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      Welcome to the darker, sexier side of Havenwood Falls that many residents never speak of publicly, but most likely enjoy in secret. Venture into the SIN MC, the VIP rooms of Silk nightclub, and behind other closed doors, where you’ll discover passion, unusual penchants, and just how far some will go for love. Hold on to your panties, because it’s time to ride.

      What do you do when Death’s hot on your heels for messing with the afterlife order?

      Yeah, I’m a smooth guy, generally. But some damned souls escaped the Infernum during my last visit, and now I’m Death’s chew toy. I’ve gotta track and return these supernatural fugitives before they cause more carnage. Easy, right? Except Nyx, a vampire-demon hybrid, is leading these already corrupt souls astray and turning a secret town upside down during her pursuit for queendom of the Underworld. Crazy bitches come with crazy ideas.

      I arrive in Havenwood Falls in the midst and madness of a Hot Cocoa and Cookie Crawl. I don’t expect to be swallowed up by this mystical town with its own enchantments, luring me in with its hidden beauty. There are secrets much deeper than what appears on the surface. One in particular has sinful legs and silky hair I’m desperate to bury myself into. She’s hooked me like a gullible puppy owner, trapped by those stunning eyes. I’m screwed. Literally.

      Sadly, Death is still snapping at my ass, halting my attempts to unravel this beauty’s darkest desires. The Infernum demands Nyx’s soul be amongst the others to be returned, and I will reap them. I am their courier to Hell.

      My name is Shade StormIron, and I am an Angel of Death.
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          INFERNUM

        

      

    

    
      “Fuck me, you’re a feisty one, aren’t you? Don’t you wanna play nice for Big Daddy?” I tease the bitch trying to wriggle free from my arm. She’s a fighter, I’ll give her that. I tighten my hold as we descend from the inky night sky, swirling like wisps of black smoke until we breach the realm boundaries to the Infernum.

      “Take. Me. Back!” She huffs out every syllable, straining as she tries to halt my progress, using what strength and weight she has left to keep me from depositing her damned soul into Hell’s special holding place. These buggers never think they’ll be caught and end up here. It’s fucking hilarious really—where else do they think their death will send them? Supernatural creatures are my worst clients, reckoning they can screw the world over and not be punished for it. Stupid bastards.

      “Cut this shit out, or I’ll make sure your time in the Infernum is as painful and torturous as possible.”

      She tuts. “You don’t have that kind of power. You’re just a messenger boy.”

      She laughs maniacally as though the fringe of the Infernum’s entrance is already driving her crazy.

      Screams and howls pierce the atmosphere; the walls bleed misery and torment, a promise of suffering for all trapped here. There’s no escaping now.

      I let her go, knowing her soul is now anchored to the Infernum’s clutches.

      “I may be Death’s bitch,” I begin, taking a cursory glance around the area. Fire and brimstone burst through cracks in this sweat box, and sulfur permeates the charred air. It’s bloody offensive to my senses, like some inconsiderate arsehole’s left a dead animal to rot in the scorching sun. The only thing missing here is the blowflies to gorge on these corpses. “But at least I don’t have to spend an eternity listening to these acoustics and smelling shit all day. Have fun, bitch!”

      I turn and walk away, releasing any hidden ties I still have on her. I meant it before—I’m not bound for an existence here. I’m an approved visitor only. These evil motherfucking souls are not bringing me down with them.

      A loud whistle cuts through the oppressive air. “I see you’re still making friends. You ever try bringing someone in without pissing them off, Shade?”

      “What fun would that be?” I let a cheeky smile cover my face, though it’s somewhat difficult to see when my face lacks flesh. Really, I’m just showing off a perfect set of teeth all denture-wearing oldies are jealous of. I’m still the sexiest skeleton around. I’ve got big bones, if you know what I mean. “Nobody ever wants to come down here willingly. You were the same, Sapphire. I almost broke a nail delivering you.”

      “You’d need nails first, Shade. Have you missed me?” The vampire sulks toward me, reaching out to touch my chest cavity.

      “Babe, you might have been smokin’ hot up top on Earth, but down here your skin looks like it’s been ravished by moths. You’re holier than all the angels.” I roar with laughter, momentarily silencing the usual musical screams.

      “At least I’ve still got skin.” She pushes away from me, taking any more thoughts of seduction with her. Thank fuck. One more year down here and a human corpse will be fresher than this stubborn supernatural stiff. There’s no talent for beauty contests down here.

      “Sapphire, before you go, there’s something you forgot,” I call out, smirking to myself.

      “You’re not getting a kiss, Shade. Please yourself,” she replies over her shoulder, not daring to look my way.

      “Oh, I will, but really, you forgot something . . .” I wait until she gives in, striding with purpose to me. Her eyes widen as she catches sight of my bony hands holding something she wants back. I flex my fingers over the mass.

      “What are you doing?” She seems horrified, which is quite impressive considering her home is the Infernum.

      “I told you, you forgot something.”

      “I see that.” She grits her teeth. “But what are you doing to it?”

      “Chill, babe. I’m just squeezing a piece of your arse.”
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          DEATH

        

      

    

    
      Fucking priceless.

      “You finished torturing us poor souls yet?”

      I stop when I hear the deep timbre of an old acquaintance. I lean against a sweat-dripping wall, crossing my skeletonized arms over my chest, my hooded black cloak flowing freely around me. I’m a handsome bastard, really.

      “You ever had a woman fall apart in front of you, my friend?” I ask.

      “We both know I don’t do emotions, Shade.” Jax, a long-serving Infernum inmate, speaks.

      I shake my head. “I mean literally. That shit is hilarious.” I laugh out loud all over again. The old vamp’s face had been quite the picture of horror. Talk about embarrassing. “She put her arse right in my hands. Don’t get more forward than that.”

      We giggle like a pair of schoolgirls.

      “Man, this place fucks you up for good.” Jax shakes his head, and I realize how tired the old bear shifter looks. Amazingly, he’s endured the Infernum for a century already, and considering how slow time moves here, that’s a feat in itself. Most souls crumble after five minutes because it seems like five decades have already passed.

      “You coping? You’re looking uglier these days,” I quip, remembering the youthful shifter all those years ago.

      “Speak for yourself, mate. Did you lose weight? You’re looking gaunt.”

      If I had organs they’d be falling out of me with the vibrations of my laughter ripping through me.

      “Dude, whatever it is you’re doing to keep that humor of yours going, promise me you’ll keep the secret to yourself. Otherwise, next time I drop in, I’m gonna have a riot on my hands. Anyway, gotta fly. I can hear my theme tune playing.” I motion to my skull, referring to the sound of another soul that needs reaping. Death’s a greedy bugger, never satisfied.

      A shiver runs along my spine like fine hairs tickling my weathered bones. The air compresses around me, squeezing until I become a swirl of black mist again, my wings flapping eagerly.

      I zip around the Infernum, missing walls and dodging streams of lava as I break the speed barriers whilst ascending with purpose, leaving the bleak abyss behind.

      This place is no holiday destination.

      A high-pitched squeal cripples my wings, and I fall, clutching the sides of my skull as pain radiates all over. I forget my flight, the urge to answer a soul’s calling taking a back seat. I can’t think through the agony the squeals bring. It’s like my bones are being pulverized, one small section at a time as though to prolong my despair.

      I’m barely aware of how fast I’m falling, how quickly fire and stone walls are now looming over me.

      I pull at my skull, desperate to keep the noise from assaulting me further. My efforts bring zero comfort. It’s futile, and yet, like a fucking idiot, I can’t stop searching for a reprieve, like a magical mute button’s going to appear on my cranium.

      A sense of foreboding engulfs every inch of me, like darkness is claiming me.

      “Shit!” I smack the ground with such force, it’s inadvertently become my submissive. On the plus side, the pain’s gone, but that’s only because I’ve become completely numb. I’m like a Halloween pinup. Tape me to the front door, and I’ll rattle the window in the wind, swinging to and fro like a puppet without strings.

      “How nice it is to see you, Shade.”

      Shit, I inwardly groan. “Well, you know, I thought it was about time I drop in to see the big boss.” I keep my distance from the tall entity in front of me.

      “Don’t bullshit me. Your worthiness is on the line.”

      I gulp, keeping my mouth shut for fear I’ll say something stupid, like another pun that goes unnoticed.

      “You fucked up good.” Death’s dark stare drives fear into my essence. I can feel terror imprinting on my bones. The otherworldly being is like a giant in size and always has his skeletal frame smartly dressed in an array of tailored suits. Besides his height, I’m sure shopping for such clothing is pretty easy. After all, he’s never gonna be more than a size zero. Catwalk models would envy our figures—I hear stick-thin is in this season.

      At this moment, Death’s wearing his favorite onyx suit, as he likes to call it. Honestly, I don’t get the bloody color names myself. I see no difference in tones. Black is black, no matter its sale-savvy description. And don’t even get me started on the stupid thorned stem he’s got peeking out of his pocket. There’s no flower head, of course. Nothing can live with Death around. Literally. He really brings out the lack of life in the room.

      Shit, he’s crossed his bones over his chest, squaring shoulders he doesn’t have—the suit does the work for him.

      “You don’t have anything to tell me? Some remorse perhaps?”

      At what point am I supposed to blow his anger up by saying I don’t understand to what he’s referring?

      Oh bollocks, I’m going to cease to exist.

      “How many imbeciles do I have to employ to collect souls and get the job done? It’s not fucking difficult!” Death roars, temper raging as he kicks out at the tall stands holding flames that illuminate the otherwise dark space. Fire scatters on the concrete ground, burning everything in its path, including my feet. It’s a good thing I don’t have any skin.

      “Dude, you need to tone it down. I’ve been reaping souls perfectly. In fact, I just dropped another into the Infernum.”

      Death leans down, putting his hand in front of me. It’s as large as my body. With finger and thumb he
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