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        For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      

      

      
        
        And for every person who loves dragons as much as I do.

      

      

      

      
        
        For every reader who sometimes needs love in their darkest times.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains elements, themes, and situations that some readers may find unenjoyable or intolerable. These include four men sharing one woman, an apocalypse, family death, child neglect, and pregnancy.

      If you find any of the above triggering, I advise against reading.

      Have questions before reading? Please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com.

      Continuing from here? Happy reading!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Cara

      

      

      I’ve always been the strange one.

      Growing up, I was always different from my sister. She was everything bright and cheery – outgoing, pretty, talkative, involved with the community even as a small child.

      My parents never could find where they went wrong with me.

      I hated bright colors. Even as a child, I would change my clothes from the pastel colors they put on me to something darker.

      They tried throwing away my dark clothes, and then, like the stubborn, petulant child that I was, I sat naked in my room.

      When I was seven, a preacher told my parents that my soul was too dark for church – that I was beyond being saved.

      I wasn’t allowed to go to church anymore after that.

      In fact, it had embarrassed my parents so much that we had moved from our small town and into the city where no one would know them, and even fewer people would remember me.

      I felt normal. I didn’t hear voices. I didn’t practice witchcraft – though if you asked my sister, she always swore up and down that I did. I got good grades in school – excellent enough to grant me a full ride through college.

      I just dressed differently. I hated bright colors. Everything had to be gray or black. I had plants in my room, but they weren’t alive. I’d let them die.

      I couldn’t stand colors.

      And plants? They were so colorful.

      I didn’t know why I was like this. But for as long as I could remember, this was the person I was – the person that I had always been.

      I’d been bullied throughout my school years for always being so different. My make-up was always dark if I wore it. It helped that my hair was naturally black, so I didn’t have to dye it. I stuck to myself – was classified as the weird nerd.

      Honestly, I was a nice person, and I would have loved to have friends, but I was a freak.

      No one wanted to be friends with a freak.

      No one wanted to even associate with a freak.

      That was, until them . . .

      Until my four men came into my life and showed me why I’d always been the strange one.

      It was because I was destined for more – so much more.

      I was the Goddess of Hell.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Cara

      

      

      I rummaged through the library bookshelf, trying to find something interesting to read through for the evening. I didn’t have class the next day, and I preferred to spend my free time reading a good book. It didn’t even have to be fiction; it could be non-fiction. I just needed it to be interesting.

      And so far, everything I put my hand on looked uninteresting.

      It was beginning to become extremely frustrating.

      I knelt down to look at the bottom shelf of the bookcase in front of me, running my eyes over the titles to see if something would jump out. I pursed my lips, sighing when nothing caught my attention. With a grunt, I moved to stand back up and lost my damn balance.

      Sometimes, my clumsiness surprised even me.

      A squeak of surprise left my lips as I began to topple over, my hands grappling for something to keep me from falling and busting my ass on the floor. Suddenly, muscular arms wrapped around my waist, halting my fall, and my back crashed against a wall of muscle. I stared up at the handsome stranger that was leaning over me, amusement lighting up his eyes.

      His eyes were impossibly dark – basically black. His skin was a very dark tan, and his hair was an inky black color but looked so soft that my fingers twitched to touch it. A light dusting of hair was along his jaw, making him seem almost devilish, especially with that wicked smirk curving his lips.

      “You should be more careful,” he lightly reprimanded as he helped me back up to a standing position. He kept a hand on my hip, running his eyes over me to make sure I was okay.

      I couldn’t rip my eyes away from him. I knew that I was staring, but I couldn’t help myself.

      He was beautiful.

      “Wow,” I finally breathed. I fisted my hands at my sides to keep myself from reaching out and touching him. It was such an overwhelming urge, and I was so amazed by him still that I couldn’t even begin to feel embarrassed.

      He grinned. God, he was so beautiful. “Fucking adorable,” he said quietly. I blinked at him, seeming to come out of a trance. He released me and stepped back from me, giving me some space. I drew in a sharp breath of air, unsure of what the fuck had just come over me.

      Whatever it was, it was extremely strange.

      “Luc,” the guy introduced himself, holding his hand out to me. I slowly placed my hand in his. Heat raced along my veins as soon as our palms touched, seeming to almost wrap around my heart before warming my soul. It felt like my world shifted, which was extremely strange. But I could definitely tell that something changed when my hand touched his.

      When he lifted my hand up to his lips to press a kiss to my knuckles, my heart rate spiked to a speed that should have given me a damn heart attack.

      “Cara,” I said quietly, swallowing thickly. “I um, thank you,” I finally managed to get out.

      He gently released my hand before he pushed his hands into the pockets of his black, zip-up hoodie. “Have you had dinner yet?” he asked me.

      I blushed. Was he really asking me – the freak – to dinner? No one went out of their way to try to be around me. Sure, in college, people were nicer, but I was still different. No one went out of their way to be kind to me. Instead, they just kind of ignored me.

      He frowned slightly, eyeing me like he knew what was going through my head – like he knew I was questioning why he was asking me out to dinner. “You’re beautiful,” he said softly, his eyes running over my face. My blush deepened. He held his hand out to me. “Come to dinner with me,” he coaxed.

      I felt like the devil was luring me into his trap.

      But damn if I wasn’t willing to allow him to corrupt me.

      “Where to?” I asked him, not yet taking him up on his offer.

      “What’s your favorite thing to eat?” he asked me instead.

      “Pho,” I instantly answered. I was a sucker for beef pho. Honestly, if I could afford for that to entirely be my diet, it would be.

      He smiled at me. “Good thing I enjoy it as well.” Major pointers to Luc. “Let’s go. I know of a very nice restaurant that sells amazing pho.”

      I drew in a small breath before I gingerly placed my hand in his. That heat raced up my veins again. It didn’t hurt; it was just a strange, warm sensation, and oddly, it felt really good.

      He gently squeezed my fingers, making my heart skip a beat in my chest.

      I was in so much trouble with this man.

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      Luc held my chair out for me at the table we were led to by the hostess. Without even having to ask him to, he’d automatically asked the waitress for a table outside out of the way of light. We were in the darkest corner outside away from everyone else, just as I preferred it. This man was already scoring major pointers with me.

      “I thought you would be more comfortable over here,” he said once he sat down. He looked up at me. “What do you want to drink?”

      “Um, a strawberry bubble tea,” I told the waitress, managing to rip my eyes away from Luc enough to focus.

      “And you, Sir?” she asked the gorgeous man sitting across from me.

      Jealousy suddenly hit me hot and fast, surprising me. I hated her looking at him, and I didn’t understand it. I’d just met the man, for God’s sake.

      “A water,” he told her, not even bothering to smile at her. Instead, he immediately turned his attention to me, effectively dismissing her.

      My soul warmed at his attention.

      “I’ll be back with your drinks,” she informed us before she walked away.

      Luc ran his eyes over my features. “You blush so easily,” he said when my cheeks heated under his gaze. “You’ve never had a man appreciate how beautiful you are?”

      My cheeks darkened even more. I bit my bottom lip, casting my gaze away from him. I sucked in a sharp breath of air when Luc reached across the table and hooked his index finger under my chin, lifting my head to face him again. He cupped my jaw and ran his thumb over my cheek. My breath hitched in my throat, his touch making heat race through my veins again.

      “Do not hide from me,” he huskily commanded. I swallowed thickly. “You are beautiful – embrace it.”

      “No one has ever thought so,” I whispered, unsure of why I was opening up to him so easily.

      His hold on my chin momentarily tightened, his eyes flashing dangerously for a split second. I tried moving back from his touch, but he held me in place and shook his head at me. “Don’t,” he warned. My heart rate picked up speed in nervousness. “I’ll never hurt you, my love. Don’t pull away from me,” he begged. “I just hate that someone would dare look down on you just because you’re different. Different is good.” His lips tilted up, melting my soul. “And your particular style of different is breathtaking.”

      Oh, dear Lord, my heart.

      If this man really wanted to date me, I was going to be powerless to stop him or slow him down.

      I could only pray he didn’t break my heart when he realized just how different I was – just how much of a freak I truly was.

      “I hate plants that are alive,” I randomly blurted.

      Luc laughed softly as he dropped his hand from my face, leaning back in his chair as the waitress came back with our drinks. “That’s perfect, then, my love. I don’t allow anything to live in my home.”

      A smile tilted my lips. His words could have been taken differently; maybe I should have taken them differently. But what he said called to my soul, lit it up, had me craving for his particular style of life – whatever it may be.

      Because my heart and soul didn’t seem to care so long as this man’s attention stayed on me.

      His eyes flashed for a moment, but he covered it up. “So fucking beautiful,” he breathed. He looked up at the waitress. “Beef pho for the beautiful woman. I’ll have the same.”

      She walked away. I gaped at him. “How did you know?” I asked him.

      He flashed me a sexy smirk. “Lucky guess. You look like the kind of woman who enjoys beef.”

      My cheeks heated. “Pork is good, too, but the beef gives it better flavoring,” I told him.

      A secretive smirk tilted his lips. “I agree.” He leaned forward in his chair and grabbed my hand in his, lacing our fingers together. My heart raced in my chest at his comforting touch. “I want to know everything there is to know about you,” he admitted. “Tell me about your ideal garden.”

      I didn’t think I was going to ever stop blushing around this man. “It’s stupid,” I told him. “And it’s kind of pointless.”

      He shrugged. “Tell me.”

      I didn’t think my cheeks were capable of becoming any redder. “Everything is dead,” I explained. His eyes lit up, stealing the breath from my lungs. “Most of the plants have thorns. It looks depressing – sad.”

      “But it makes you happy,” he noted.

      I nodded, so amazed that for once, someone understood me.

      “Did you ever have the opportunity to have a garden like you want?” he asked.

      I shrugged, a small frown pulling at my lips as I thought of my parents kicking me out after graduation, how they forced me to watch as they threw all of my precious plants away.

      Despite the monsters they had turned out to be, I still loved them.

      It was sad, really.

      “Does collecting my own plants and allowing them to die count?” I asked, forcing myself away from that painful day.

      He shook his head, a slight frown pulling at his lips. “No, my love, it does not.” He brushed his thumb over the back of my hand. “One day, I’m going to give you the garden you desire.”

      I frowned at him, slightly alarmed at his words for once. “We just met,” I protested.

      He shrugged as he brought my hand up to his lips to press a kiss to the back of my hand. Fire – not a simple heat this time, but a fire – raced through every single part of my body when his lips touched my skin. “I know in my soul that you are the one for me, Cara,” he told me, no hint of joking in his eyes. “We can pace this however you want, but for me, I know you are it.”

      And there went my soul.

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      
        
        Lucifer

      

      

      I arched an eyebrow at Fallon, the Angel of Death. He pulled his wings back into his back, his scythe disappearing. “I can smell her on you, brother.”

      I nodded once. “She is stunning – different. She will make a fine goddess.”

      He nodded once, no hint of emotion showing on his ethereal face. Fallon had seen her from afar, just as her dragon mate had, but they had to wait.

      I had to be the one to awaken that part of her soul. It had always been there, which was why she was so different than everyone else. The only thing that could awaken her was a kiss from her king himself – me.

      My only problem was keeping Asmodeus away. He was meant to be her fourth, but no one trusted Asmodeus. He was dark, sinister, and cared about no one but himself.

      I knew he wouldn’t care about his queen either, and I wanted to save her from that hurt.

      Talon dropped down from the sky and shifted out of his dragon form, not a care in the world for his nakedness. I rolled my eyes skyward, asking Father for some kind of damn restraint to keep from snapping his neck. Clothes would be a wonderful addition to Talon’s presence.

      “She is meant to be mine, Lucifer,” Talon growled, instantly scenting Cara on me.

      I narrowed my eyes at him as the flames of Hell burned high in them. I would not have anyone take my queen away from me. I’d always known she would need more than me – she had three others that she was created for. But I would not give her up completely.

      “It does not work like that, Talon,” I reminded him, forcing myself to keep my temper in check.

      He narrowed his eyes at me in return. “Dragons are not meant to share their mates,” he bitterly reminded me.

      “Easy, brother,” Fallon warned me, his soulless, blue eyes connecting with mine. The only time I had ever seen his eyes have some kind of life to them was when he looked at Cara. “Father made her your queen for a reason. You are meant to be her rock.” He looked at Talon. “You must accept your fate with her, or you will be cursed. You know that.”

      “Why should I have to share her?” he snarled.

      I knew where he was coming from. Dragons weren’t meant to share their mates. It didn’t happen. It was literally unheard of.

      But what Father wanted, he normally got. And he wanted Talon to share his mate with the rest of us.

      “Because she needs more than just one of us can offer her,” Fallon told him. I stepped back from Fallon, pacing away, getting angry because Talon was acting like a worthless piece of shit instead of the alpha king he truly was. “At least spend some time with her before you decide to break your bond with her.”

      I swung around to face them, flames swirling at my feet. “If he does that, I’ll fucking kill him,” I snarled. A twisted smirk tilted my lips. “I’m already the King of Hell anyway. There’s nothing more that Father can do to me,” I warned Talon. I would not allow him to hurt Cara and not face some kind of consequence.

      “Then you’ll fucking kill me then,” Talon sneered at me. “I won’t have a whore for a mate.”

      I roared at him, my black wings ripping from my back. Fallon quickly stepped between us. “Go home,” he ordered, his blue eyes flashing dangerously at me. In a match against Fallon, I would most definitely lose. I may be a king, but Fallon was death itself. “I will not allow you to rip her mate apart.”

      “Remind him of his place,” I snarled at Fallon.

      I disappeared, allowing myself to drop into Hell.
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        Cara

      

      

      I lightly tapped my fingers on the table that I was sitting at, my eyes scanning the PowerPoint presentation on my laptop. So, when Luc unexpectedly dropped into the chair beside me, I jerked back from my laptop, staring at him with wide, shocked eyes.

      He flashed me an easy grin, somehow instantly settling my nerves. “Do you spend all of your time here?” he asked me as he ran his eyes over my face.

      I shrugged. “I kind of get buried in schoolwork,” I admitted.

      He surprised me by frowning. “Have you ever wondered if your fate would actually require you to have a college degree?” he asked me.

      I furrowed my eyebrows. What kind of question was that? “A degree or certificate of some sort always helps,” I told him. I ran my eyes over his face, but he wasn’t giving anything away. “What are you trying to get at?” I asked him.

      He stood up and held his hand out to me. “I want to show you something.” I frowned, staying rooted to my seat. This man was full of uncertainties and trouble, and I was extremely wary of him at that moment. “Trust me, Cara.” I swallowed thickly. “I’ll never hurt you or allow anyone or anything else to hurt you,” he promised, his words sliding around me like silk, settling deep into my soul.

      I gasped at the sudden, slight pang in my heart, and I reached up to clutch at my chest as I squeezed my eyes shut, the pain intensifying. I cried out, tears springing to my eyes. Luc quickly knelt in front of me, his hands settling over my thighs. “I need to get you out of here,” he said gently. I ran my eyes over his face, whimpering. I wanted to rip my heart out of my chest. “Just trust me, please, Cara. I can make the pain go away,” he promised.

      I moaned in pain, squeezing my eyes shut again before I quickly reopened them, locking them on his dark ones. I nodded at him. I needed this pain to stop. It was making it hard to breathe.

      He moved my hand and placed his hand on the center of my chest. A light glow emitted from his hand, but it soothed the pain, making it disappear. I stared at him with wide eyes, my heart now knocking crazily inside of my chest in fear and disbelief.

      “I will explain everything,” he promised, his low voice somehow soothing me. “But this will only last for a moment. I need you to say you’ll come with me.”

      My bottom lip trembled as tears burned in my eyes. I didn’t understand what was happening, and it was terrifying. “I’m scared,” I whispered.

      He cupped my face in his hands. Heat rushed through my body. “Don’t be. You are my priority. I know that is freaking you out, but I just need you to trust me and say you’ll come with me.”

      I swallowed thickly, but nodded, feeling a phantom ache rising in my chest again. “Okay,” I gasped. “I’ll come with you.”

      He wrapped his arms around me. “Close your eyes,” he ordered.

      I squeezed them shut. Pain ripped through my body. It felt like I was being ripped apart piece by little piece all the way down to the very last atom, but then it quickly felt like I was being put back together again, the pain gone almost as quickly as it came.

      “Open your eyes,” Luc said softly.

      I slowly opened my eyes, looking up at him as I did so. His black eyes were burning with flames. He was shirtless, only a pair of black jeans riding low on his hips. Tattoos swirled over every bit of his tan skin, making an intricate, beautiful pattern on his body. “Easy,” he soothed when I tensed, his hands smoothing over my back. “Remember what I said – you are my priority.”

      Soft feathers suddenly wrapped around my body, and I shrieked when I noticed the black wings. Luc trailed his fingers down my spine, somehow soothing me despite my panic. “I’ll never hurt you,” he promised. He ran his eyes over my face. “I’m real.”

      “Clearly,” I choked out, feeling extremely overwhelmed.

      He brushed his lips to the corner of my eyebrow. “Easy,” he coaxed, his deep, soft voice soothing my inner turmoil.

      “You’re Lucifer, aren’t you?” I asked him, somehow knowing it in my gut.

      He nodded. “Lucifer – the King of Hell,” he confirmed. “I’ve known about your existence since the day Father created you. He connected our souls. It’s why you’re so different from everyone else.”

      “So, I’m not a freak?” I asked him, my bottom lip trembling. If he was truly the King of Hell and we were connected, it all made perfect sense – the dark colors, the dead plants, the preacher telling me that my dark soul was beyond saving.

      He shook his head. “No,” he assured me. “You are mine. You are no mere human, my love. When I kiss you, it’ll seal your fate with me.” He drew in a deep breath. “And your fate with your other two men.”

      “Other two men?!” I exclaimed.

      He smiled. “Yes,” he confirmed. “They are behind you now, though you can’t see them – not until I do what has to be done first, but I can’t without your consent. You have to be fully ready because there’s no turning back from this, my love.”

      “That’s insane,” I said, shaking my head as I took a step back from him. Pain lanced through my chest again, and I reached up to rub it, wincing as it began to intensify. “God believes in monogamy.”

      “Father believes in his children being happy,” Lucifer corrected. “He tethered us to you for a reason. Sometimes, I think the man upstairs has lost his mind, but everything he does, he does it with a purpose in mind.”

      I whimpered as the pain in my chest worsened. Lucifer quickly placed his hand over my chest, easing the pain, but this time, it didn’t go away completely. “You have to make a decision – now,” he told me. “Father is a right pain in the ass when he wants to be, and he isn’t waiting any longer.”

      Tears spilled down my cheeks. How was I expected to make a decision like this so quickly, especially one so life-altering?

      “He’s a dick,” I whimpered, tears springing to my eyes.

      “Oh, my love,” Luc whispered as he brushed his lips over my cheeks. “I wish this were easier for you. I’ll never rip you from your family, but they can never know who you really are, nor about us.” I wanted to scoff. My parents hadn’t spoken to me for almost three years now. “We’re just biblical and fantasy creatures still in their minds. It has to be that way. If you say no, then your memory gets wiped, never remembering me or this conversation again. If you say yes, I will do everything in my power to make you the happiest woman alive.”

      I’d already known what my decision would be before he even finished speaking. At least here, I would have love and companionship – a family again. I wouldn’t be alone.

      “Please don’t make me regret this decision,” I begged him.

      The flames in his eyes pushed higher. “I won’t,” he swore.

      I leaned up on my tiptoes and pressed my lips to his. He growled softly as he wound his arms around my waist, his wings wrapping around my body as he deepened the kiss. I moaned as I opened my lips beneath his, my body shuddering in response. Fire raced through my body. A moan slid up my throat, and I pressed my body almost impossibly closer to him, every bit of me yearning for his touch.

      When he slowly pulled back from me, I whined, my hands tightening on his shoulders to try to keep him with me. “Later,” he promised. He rubbed his cheek with mine, his breathing just as labored as mine was. “I swear to you, I will give you every bit of attention your soul desires.” He brushed his lips with mine again, almost as if he couldn’t help himself. “But you need to meet your other two mates.”

      I grasped at his hand, suddenly unsure and extremely nervous. He wrapped the tips of his wings around the front of my body as he gently turned me around to face the two men in front of me.

      “Oh, Jesus,” I whispered.

      The man on the right was wearing a pair of low-slung jeans, the rest of his body completely bare except for the tattoos swirling over his skin, the exact same markings that Lucifer had on his body. His eyes were an emerald color, shining beautifully as the sun shone on him, bathing his tan skin in a golden light. He had muscles everywhere that I could see.

      I subconsciously took a step in his direction, and his eyes slitted for a moment before returning back to their normal shape.

      “Patience,” Lucifer said from behind me. “She feels the pull, but she’s not used to any of us.”

      “Seems pretty cozy with you,” the man retorted, a hint of malice in his tone that made me flinch.

      “Talon, shut the fuck up,” the man next to him snapped, drawing my eyes over to him. A slow, sensual smile tilted his lips as I stared at him, momentarily speechless. My body cooled, my soul craving him more than it craved Lucifer. My breath hitched in my throat. “Hello, Cara.”

      “Oh, boy,” I finally breathed.

      Lucifer laughed softly from behind me. The man in front of me was shirtless as well, his skin marked with the same designs as Luc and Talon. Blue eyes lit up his face, contrasting beautifully with his pale skin.

      He gently grabbed my hand, his skin extremely pale against mine, even though I was already abnormally pale. He brushed his lips to the back of my hand. His touch and his lips were cold, and I shuddered, taking a step towards him, my eyes fixated on him. He soothed every single part of me in a way Lucifer hadn’t been able to do.

      “I am Fallon, your other mate, and also the Angel of Death.”

      Talon suddenly appeared beside Fallon. I lifted my free hand and touched Talon’s face, shocking myself at how bold I was. He leaned his face into my touch, his eyes shutting for a moment. “Don’t be alarmed,” Luc spoke gently to me. “You’re his mate; he’s a dragon shifter. Mates for any shifter means something a bit different than it does for me or Fallon. For them, it is the greatest gift of all. Your pull to him will be strong – stronger than it is with either of us.”

      I doubted that because my pull towards Fallon was still extremely strong.

      Talon opened his eyes and smiled at me. I sighed softly, a small smile of my own tilting my lips. He turned his head and brushed his lips to my palm, sending shocks down my arm. “You’re so stunning,” he breathed.

      My cheeks burned red at his sweet words. His smile widened. “And so fucking innocent.”

      Talon suddenly growled, and I jerked back from him, my back slamming against Lucifer. He protectively tightened his arms around me, his wings cocooning me. Fallon growled softly, his eyes glowing. “But I won’t fucking share her,” Talon snarled.

      Pain ripped through my chest as he suddenly shifted into a massive, black dragon and lifted up into the air. Tears burned in my eyes. “Fuck.” Fallon swore as Lucifer turned me in his arms, holding me tight to him. “He’s already hurting her.”

      “We knew it would be a possibility,” Luc said softly, but there was anger in his voice. He pressed his lips to the top of my head. “My love, he’ll come back.”

      “Why does it hurt so much?” I asked him as a tear slipped down my cheek.

      “Because shifters never have to share their mates with anyone, and yet, the Alpha King of dragons is expected to share his. He doesn’t like it.”

      Pain suddenly began to rip through my chest. Lucifer and Fallon both let out roars of rage. “Stop him,” Lucifer growled at Fallon. “Or I will rip his head from his fucking shoulders.”

      Fallon brushed his hand over my shoulder before he disappeared. I sobbed, the pain almost unbearable. “What’s happening?” I cried.

      “He’s trying to break his mate bond to you,” Lucifer told me. I wailed. I didn’t understand why I was so attached so quickly, but it hurt so fucking badly.

      “Make it stop!” I wailed.

      Lucifer leaned down and pressed his lips to mine.

      Then, there was nothing – just peaceful, blissful darkness.

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      When I woke up, I was on a warm bed, and a strong, muscular arm was draped over my waist, anchoring me to a warm, hard body. I slowly rolled over, knowing Lucifer’s body heat anywhere already.

      He slowly opened his eyes, latching them on mine. “Better?” he softly asked me.

      I nodded. “He didn’t?” I asked, not able to finish my sentence. Pain still slid through my chest at the thought of Talon breaking his bond with me.

      Rage flashed in Lucifer’s eyes, but he shook his head. “Fallon stopped him by revealing to him the anguish you were feeling. It ripped him apart to see it, and it forced him to open his soul to you. He instantly felt your pain.” He growled softly. “He’s tried to come see you, but I will not allow him.”

      I frowned. Shouldn’t it have been my decision if I saw Talon or not?

      I looked around the room we were in, staying silent. It was dark, everything done in black. The walls were stone, curving into a roof over our heads, almost like you would envision a cave to do. “Where are we?”

      “You’re in Hell,” Lucifer informed me. “More specifically, my home in Hell.”

      “It’s beautiful,” I whispered.

      Lucifer sat up and slid off of the bed. He held his hand out to me. “I want to show you something.”

      I instantly placed my hand in his, letting him lead me wherever. For some reason, I trusted him. I guess a part of me always had, but his actions earlier proved to me that I really was his utmost priority.

      “What are you showing me?” I asked him as he led me down a couple of hallways.

      “This,” he said as he pushed open a door, gently leading me inside.

      Tears burned in my eyes. It was a garden, just like the one I had always envisioned my dream garden to be. Dead vines ran along the walls and windows, and despite it being Hell, it was pouring down rain outside, my favorite kind of weather. Tables were set up everywhere with dead plants.

      “Oh, my God,” I cried, my tears spilling down my cheeks. I spun around and wrapped my arms tightly around his neck. He slid his arms around me, burying his face in the curve of my neck. Heat raced through me at his touch, and I trembled. “It’s perfect,” I whispered.

      “I want you to have everything your heart desires, and I know this was always one of your biggest wishes,” he softly told me. He slid his lips along mine, kissing me softly and sweetly. “Welcome home, my love.”
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      Lucifer sat on the old, worn bench in my garden as he watched me. I was sitting on the floor amid a bunch of roses, cutting off the buds and flowers, leaving just the stems and thorns.

      I squeaked in shock when Fallon suddenly appeared in one of the corners. Lucifer’s lips twitched with a smile at my reaction before he looked at Fallon, his smile falling from his lips. He stood from his bench. “Stay with her. I need to go do my rounds.”

      I frowned at Lucifer, already beginning to feel his loss even though he hadn’t left yet. He turned to look at me, almost as if he knew what I was feeling. “I’ll be back, my love,” he promised. “Spend time with Fallon. He is one of your mates,” he reminded me.

      With that, he disappeared. Fallon silently watched me as I looked back down at the rose in my hand. I hissed a breath through my clenched teeth when I pricked my finger by accident.

      Fallon was in front of me immediately, and he grabbed my hand, bringing my finger up to his lips. He lightly sucked at the tiny pin prick, laving his tongue over the tip of my finger. My lips slightly parted, an extremely erotic feeling rushing straight to the depths of my belly. Fallon growled softly as his fingers flexed around my hand. “Woman, you are dangerous,” he said softly, his nostrils flaring as his blue eyes glowed, illuminating the area around us.

      I drew in a deep breath. “This – God, I’m not used to feeling anything so strongly,” I admitted.

      Fallon smiled. I relaxed, my eyes running over his perfect face. “Because you were always destined for this – for us,” he told me. He helped me up from the floor. “How much has Lucifer explained to you?”

      I shrugged. “Not much,” I told him. “The basics, I think.”

      Fallon sighed and shook his head, his fingers linking through mine. “You are meant to be his queen, meaning your home will be here as he is the only one who has no issue choosing between you and his duty as the King of Hell. You will always be his first priority.”

      “And you?” I asked him, not wanting to think about Talon. The thought of my dragon mate still sent a pang of hurt into my heart.

      Fallon sighed as he wrapped his arm around my waist, leading me out of the garden as we began to stroll through Lucifer’s home. “I will do my best,” he told me. A frown pulled at my lips. “I cannot make promises. This is the first time that I’ve ever truly felt anything, but it’s only when something concerns you. It’s a strange feeling,” he admitted. “I’ve always just been a reaper – taking souls and sending them where they belong. Feelings are foreign to me.”

      I shrugged. “This is all still very foreign to me,” I told him. He looked down at me, understanding in the depths of his blue, almost soulless eyes, though a tiny bit of emotion flickered there. “I won’t force you to stay with me,” I told him quietly. Fallon grunted. “I’m still unsure of how I feel about being here with all of you.”

      “It’ll begin to feel natural for you soon,” Fallon assured me. “And when it does, your connection with the three of us will grow stronger as well.”

      A scream of terror ripped from my lips when a massive dog, almost as tall as I was, stepped out of a room off to the side. He had three heads with multiple snake-like things as a tail. I stumbled back, and Fallon’s wings quickly ripped from his back, catching me before I fell on my ass.

      The dog whined and lowered himself down to the floor in front of me.

      “Fallon.” I trembled.

      “Easy, sweetheart,” he soothed. “This is Cerberus. He won’t hurt you. He knows what you are to Lucifer. Everyone here and in our world knows who you are to all of us.”

      The beast whimpered again, edging towards me. There was a sad look in his eyes. With a small, confused frown, I slowly knelt down in front of the massive, three-headed dog, looking up at Fallon nervously. He smiled at me, his eyes encouraging me. I slowly looked back at the beast in front of me. When I reached out my hand, he impatiently nudged it with one of his massive heads.

      I laughed softly. “Hi,” I whispered as I scratched behind one of his ears. “You really are a sweet boy, aren’t you?”

      Fallon snorted. “To you, yes. If I try to pet him, I’ll be lucky if I don’t lose half of my arm.”

      I frowned at Cerberus. He huffed in turn. “You can’t hurt him,” I told the dog. A rumble sounded from his chest. Protectiveness slid through me for the dark angel at my side. “He belongs with me.”

      Warmth slid through my fingertips at my words, shocking me. It almost felt like it did when I sealed my fate with Lucifer as his queen. Fallon rumbled softly from next to me. I stood up, looking up at him as I did so.

      “You’ve just accepted me as one of your others,” he said quietly as he flexed his hand.

      “This is what it feels like?” I asked him.

      He nodded as he rubbed at his chest. He reached out and wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, drawing me to him before he lowered his head, kissing me softly – sweetly. Coldness surged through my body at the feeling of his lips on mine. I moaned, opening my lips beneath his, my hands grasping at his shirt as he tugged me harder against him.

      Then, he was gone, leaving me stumbling back against the wall.

      
        
        ✶ ✶ ✶

      

      

      Lucifer found me staring blankly out at the pouring rain. I’d felt lost after Fallon had disappeared from me like that. Cerberus had whined and led me back to my garden, and he laid at my feet, never moving from my side as I waited on Lucifer to come back to me.

      “Oh, my love. He left,” he said softly.

      I nodded, tears trickling down my cheeks. “I accepted him, and he left.”

      It hurt so much.

      Lucifer wrapped his long fingers around my wrist and gently tugged me around to face him. He frowned. “I knew it would be difficult to keep them with you, but I was hoping it wouldn’t hurt you this much,” he said quietly.

      I closed my eyes. I felt pathetic. I barely knew these men, and yet, they all affected me so strongly.

      “I want the heartache to stop,” I whimpered.

      Lucifer leaned down and soothed his lips over mine. The kiss started off slow – sweet. But that familiar warmth slid through my veins, swirling around my heart, setting my soul on fire. I moaned as I reached up to link my arms around his neck, pressing my body closer to his.

      It was fast; I knew that. But everything felt so perfect with him.

      Something so perfect – so destined – couldn’t ever truly be wrong, could it?

      “Cara, if I don’t stop—” Lucifer rumbled, the deep sound vibrating through my soul.

      “Don’t,” I begged Lucifer as I brought my lips back up to his.

      With a growl, he knelt and lifted me into his arms, carrying me out of my garden. His lips worked with mine, instinct seeming to lead him effortlessly through his home. It wasn’t long before my back met a soft mattress.

      I sat up as Lucifer knelt on the bed before me, my hands reaching forward to undo the buttons on his shirt. I pushed it off his shoulders once they were unbuttoned, revealing his perfectly sculpted upper body to my eyes.

      “Are you sure you want this?” he asked me. “I can wait for you, my love.”

      “Yes,” I breathed as I ran my hands over him. His skin was so smooth, so warm, and his skin against mine was sending heat straight to my core, making me crave him so badly that my head pounded.

      He gripped the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head, tossing it to the floor. My cheeks flamed red as he quickly unsnapped my bra, throwing it to the floor as well. His lips worked over my jaw and down my neck as he laid me back on the bed, his body moving sensually over mine.
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