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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Dani

          

        

      

    

    
      My castle. My kingdom. My Eros.

      He pushed me against our balcony doors, kissing me from behind. Lips against my neck. Fingers trailing up and down my sides. Hardness pressed against my back. I curled my fingers into the curtains and grasped them in my hand, enjoying this blissful moment with the only man I wanted.

      “Out,” he said, clutching the door handle. “I want everyone to watch me devour every inch of your body.”

      I pushed the doors open, expecting to see the beautiful Kingdom of Lust that I had woken up to for almost two weeks now. But instead of the rosy exterior, everything was burning with red flames that licked the edges of the balcony, orange lava that surrounded the castle, and black ash that rained down from the fiery sky above us and burned when it touched my skin. He placed his hands on the balcony next to me, trapping me between him, and drew his nose up the side of my neck.

      “Dani,” he said, his voice so utterly sensual. God, I wanted him. If I could, I’d take all of him… every last piece, savor every single taste, let him become a part of me. He curled a hand around the front of my throat, squeezing gently. “You don’t know how fucking long I’ve waited for you to find me.” He squeezed tighter, pushed me against the railing—my breasts pressing against the edge—and drew his fingers harshly against my nipples, sending a wave of pleasure through me.

      God, Eros always knew the exact way I needed to be touched.

      When he flicked his long fingernails against one of them again, I moaned softly to myself and grasped the black balcony. Flames licked my fingers, but I didn’t care. His heat was already too much for me.

      He pressed himself against my backside, letting me feel his cock against my ass. Distant, hazy memories that I barely even remembered flashed through my mind, like his hands wrapped around my throat, using my body to thrust into me. Him putting a collar around my neck and walking me down the Lust Room hallway in our castle to his room. Tying my wrists to the headboard and my ankles to the footboard of a familiar bed and slapping me hard against the cheek when I refused to suck his cock.

      Those long, calloused fingers brushed down my arm, making my hair stand up. Though it must’ve been over a hundred degrees here, his touch made me shiver. So familiar yet so utterly foreign.

      He interlocked his fingers with mine on the balcony, pressing them against my family ring and squeezing them tightly. After shuddering for the briefest moment, he slipped his hand into my panties and rubbed my clit, finally giving me what I wanted.

      “I’ll take everything from you, Dani.” He breathed harshly against my ear, two fingers thrusting hard up inside of my wet pussy. I clenched around him, loving the way he used me. “Ruin your perfect little body.” A wave of pleasure rolled through me. “Destroy all those heavenly thoughts running through your mind.” Pressure built higher in my core. “Corrupt you.”

      I doubled over the balcony, grasping the railing to hold myself up despite my trembling legs. He brushed his fangs against my neck and chuckled. “You’ve cum already? I haven’t even started yet.”

      There was more to his words, yet I didn’t bother trying to figure it out now. All I could see were flames, me standing in the flames with a crown on my head, fire in my eyes, and a kingdom that burned brightly behind me…

      He tugged on my ring, nearly taking it off of me, and continued to touch my pussy, his fingers moving faster than before. “In two weeks you’ll ascend as Queen and Commander of Lust, and once you do… this kingdom will become yours and Lust will become mine.” Something in his voice seemed so irate and tense.

      He smirked against my neck, his fangs pricking the skin, nearly drawing blood. I gazed down from our balcony, watching the black and white ash fall from the eerie red clouds above. It fell onto my skin, no longer burning it but becoming part of me, clinging onto it like it was supposed to be there.

      But… this kingdom wasn’t Lust.

      My head felt fuzzy, and I swayed in Eros’s arms. He pulled his fingers out of me and rubbed them against my clit again. I grasped the railing tighter. “Oh, my god.”

      “God won’t help you down here, my Ira.”

      “Please,” I whispered.

      “Please, what?”

      A wave of heat washed over me, making my cheeks flush. “Eros,” I breathed, my mind in a daze. All I could feel was the intense pressure in my core and his hard cock against me. I wanted him inside of me. God, I wanted him inside of me so bad. “Eros, please.”

      “Eros?” he asked with so much distaste on his tongue. I tensed for the briefest moment, my mind beyond cloudy. “Still so innocent, Dani… you don’t know the first thing about stealing souls, the first thing about taking a life, the first thing about leading a kingdom.”

      My brows furrowed. What… What was he talking about?

      “Eros is long gone. It’s just me and you in this pretty little mind of yours.”

      “Wh-what do you mean Eros is…” My heart beat against my chest.  I turned around in his embrace and shrieked. Two alluring maroon eyes stared down at me, the same eyes that had been haunting my memory for the past two weeks.

      Javier.

      Javier was here. Javier was back. How was he back? Why was he here, in my dream?

      He smirked and stepped toward me, pinning me to the balcony, wrapping his hand around my throat, and letting the flames burn my flesh. “You’re mine now, Dani.” He inched closer and closer and closer, yet I couldn’t move back. It seemed as if I was stuck in a nightmare. His lips brushed against mine. “All mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Dani

          

        

      

    

    
      I sat up in my empty bed and screamed at the top of my lungs. Oh, god. Oh, god. Oh, god. What the hell was that? Where was Eros? Why was I dreaming of Javier?

      My heart thumped loudly against my chest, and I hopped out of bed, suddenly feeling beyond hot. The window was cracked slightly, the pink sunlight pouring in through it. I stumbled over to the balcony and pushed the doors open just enough to see my kingdom. The beautiful pink hills, the plush sky, the velvet rose garden. Not that atrocity from my dream.

      But that… that wasn’t just any normal dream. That was a lust dream, a dream intricately woven and forged by an incubus himself. An incubus who was supposed to be dead.

      Dreaming of Javier—like that—was impossible.

      After drawing my thumb against my family ring, I took a deep breath. Maybe it was all just a nightmare. Yeah, that’s what it was. It had to be. Javier couldn’t be back. I was just getting too deep in my own head. All the stress from transitioning to Hell, from ascending as queen in a couple of weeks, from Kasey refusing to talk to me because Eros killed their parents.

      Someone knocked on the bedroom door. “Commander, is everything okay? Should I get Eros?” Esha, the guard Eros had assigned to our chambers, asked.

      I tied my scarlet silk robe around my waist and tried to think about better days. When Mom would wake me up with a big plate of French toast and a huge grin on Sunday mornings, when we’d visit the ice skating rink and twirl around on the ice for hours, when she smiled at me.

      “Commander Asmodeus?”

      “I’m fine,” I said, gazing out the balcony doors. Demons walked down the white stone walkways from the palace to the nearest town, Chastion, below me. It was only eight in the morning, and some of them were stumbling home from a late night down in the palace’s Lust Rooms. The parties raged on until early in the mornings; the demons had been drinking Passion Delights on the front stairs and had been staggering through the castle.

      I grasped the curtains. My quiet life had been replaced by boozing and partying in just a few short days. The Kingdom of Lust was nothing like the city back home…

      But maybe I needed the change. I couldn’t stay with Maria for the rest of my life. Dad liked it here, so I would try to like it too.

      “Eros wanted me to inform you that he will be in the Garden of Passion, waiting for you.”

      After changing into something more modest—not that anyone would care—I opened the bedroom door. Dressed in a tight leather uniform that only the highest-ranked Lust guards wore, Esha nodded at me. “Good morning, Asmodeus.”

      I brushed my fingers against her wrist. “Please, just Dani,” I said. She followed me down the hundreds of spiraling stairs to the ground floor. “Have you heard from Kasey?”

      “No.”

      “Aarav?”

      “No.”

      I pressed my lips together. “Mycah?”

      “Unfortunately, no.”

      After sighing through my nose, I nodded my head and walked out of the castle doors. She followed me, because Eros asked her to follow me everywhere, but I stopped her—my mind still buzzing with those dreadful thoughts from this morning. “I will find Eros alone.”

      I just needed time to breathe.

      Once she walked back inside the castle, I hurried along the stone pathway toward the Garden of Passion. The Garden of Passion was a luscious rose garden near Chastion. I pushed around people to get there as quickly as possible, to see Eros—my Eros—and to get Javier out of my mind.

      Even when Javier was dead, he still found a way to fuck with me.

      A group of Lusts blocked the walkway in front of me, and I patiently waited for them to move while I not-so-patiently tried to calm my racing heart. I didn’t understand why I had dreamt of Javier, and I didn’t think I ever would. Eros had done more than enough to please me. I didn’t need to dream of the one man both Eros and I hated the most.

      “The crowning ceremony is only in two weeks,” one Lust in front of me said.

      “I heard from Biast that once she ascends, Sathanus promised to rain fireballs down on her for killing his heir.”

      My eyes widened, and I slowed my pace. Sathanus, the Commander of Wrath, was promising to kill me, to slaughter me, and to steal my soul. Rumors like this had been buzzing around Chastion for a couple weeks now, but I had only heard it from Eros and Esha when they talked to each other. Hearing it from an actual resident of Lust… made me feel things I shouldn’t.

      Shame. Pain. Outrage.

      “Do you think she can rule? Nobody has ever even seen her alone without Eros in the town yet.” They began whispering to each other, and I fell further back, not wanting them to know that I had heard every word of their conversation, because, well, I didn’t know what to say. It was true. I hadn’t been out to town alone. I hadn’t been anywhere in Hell alone. Though the people themselves didn’t freak me out, I just didn’t fit into their image of me.

      I cut through the grass and made a bee-line for the garden. Don’t let this get into your head, Dani. Don’t let this pile up too. You will be a great queen. You will rule this kingdom with all the might that Dad knew you would. You will not fuck this up.

      After clutching my ring so tightly in my palm, I entered the garden. It was empty, yet the sweet scent of cinnamon drifted in through my nostrils. I followed it through the garden, needing Eros to calm me down. The thought of Sathanus only brought me back to Javier, and it seemed that he was all I could think about these last couple of days.

      Maybe it was because he was the first person who I had ever killed or maybe it was the fact that I knew he wouldn’t be my last. Controlling my demon was far harder than I ever expected. I had thought about sucking Eros’s soul too many times to count lately, and I could feel that everyday I was on the verge of breaking.

      “Dani,” Eros whispered. I turned my head toward the direction of his voice, but he wasn’t there. So, I continued walking through the garden of roses, my fingers brushing against each one, letting their scent drift into my nose.

      “Dani, come here,” he whispered again. I turned around, strands of my dark hair blowing into my face. The pink sun shimmered down onto the rose petals, making them glimmer. I heard him chuckle from behind me and went to turn around, but two strong arms curled around my waist from behind before I could. “If you want to find me, you’ll have to be faster than that,” Eros said into my ear. He pressed his lips against my collarbone. “Or, next time, I’ll have the chance to corrupt this pretty little mind of yours before you can stop me.”

      I laughed, tilting my head to brush my lips against his. “And how will you corrupt me, exactly?” I turned in his embrace, drawing a finger up his abdomen. “Make me beg for you? Take me out on one of those bus rides again? Invite Lucifer over?”

      His lip curled into a smirk, his eyes dancing with excitement. “I was thinking… force-feed you Fervor Crisps”—He held up a picnic basket full of baked goods and a bottle of Passion Delight—“and let you devour a whole bottle of Passion Delight, but…” He stepped closer to me and brushed his nose against mine. “... your way sounds much more exciting.”

      After inhaling his cinnamon and forgetting all about Javier’s licorice stench from my dream, I relaxed and tugged Eros into a hug, letting my head rest against his chest. I had the strong urge to burst out in tears. It had only been a few days here, and the pressure of everything was almost too much to handle. But I sucked it up because I was going to become queen.

      Eros’s chest rumbled softly, and he curled his arms around me. “I have a spot for us picked out under the cherry tree. We can eat breakfast, enjoy Passion Delights, and help you relax.”

      I arched a brow and stared up at him, grinning. “It’s eight in the morning. We can’t have Passion Delights now.”

      “We can if you say we can, my little Succubus.” He grabbed my hand and led me through the garden of roses to a picnic blanket under the blossoming cherry tree. Pink little leaves had fallen onto the blanket. I sat down and pulled out a Fervor Crisp, stuffing it into my mouth and relaxing completely.

      Eros gazed at me with his piercing greens. “I heard you had a nightmare.”

      I chewed my food and looked away from him, scared that he’d see the guilt in my eyes. I wanted to tell him about the dream more than anything… but I couldn’t tell him that I had a sex dream about his brother—the man that I killed. What would he think of me? Worst of all… what would he think of himself?

      His parents had beat it into his head that he wasn’t a true incubus. If I told him about dreaming of Javier, he’d think all those lies were true. I didn’t want to hurt him anymore. I wanted him to heal from their abuse.

      “I’ve been stressing you out lately, haven’t I?” he asked, taking a bite into his Fervor Crisp. He eyed the bottle of Passion, but didn’t open it. Instead, he just stole another crisp and frowned at me.

      I swallowed hard. All I could think about was the Crowning Ceremony and Eros’s dire need to be enough for me and my growing urge to suck out his soul and Kasey and Sathanus and… God, it was so much.

      “I’m fine, Eros.” I clasped my hands together and played with my ring. At least, I needed for everyone to think I was fine, so they trusted me to rule this kingdom. And besides, Javier was just a dream. A stupid, annoying dream. Nothing to worry about right now.

      “Don’t do that to me,” he said, inching closer. “Don’t shut me out. Remember, we have to be open with each other if we want this kingdom to thrive. No secrets.”

      No secrets… but what if I kept one to keep him safe? What if I kept one to keep him from hurting? To keep him from thinking he wasn’t enough for me because his parents had told him so much that he wasn’t enough that he actually started to believe it?

      I sighed through my nose. “It’s just the stress of the ceremony. There’s so many rumors going around. And, honestly, I don’t know if I’ll ever be enough for this kingdom. I don’t know how I could ever live up to my father's reputation.” I gazed around to make sure nobody was listening, then lowered my voice. “Will Lust trust me after all the lies that your family has spewed about my father? And what about when they find out that my mother was an angel?”

      Eros placed his Fervor Crisp on the blanket, scooted closer to me, and took my hands in his. “Dani, I don’t know what they’ll think of you… but I have always believed that you’d be the best to rule this kingdom. I will protect you from anyone who threatens you or your rule.”

      “I’m nervous,” I said.

      “Then we’ll start your preparations today.”

      “Preparations?” I asked, brows furrowing. “What kind of preparations? Do I have to memorize every sex position like I had to memorize the periodic table?” Because… Jesus… would that be a disaster.

      He chuckled and brushed a strand of hair from my face. “No, preparations for the Courting Pit and for your Courting Ceremony.”

      My eyes widened slightly. “Courting Pit?”

      After pausing for the slightest moment, a look of uneasiness crossed Eros’s face. “I didn’t want to tell you yet, because it’s just going to be added stress, but”—He took a deep breath—“The Courting Pit is where demons can challenge you for your spot as commander.”

      I nearly choked on my crisp. “Challenge me?” I whispered.

      “Yes, and you’ll have to prove yourself worthy of the title: Commander of Lust.”

      “Oh, no, I cannot do that…” I shook my head and put the sweet down on the picnic blanket. Was he crazy?! Did he forget how difficult it was for me to flirt with him when we started dating? “What am I going to have to do? Have sex with people? Flirt with the entire kingdom? Suck them of⁠—”

      “We’ll start your preparations by flirting.” Eros grasped my chin and made me look into his eyes. “Start off slow. Just flirting.”

      “With who?”

      He smirked and then looked at his phone. “We’re meeting Lucifer today. In thirty minutes. At the lounge.”

      Oh, Lord. I had to flirt with Luci? That was bound to go great.

      “Don’t worry. You’re not flirting with him, Dani. Don’t rile yourself up yet.” He chuckled. “Lucifer just wants to talk.”

      I raised my brow. Just talk? The Devil never wanted to just talk.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3
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      Even in the early hours of the afternoon, The Lounge was bustling with women dressed in tiny leather dresses and men in suits. As soon as I stepped into the room, their sweet scents hit my nostrils. I inhaled deeply, eyes closing in delight.

      Eros rested his hand on my lower back and guided me through the room to the beige booth that Lucifer reserved. He leaned back in his seat, his icy eyes lively and vibrant as we walked toward him, and raised his glass. “Finally decided to show up.”

      “Was Lucifer upset we didn’t make it here sooner?” I teased, scooting into the seat.

      “And if I was?”

      I placed a hand on Eros’s knee and shrugged my shoulders, giving him a sly smile. “Oh, well.”

      His wide, excited eyes flickered over to Eros who was arching a brow at me. “Where’d she get this attitude from?”

      I kicked my legs back and forth under the table, drawing my fingers against Eros’s black jeans. “Eros told me I had to flirt today.”

      Lucifer tilted his head toward Eros. “You told your woman to flirt with me?”

      “Actually, I told her not to flirt with you.”

      The pretty brunette waitress—who always flirted with me here—leaned over our table to place two Passion Delights in front of us. “Can I get anything else for you, Commander Lucifer, Eros...” She turned to me, her soft, full lips parted ever so slightly.

      “Dani,” I said to her, my heart rate quickening. She smelt like dark hot chocolate on a chilly day, sweet and needed. “My name is Dani.”

      “Well, Dani…” She brushed her fingers against my forearm, the touch soft and gentle, unlike anything I had felt before. “Can I get you anything else?”

      I reluctantly pulled my arm away and shook my head. God, was I bad at this whole flirting thing. I couldn’t even look her right in the eye while she was flirting with me. It made me feel so… utterly… good. Too good.

      Lucifer watched her walk away while I focused on the lovely wooden table to try to catch my breath. Eros inhaled deeply, his arm around me relaxing. “Dani,” he hummed. “I can sense you.”

      I pressed my lips together, my cheek flushing a deep red. Lucifer sipped his drink. “Looks like her training is going exceptionally well. If you need to practice some more, Dani…” He held up the keys to a Lust Room, dangling them in front of me. “I have this.”

      Eros tensed slightly, eyes flickering from the keys to Lucifer’s smirk. A strong whiff of cinnamon rolled off of Eros, and I relaxed further into the booth. I hadn’t even sipped my drink yet, and I already felt drunk off passion.

      “Maybe later,” Eros said. “What’d you want to talk to us about?”

      Lucifer paused for a long moment, gazing around the room at some Wraths making a fuss with the asshole waiter from a few weeks ago. “Dani has gotten herself in some trouble.”

      My brows furrowed. “What kind of trouble?”

      “The kind that lands you in the pits of Tartarus, right next to your little boy-toy Javier.”

      Eros growled and tensed beside me, fingers curling into my shoulder. Javier… I swallowed hard. Don’t think about him, Dani. Don’t even…

      “What kind of trouble?” I asked again.

      “Sathanus wants to put a bounty on your head,” he said. “Told his son he wanted your horns to hang above the pits so nobody”—He pointed at me—“and I quote ‘So nobody takes my fuckin’ heirs again.’”

      My heart sank. The Lusts from Chastion this morning were right. Sathanus was out to get me for killing his son. I sipped my drink, trying to stay calm. “What does that mean? What will he do?”

      “He tortures people, mostly physically, sometimes mentally.” Eros leaned back in the seat, brushing a hand over his face. “Fuck… I should’ve killed Javier myself. You’ve put yourself in danger by taking his soul.”

      “She can handle herself,” Lucifer said. “His weakness is the hilt of his tail. If he comes close to you, grab it hard and give it a good whack.” He winked. “And tell him that Luci taught you, just for good measure.”

      I playfully rolled my eyes to show that Sathanus’s threat didn’t bother me, but it did. Hell, it terrified me because Dad had outlined in his journal all the ways Wraths torture and kill people… and I didn’t think I’d enjoy any single one of them.

      “What do we do if he threatens her?” Eros asked.

      “He won’t touch her,” Lucifer said.

      “What makes you so sure?”

      “Because he has a kingdom to lead, and Dani just killed his oldest and strongest heir… He’ll get someone else to do his dirty work… He always does.”

      “Sathanus has other children?” I asked. The thought had completely passed through my mind these past two weeks. Everything with this ceremony had been keeping me too busy to sit back and think for the shortest moment. I should’ve known he had other heirs who’d be out to get me.

      Luci nodded his head. “Biast Sathanus, the next in line.”

      I took a long gulp of my Passion Delight until I had drunk the very last of it. Well, fuck. First, I have Javier haunting me… and now I have his brother hunting me. At least, I expected his brother Biast to come at me with revenge.

      Eros and Lucifer began talking amongst themselves about the rumors, and my phone started buzzing on the table. Maria’s name flashed on the screen along with two texts, asking me where I was.

      “I have to go see Maria,” I said, scooting out of the booth. “We’re helping Trevon move today.”

      “Trevon? The guy who cheated on you, then got possessed?” Lucifer asked with a smirk. “Don’t get yourself into trouble.”

      I raised a brow at him. “Don’t be getting my Eros into trouble, either, Luci.” I threw him a wink. “Or I’ll come for you next.”
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      “You know you don’t have to do this,” I said to Maria. I picked up one of Trevon’s moving boxes and walked down the hallway with Maria to her grey Audi.

      She sighed and pushed the door open, letting her dirty blonde hair fly into her face. “What else am I supposed to do? Live alone?” She gazed back toward his apartment on the third floor, watching Trevon stack box after box in front of the windows. “I hate being alone. These past two weeks have been hell without you.”

      My lips curled into a soft smile. Though Maria constantly got on my nerves, I missed her and wished that I could’ve stayed for a bit longer. I shoved the box into the backseat of her car and shut the door. “You could always live in the castle with me and Eros.”

      Maria broke out into a fit of laughter, her sweet scent filling my nostrils. God, I should’ve never had that Passion Delight at the Lounge this morning. My gaze flickered to her lips. All my demon could think about was the pure rush I got from taking someone’s soul, the feeling of Javier’s tense lips becoming soft and lifeless, the adrenaline that pumped through me when I did it.

      I smiled—watching Maria’s lips move so effortlessly but not hearing a single word she was saying—and pressed my legs together. No, Dani, you will control yourself. You will not even think about anyone the way you think about Eros.

      After placing one forearm on the hood of the car and leaning against it, she said, “You know how much I hate demons.” She playfully pushed my shoulder. “No offense.”

      “Offense taken,” I said, shaking off any sinful thoughts.

      “You know what I mean. And”—She pointed a finger at me—“don’t even think about asking me to live with Zane.” She gazed down at her phone, frowning. “He’s a good time… but… he still wants an open relationship and Dr. U told me I should make sure I’m comfortable with my decision to open up to him before we move forward.” And, just for good measure, she added, “And he’s a demon too,” in case I had forgotten.

      I raised a sharp brow. “Well, Trevon was a demon.”

      “Was. He’s not anymore.” She laughed as we walked back toward the building. “He won’t get possessed again. Nobody wants his ass. And, even if he does, you can pop those chains back on him and let him scream for days.”

      “He’s been talking to you about The Chains, too?”

      She snorted and pulled the door open. “That’s all I hear.”

      “Well… at least, when he’s with you, Zane could watch him,” I said. That was the only good thing about this whole arrangement. If Trevon wasn’t susceptible to being possessed again, I would not let my ex-boyfriend live with my roommate.

      “Yeah, that—” Maria stopped completely and stared down the hall with big, bulging eyes. “Is that Samantha?”

      My eyes widened as I stared at the petite woman in front of Trevon’s door. “What the hell is Samantha doing here?” I asked, my nostrils flaring. A knock-off Gucci purse was hanging off her arm and a stupid smirk was plastered on her face.

      Maria’s hand tightened into fists, and she said something. But again, I couldn’t hear her. All I could focus on was Samantha, her pungent scent, and the hundreds of reasons she could be at Trevon’s door.

      Trevon leaned one arm against the doorframe and smiled down at her. She ran her fingers across his bicep as if she had done it so many times before. I growled under my breath, trying to hold myself together. I couldn’t let my demon take control because she would do something murderous.

      What the actual fuck was going on? Trevon fired her because she spiked my drink. Did he not remember? Was he that stupid to let her back into his life? Maybe they were fucking. Maybe he just didn’t give a single shit.

      She curled her arm around his, pressing her breasts against his chest and batting her fake lashes at him. What was wrong with him, going for someone like her? He could do so much better.

      I wasn’t jealous of her. I was furious at him.

      Five entire years with him, dealing with his ass when he cheated on me, worrying about him nonstop when he was possessed, and he goes back to someone who had tried to poison me?

      I cleared my throat, and Trevon gazed over at me, his brown eyes soft and hazy. God, why was he so gullible? Samantha giggled at me. “Dani,” she said in her high-pitched, annoying ass voice.

      “Samantha,” I said, plastering a fake smile on my face and trying my hardest not to gag from her stench. “What are you doing here?”

      The greens in her eyes glowed faintly. She ran her manicured fingers against Trevon’s chest, and Trevon stiffened. “I just wanted to help Trevon move.”

      “I’m sure you did.” I walked right up to them, grabbed Trevon’s hand, and tugged him back into his bare apartment. “Trevon, I need a word with you.” I slammed the door in her face and turned on my heel toward him, clenching my jaw.

      Trevon pulled his arm away from me. “What are you doing?”

      “What am I doing? What are you doing?” I raised my brows at him. “She spiked my drink more than once. You had to fire her, if you don’t remember.” The apartment was completely quiet, and I remembered all the late nights we used to spend here, all the early mornings when he’d make me breakfast, all the smiles and laughs and I still hurt a bit from his betrayal… but I wasn’t acting this way because of that. I just wanted to protect him like he protected me when we were younger. “You shouldn’t be seeing her.”

      “It’s in the past. I know she fucked up big time, but she’s different now.” He gazed at the closed door and… smiled? “Why’re you freaking out about this? We’re not dating anymore, unless… unless you want to.”

      “We’re not dating anymore,” I said. “And we won’t ever date again… but that doesn’t mean I don’t care about you. I don’t want someone who will scheme and hurt others to get what she wants to influence you.” I grabbed his hands, holding them close to me, and my heart tightened. “You’re healthy now and you need to stay strong.”

      Because I wouldn’t be able to deal with him turning into a demon again, especially not emotionally. When I saw Trevon for the first time after they released him from The Chains, my heart shattered into a million pieces. Nearly skin and bones, he had lost most of his muscle. He still had the two scars shooting out from either side of his lips from where the demon ripped right through him.

      Lucifer’s healers helped him a lot, but they couldn’t help me from unseeing how my strong ex-boyfriend had turned into a monster, then into nothingness.

      I didn’t want to lose him like I had lost Kasey, Aarav, and Mycah as friends. I couldn’t bear to lose another friend, especially to someone who didn’t deserve him. But I wanted him to be happy or, at least, try to lead a normal life again.

      My fingers relaxed on his wrists. “Just be careful with her and don’t take her over to Maria’s house.” I smiled. “Maria would put a mascara stick right through her throat for what she did to me, if she showed up at the apartment.”

      He chuckled. “I wouldn’t do that to Maria.” Suddenly, he got all quiet and stared at me with a lightness in his eyes. He brushed his knuckles against my cheek. “You don’t have to worry about me, Dani,” he said quietly. “Javier is gone. You took care of him, didn’t you?”

      I sucked in a deep breath and nodded my head. “I did.”

      He clutched the cross on his neck, thumb brushing against the shiny golden metal. “Thank you. Thank you so much for everything.” His eyes softened even more, and I relaxed further. Something about him seemed off—not in a bad way but in a way that reminded me of Mom, of softness, and of care.

      His gaze flickered to my lips. And that’s when I saw that same desire in his eyes that Eros had given me so many times before. I tensed and backed away from him, knowing what was coming next. “I should be going. We can’t fit anymore boxes into Maria’s car.” I grasped the door handle, but Trevon caught my wrist and tugged me back.

      “Do you want to go out sometime?” he asked me. My eyes widened. Out? As in on a date? Didn’t he know that I was with Eros still? His lips curled into a smile. “Not as boyfriend and girlfriend, just as friends. We didn’t make it to the nursing home this year together. I thought that maybe you’d like to go.”

      “Um…” I took a deep breath. Maybe this would be good. Maybe grounding myself back on Earth would help me relax a bit during all the drama in Hell and help me find myself again. I nodded my head. “Sure.”
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