons are forbidden from
saying their own names unless they are residing in Hell. Which, by
the way, is where demons are supposed to live. I’m Melanie. This is
Beatrix.” The redhead on her other side waggled her fingers in
greeting.

“Melanie’s up on her demonology,” Drek
noted.

“If only she knew how to make one go away,”
Clarissa said, which made him snort.

“So how is it that you are here instead of
there?” Melanie asked, pointing at the tabletop.

Everybody assumed Hell was below wherever
they were. Truth was, it was a parallel universe, but nobody wanted
to hear that. “Over there, somewhere,” while flapping one’s hands
didn’t leave the same impression as pointing beneath one’s
feet.

“Just visiting,” Drek said, resting his elbow
on the table and dropping his chin into his hand.

“He got kicked out of Hell,” Rissa
supplied.

He sighed. “Do you have to tell everyone my
dirty little secrets?”

“Do you have other dirty little secrets?” the
redheaded witch asked, leaning forward and panting a little, like
she was a reporter for TMZ and he was a reclusive celebrity
granting her his first public interview.

“That’s a dirty little secret?” Clarissa
asked.

“Do you know anyone else who’s gotten kicked
out of that place? Could you imagine if other demons figured out
how to do it? You all would be overrun.”

“You make it sound like a compliment,”
Clarissa said.

“Isn’t it?” Drek replied sweetly.

“That’s not what you said when—”

He pressed his fingers to her lips. “Shush
now, dumpling.”

She shoved his hand away and narrowed her
eyes. “Don’t call me that.”

“You didn’t seem to mind when we—”

She slapped her hand over his mouth with a
lot more force than he’d used on her. Mr. Bam Bam noticed.

And liked it.

Which Rissa obviously could tell, because she
rolled her eyes and pulled her hand away before he could lick it.
Or maybe suck a finger into his mouth, which he happened to know
from past experience was a giant turn-on for his sweet yet naughty
Rissa.

“We’re quite intrigued to find out how one
manages to get kicked out of Hell,” the dark-haired witch said, but
then Red added:

“Actually, we’d rather know how the two of
you became, er, friends.” Her voice was breathless, like she wanted
them to tell her the sordid details of how very friendly they’d
been.

“We weren’t friends,” Drek and Rissa said at
the same time.

“Jinx,” he said, and then he laughed when she
opened and closed her mouth several times and no sound came out.
Funny how that stupid parlor trick actually worked.

The spell wore off and Rissa snapped, “We
were definitely not friends.”

“More like fuck buddies,” he supplied
helpfully. He liked to think they’d been a couple, but Rissa tended
to get annoyed when he said that. Of course, she was getting
annoyed at pretty much everything he said at the moment.

“Did you know he was a demon when you met
him?” Red asked Clarissa, but Drek answered.

“She knew. She pretended she didn’t, but she
was fully aware.”

Clarissa’s shoulders slumped. “I was going
through a phase.”

He was a phase? He hadn’t heard this version
of the story before.

“That’s a hell of a phase,” the black-haired
witch said.

“It was after my dad died,” Rissa explained.
“It took me a really long time to get over his death, and just when
I thought I was finally pulling out of my funk, he walked into my
life.” She stabbed her thumb at Drek and pursed her lips.

“So he was the rebellious stage of your
grieving process?” the redhead asked, which was impressive because
she’d not acted particularly intelligent until that moment.

Rissa’s other friend was eyeing him like she
wondered what he tasted like. Too bad Rissa was the one who could
send him back to Hell; otherwise, he’d definitely be up for giving
the black witch a ride. She looked like the sort who could go all
night long.

Rissa shoved her elbow into his side.

“Ow.” He rubbed the offending spot. “What was
that for?”

“I can hear you.”

He felt his eyes widen. “You can? Still? That
didn’t wear off?” Shit, he needed to keep that in mind.

“He didn’t say anything,” Melanie said.

Clarissa flapped her hand in his direction.
“We got drunk one day—”

“The day we met,” Drek supplied, which earned
him a narrow-eyed glare.

“And we started doing spells. Everyone knows
spellcasting and drinking don’t mix.”

“I don’t know; I had a heck of a good time
that day. And night. And the next morning. Morning sex is so
underrated.”

She glared at him. “And now I can hear his
thoughts. Sometimes. They have to be pretty clear or he has to be
close to me or…I don’t know. I can just sometimes hear what he’s
thinking.”

“That’s how she figured out my name,” Drek
added, tapping his temple. “Plucked it from right here.”

Melanie’s eyes widened. “That’s some
seriously impressive magic.”

“No, it’s not. It’s a pain in the ass. Just
like him.”

“Pain wasn’t the word you used
when—oomph.” Her elbow was getting sharper and harder. He
inched away.

“You three seem pretty tight. How come Rissa
never told you about her rockin’ demon boyfriend?”

“Ex,” Rissa clarified. “And we met shortly
after you and I ended things.”

“You mean you ended things.”

“Whatever.”

“So you were desperately heartbroken, found
two super-hot witch friends to hang with, and never mentioned me?
Not once?”

“What does their hotness have to do with
anything?” Rissa asked.

“Thank you, by the way,” the redhead said
while twirling a lock of hair. All she needed was a lollipop to
swirl her tongue around and she’d look like every guy’s wet dream.
Maybe not every guy’s. The black witch was sexy as fuck in a
totally I’m-going-to-put-you-in-handcuffs-way.

Drek enjoyed a little bondage on
occasion.

Okay, a lot.

And then there was Rissa, who, in his
not-so-humble opinion, was the total package. Between the three of
them, unless one was into guys or animals, they pretty much covered
the fantasy gamut.

“Oh, he’s the guy,” the black witch said,
nodding before turning to the redhead. “The guy.”

Red’s eyes widened. “Oh-h-h.”

“What?” Now he was curious. What had Rissa
had to say about him in those initial months after their
breakup?
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