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​​​​ABOUT THE BOOK
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SOME PRICES ARE TOO high, even for eternity.

When Chloe, the illustrious Hora and guardian of the crystal tears, is stripped of her immortality and thrust into a human life, Chaos must discard his self-protective shell and take on a perilous new path.

Fancying himself Chloe’s protector, he is faced with a raging war within as his entrenched dark soul battles the blinding spark of forbidden emotions.

The harrowing task turns sinister when he uncovers a forsaken ritual to restore Chloe’s immortality, but at a most dreadful cost.

***
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IMPORTANT NOTE: SHADES OF CHAOS gallops along after the grand events in THE LAST RIDER. To keep spoilers at bay (and trust me, they’re lurking around every corner like mischievous imps), keep this novella on the shelf until you have dived into the waters of THE LAST RIDER.
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CHAPTER 1
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THE ROOM REEKED OF stale cigarettes, cheap whiskey and sweat. He didn’t know who was paying for that sleazy dungeon of a motel. Rumor was, regulars of the Castle Crypt bar had access to the motel rooms across the street if they showed a receipt for a minimum of eighty dollars of drinks that same night, but the sordid ambiance hinted at a darker subtext.

His nostrils flared as they picked up the most dangerous scent in the room. He could barely make out the woman’s figure in the shadows, but he wasn’t so wasted that he couldn’t tell she’d taken off her clothes and was eager to start, with or without him.

Come to think of it, that was the thing giving him pause. He didn’t have nearly enough to drink before he followed this strung-out shifter chick he’d just met in a seedy dive bar frequented by depraved supernaturals and rogue magics.

He remained with his back pinned to the door, struggling to get his jumbled thoughts in order.

She walked to him and pressed herself against him while her hands fumbled with his belt. He reached out to feel her up, see if he could make himself give a damn.

She was a werewolf... no, scratch that. She was a badger or a wolverine or some other such hideous critter. Hell, maybe he had it all wrong and she wasn’t in the shifting business at all. Tall and curvy, with an excellent rear end. Definitely hit the gym regularly. Probably fancied herself a real badass who could hold her own in any fight.

The fact that he couldn’t remember her name just sweetened the deal. This way she was little more than a smoking-hot question mark. Nothing too specific or full of complications. She knew why she was there, and he wasn’t confused about his part either. In that sense, they were in sync.

“I prefer the lights on,” she whispered as she flicked her tongue at the base of his neck.

Echoes of the gory battle against the dark forces of Chronus, just weeks ago, zipped through his mind. He could still taste the metallic tang of blood on his tongue, feel the biting chill of the earth splitting open beneath his boots.

The close brush with mortality had rattled his core. He, an immortal shadow warrior over two millennia old, had faced his own end. He’d stood on the precipice of oblivion, his eternal existence teetering on a knife’s edge. That chilling realization echoed in his head. The memory was a vicious specter, wrapping its icy tendrils around his heart and squeezing tight. He was tired, a bone-deep weariness he’d never known before.

He shuddered and forced the memories away with an effort of will. He reached behind him and flicked the light switch on.

The woman’s eyes blinked a couple of times under the dim light before they focused on him, filled with lust. He roughly grasped her hands.

She stared into his eyes with curiosity. She knew what she wanted. He just needed a moment to figure out if he wanted to give it to her. She was fearless and determined. There was not a single doubt in her mind that this was going to happen.

He put his hand under her chin to lift her eyes up into the light. “What’s your name?” he said.

She raised an eyebrow. “What’s my name?” she said, annoyed.

“I’m drunk,” he said. “I remembered your eyes instead.”

Lies. All lies.

“I told you like five times, dickhead.”

“Don’t be so hurt, darling. I’ve forgotten far more important names than yours.”

She threw her body backward as if to step away. He kept hold of her hands.

“Now, if you want this, you’re going to have to play by my rules,” he said sternly.

Her eyes focused on his again. “What rules are those?”

“There’s only one, really. You do as I say, no questions asked.”

It was always a turn-on waiting to see how a woman would react to his words. Only one had ever walked, and she came crawling back the next day. They craved the certainty in his eyes that feared neither time nor virtue.

“Your name?” he repeated.

“Vega,” she said submissively.

“Is that your motel name?”

He liked the feisty, pissed off look on her face. He pulled her closer, then spun around and pressed her against the wall.

She laced her fingers through his hair, raising one leg to wrap around his hip. He fucking loved flexible women. He bit the right side of her neck softly and put both hands under her thighs to pick her up.

“Mmm,” she purred into his ear. “I’m ready to do whatever you command.”

“Of course you are,” he said, slipping his tongue in her mouth. He’d forgotten how they’d started talking at the bar and how she’d become glued to him the entire evening. Maybe she was a friend of Xander’s. She looked like his type of girl.

Vega. That really was her name. He remembered now. Xander wouldn’t mind her being here with him as long as he’d found his own high.

He carried her to the messy bed and dropped her down on her back, then took his shirt off.

Her eyes focused on his powerful, ripped physique. “I knew you were hot,” she said, “but fucking hell.”

She reached over to touch his abs, locating the ridges of his sculpted muscles. 

He gave her a moment to study his body. Every woman was different. Every woman fascinated him. “I need you to beg, Vega.”

Her eyes fumed with anger. She stayed still, calculating her options. Some women liked to beg even if they didn’t know it. Especially if they didn’t know it. The shock of the discovery turned them on more than anything and he liked a woman that could still be shocked.

Moments of discovery turned him on, but it was rare to find that with girls that hung out at the same seedy places he did. They’d done it all before. This one had definitely done it all before. Her insincerity revealed itself as anger melted into a grin and she bit into her lower lip.

This tired act again?

He was already floating away from her. Every moment from that point forward would become a nearly unbearable chore.

Vega purred again as she stretched on the bed like a playful cat, her eyes closed. “Enjoying the view?” 

“I could get used to it.” The words slipped out before he could stop them, a matter of habit rather than passion.

He’d had them all: tall, petite, thin, curvy, blondes, brunettes, gingers. He tried to pay attention to them, make them feel special. But if they got too close to the darkness within him, they’d be running in the opposite direction. It was a delicate balance that he had no interest in maintaining with this obvious woman.

Casual as anything, he slid from the bed and strode to the bathroom, closing the door behind him. A moment later, he surfaced in the dim light of the Castle Crypt bar across the street.
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