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Evie 

 

“You look better in my clothes than I do.” Luke came into the bedroom 

and tossed his briefcase onto the armchair. He pulled his tie loose and 

draped it around my neck. “I hope you’re not trying to usurp me, wife. 

What will you wear of mine next, I wonder? My crown?” 

“I would never, husband.” I bent over the suitcase on the bed. The 

position had the advantage of pressing my ass against Luke and allowing 

me to put my full weight on the case so I could almost get it to zip. “You 

don’t mind that I borrowed one of your shirts, do you? I didn’t have 

anything else to wear.” 

“Not at all.” Luke ran his hand up my bare thigh and slipped it beneath 

the hem of the oversized button-down I wore. It was big enough on me, it 

almost worked as a dress. Almost. It was just a little bit too short to cover 

my ass when I bent over—which Luke seemed to be enjoying. “Do I need to 

send Charon out with the dry cleaning?” 

“No, he just got back with it about an hour ago.” I grunted as I pressed 

my elbows into the top of the suitcase. “All the clothes I own that you 

haven’t already ripped apart are here in this stupid suitcase, and I didn’t 



want to get my traveling outfit dirty before we leave to see my parents 

tomorrow.” 

Luke reached around my shoulder and popped the buttons of the shirt 

open all the way down to my ribs. “Why wear anything at all?” 

I turned to face him, pinning the suitcase closed with the heels of my 

hands. “What are you suggesting, Luke?” 

Luke twirled a lock of my hair around his fingers as he smirked down at 

me. “You’ve always looked best in the nude, love.” 

I smiled back at him. The way his eyes glimmered when he had an 

especially wicked idea always made it hard not to. “Help me get this 

suitcase closed and we’ll talk.” 

“Done.” Luke wrapped his hands around my waist and lifted me up 

effortlessly. I laughed as he placed my ass down on the suitcase. It squished 

everything down enough that the zipper seemed like it might finally close 

after all. “You do remember that we’re only going to be at your parents for a 

few days though, don’t you?” 

“The harsh Vermont winter requires many layers, Luke.” I kicked my 

feet gently as they dangled off the floor. “I hope you’re packing warm.” 

“Oh, darling.” The zipper hissed neatly as Luke dragged it around the 

edges of the bag. When it was closed, he pressed his lips to mine. I could 



feel his fire burning beneath his skin, searing and sweet. Just a touch from 

them filled me with his warmth so quickly, my cheeks flushed. “I bring my 

own heat.” 

“Let’s see how you feel when you’re facing down a negative thirty wind 

chill.” I leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “Thank you for the help with 

my bag, Luke.” 

“And how will you repay me, I wonder?” Luke placed his hand on my 

knee and squeezed it. 

“Considering I have fifty thousand dollars of student loan debt…” Slowly, 

I parted my knees and spread my legs. “Do take cheques?” 

“Fifty thousand—” Luke paused and scowled. “Christ. The cost of mortal 

education… I’ll wipe that out before we leave. But for the time 

being…perhaps you could repay me in some other way.” 

“Credit, maybe?” I suggested as Luke slid his hand up my inner thigh. 

“If you’re fifty thousand in the hole already…” Luke shook his head and 

cupped my sex in the palm of his hand. “Let’s keep you off the credit.” 

“But then however will I pay for things?” I fluttered my eyelashes at 

Luke innocently I wrapped my arms around his neck. 



“For anything the Inferno can’t provide, you can use my black card. 

Otherwise…” Luke’s fingers slipped beneath my panties as his lips brushed 

against mine. 

“Oh. Like that, is it?” I purred. We touched, mouth to mouth, without 

quite kissing. 

“Yes, love.” Luke’s lips smirked against mine. “Just like that.” 

Luke’s fingers slipped into my folds. A growl rumbled in his throat at 

what he found there. 

“Already wet for me.” Luke drew his fingers away and smeared my honey 

across my lower lip with his thumb. “You know how I love to learn that.” 

Luke’s hand dove back between my legs. His lips crushed against mine. 

Heat pounded through my body as Luke licked my lips clean, then pressed 

his tongue into my mouth. 

He tasted faintly of bourbon—rich vanilla and dark caramel. Delicious.  

I gasped as he pinned my clit beneath his thumb and rolled it in aching 

circles. He turned his hand and slipped his fingers into my cunt, beckoning 

me toward him from within. 

If I hadn’t been soaked before, I was fucking drenched now. 



“Come for me, love.” Luke pulled away from my lips so he could move 

his teeth to my neck. He bit down gently as I felt the orgasm swell within 

me—then, as I cried out, he bit harder. 

I pressed my fingers against his neck and clung to him as my body shook 

with release. My knees were weak and trembling. Even after the explosive 

pleasure had passed, I had to cling to him still, just to stop from collapsing. 

“Am I always going to come that hard now?” I let out a little laugh 

between breaths. 

“If I have my say—yes.” Luke kissed me until my body stopped shaking. 

“Consider your debt paid, love.” 

I licked my lips as he drew away. The taste of bourbon lingered on them, 

and a thought struck me. 

“Luke…” 

“Yes?” Luke teased at both ends of his tie, still draped around my neck. 

“Have you been drinking?” 

“Only a nip, darling.” He leaned in to bite my lower lip gently. 

“Why?” I arched an eyebrow as a little smile spread across my mouth. 

“Surely you’re not nervous about meeting my parents in person…are you?” 



Luke smiled back at me with his eyes. “Have to make a good impression, 

don’t I?” 

“Luke, you know they already like you. The last time I spoke with my 

mother, she’d been baking for days—and Dad wants to take you hunting. 

He’s always wanted a son.” 

“And he’ll have one in me,” Luke promised. “But I want them more to 

like me, Evie. I want them to love me—to approve of this relationship as 

completely as they can.” 

“They will love you,” I assured him. I took the tie from my neck and 

looped it back around Luke’s, pulling him down for another kiss. “Just 

like—” 

Luke broke the kiss gently and pulled away, slow and smug. 

“Just like what, darling?” he asked, smirking. 

Just like I do, I’d almost said. 

“Let’s get your stuff packed.” I released the tie and hopped down off the 

suitcase. I wobbled a little as I stood. 

He’d left me weak in the knees. 

And in other places, too—like my heart, warm and glowing, beating 

stronger than ever. 



Just for him. 

 


