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“Lilith—the little queen of demons.”


She turned at the sound of the deep, husky voice slurring her name, her lips twisting into a frown.

“Lucifer.”  Her eyes narrowed to slits, taking in his flushed cheeks and unfocused gaze.  “You’re drunk.”


“Not so drunk that I can’t take you.” She frowned at his slight stumble toward her, his hand reaching out to curl a single lock of her hair around his finger.  She stared into his handsome face, drowning in his piercing obsidian eyes.  She gasped when he leaned into her, the spicy scent of him, mixed with wine filling her lungs.  Her nipples hardened and that curious warmth between her thighs that always accompanied a stirring in her belly whenever he was near, made her shiver.  


She wasn’t sure when it had happened. She’d known him since she was a child, but one day she’d looked up and she’d simply noticed him. Not as Lucifer, the boy who tormented her, made fun of her, and always pulled her hair, but as a man, a handsome one, who stirred something dark and primitive within her whenever their eyes met.


She’d wanted him to be her first, had purposely planted herself in his way so that when the Festival of Anat began, and they released the young males to seek out an eligible virgin, he’d have no choice but to bed her, but he was useless now.  He could barely stand up straight.


“Damn it, Lucifer.  You’ve gone and fucked everything up!”


His eyes darkened to two black lumps of coal, crimson eclipsing his pupils, and she let out a yelp when he dragged her up against his hard frame.


“What?  Were you expecting someone else?”


His words sounded surprisingly clear, and her eyes widened at the tumultuous storm brewing in his gaze.  She bit her tongue. She’d be dammed if she’d admit the truth—that she’d hid from three others, while she’d waited patiently for him to stumble along. But he didn’t need to know that.  He was arrogant enough.


Her heart stuttered in her chest as he traced her parted lips with his finger, a small sigh escaping her when he dipped it inside her mouth.  Wetness pooled between her legs, her breasts growing heavy with desire.


“Let me guess—you were waiting for Samael.”


She started to shake her head, but he settled his face at the crook of her neck, his tongue sweeping across her skin, causing a smattering of goose bumps to break out in its wake.  

“Doesn’t matter who you were waiting for, because I got to you first, and you’re all mine now.”  

His hands were beneath her skirts, his palms skimming across her smooth thighs. When he touched the bare skin of her buttocks, he sucked in a breath, a harsh groan spilling from his lips.  “You’re such a naughty little demon, Lilith.  No panties?”


She was barely conscious of him lowering her to the ground, and that he purposely dragged them into the shadows, hidden within the darkness of the forest, where they would not be seen, where her cries of pleasure could not be heard.   


He took his time removing her clothes, his hands shaking slightly as they roamed over her bare skin.  He was probably a bit unsteady because he was drunk, she thought, although the way he held back, gently coaxing her desire, she would say he was still very much in control of himself.


She watched in rapt fascination at him removing his shirt and then his breeches, her fingers finding a mind of their own as they traced the bulging muscles of his chest.  She stilled at the dark arrow of hair that dipped lower, her eyes snapping to his face when he sucked in a breath.


“Don’t stop.” His voice was hoarse and thick and she held his gaze, letting her hand travel lower.


“Look at him.  Look at what you do to me.” He bit out and her cheeks heated as she finally let her eyes settle on the thick, engorged length of his cock.  She curled her hand around him, pumping gently, watching his face twist in pleasurable agony while he stared at her through narrowed lids.


The expression on his face, the intensity of his gaze caused something deep inside her to snap and she released a low moan, a throbbing ache settling between her legs.
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