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        Immense heartbreak. A deadly fight. A new beginning.

      

      

      

      Jake Dallas has lived for nothing but the hunt for years. After losing his wife and child, he swore he’d never let anyone into his heart again. When a routine monster hunt turns deadly, Jake is given a second chance at life… as one of the same beasts he hunted.

      

      Four years ago, Midnight was attacked and left for dead. All she’s desired since that life-changing day is to find the ones who took her daughter and rescue her. That is until she saves a handsome, hunter-turned monster who might just be the answer to her dark prayers.

      

      Will Dallas be able to put aside a life of slaying and heartache to rescue a lost child?

      Or will old habits die hard and force him to choose sides?
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        Grief is the price we pay for love.

        -Queen Elizabeth II

      

      

      

      
        
        It doesn’t matter what you are, it only matters what you do.

        It’s your choice.

        -Sam Winchester, Supernatural
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      The air was thick with broken promises, tainted memories, and the scent of blood. The sounds of Ava’s screams would haunt Dallas for the rest of his undead life.

      Because as Dallas lay motionless on the blood-soaked ground of the Marquis, suspended in motion between life and death, he could feel his insides hardening, changing.

      Like a moth inside a cocoon, all he could do was wait for the transition to take hold.

      “Get up,” the sound of a woman’s voice called to him, but he did not recognize it.

      Dallas tried to move his fingers, his toes, but everything felt heavy.

      He grunted in response as his eyelashes fluttered. The room he was in was dark, the only light the bright flash from a phone screen.

      “Fucking shut that off,” he growled, stretching his fingers. He moved his hand to shield his eyes. The light was so bright, blinding almost.

      “Oh, this one’s got spunk,” another woman’s voice carried excitedly.

      “Who do you think is responsible for making him?”

      Dallas attempted to move his legs, the effort nearly exhausting.

      His entire body felt as if he’d been hit by a freight train. He held his hand in front of his eyes, noting the mess of blood all over his skin.

      Memories filtered back into his brain.

      The Djinn heading for Ava and Mal.

      How he’d pushed them out of the way without a second thought.

      There had been so much blood...

      Dallas ran his hands over his chest, feeling for the gaping wound he knew should be there. But he felt no such thing, just cold, congealed blood, and soft, sore skin among the shredded remains of his costume.

      “Can you get up?”

      Dallas’s gaze settled on one of the women, the one with the excited voice. She kneeled before him, long raven waves falling over her shoulders. Her pale skin and glowing aquamarine eyes were indicative of her breed of monster.

      Djinn.

      She looked strangely familiar...

      Dallas leaned in close to the Djinn, letting her scent fill his airways. She smelled of woods and citrus mixed with vanilla cake batter, and he could feel her natural siren aura trying to capture him.

      “You got a name, sweetheart, or should I just call you mine?” he asked, the words empty, soulless. It wasn’t anything he hadn’t done before, but this time... it felt different.

      Because there was only one woman he wanted to call his, and he’d left her with the vampire who’d claimed her blood...

      The Djinn giggled.

      Fucking giggled like an innocent child.

      “You can call me—”

      “Midnight?” Her name came to him without warning as the memories flooded him.

      “Oh! You’re the guy from the bar... the... hunter ...” she said as her eyes widened in surprise.

      “He’s a hunter?” The other woman shrieked, and Dallas’s gaze was pulled away. The other Djinn resembled Midnight, though she was taller with short chin length black hair that boasted bright blue streaks.

      “Ami will have a field day with him...”

      Midnight pursed her lips as she set her hand on his shoulder, imploring him with her gaze.

      “Perhaps he could be of use to us... to Ami,” Midnight said as she tugged Dallas’s sleeve.

      “Can you get up?” she asked again, her voice soft.

      Dallas wiggled his toes in his boots, bending his legs and knees slowly. They still ached, but feeling had come back. He motioned forward, getting up too fast as he started to feel dizzy.

      “I’m fine...” he bit, shaking off the touch of the sweet-voiced Djinn.

      He could hear the sounds of sirens in the distance, and he knew they were right. He did need to move.

      He needed to find Malcolm, Ava...

      The thought of the Crowleys caused an ache in his heart as his stomach twisted in nauseous knots.

      He was starving. He grabbed his stomach, a painful growl escaping his throat.

      “What the fuck...”

      “He needs to eat,” Midnight protested.

      “The damn police will be here any minute, Midnight!” the other one bit out.

      Dallas jumped as Midnight slid her hand in his, tugging him toward her.

      “Whoever made him doesn’t look like they’re coming back. He’s one of us now, Rebel. I won’t leave him to the fucking wolves.”

      Dallas tried to make sense of her words, but he couldn’t. His head was pounding, his body aching, and he was starving. His gaze fell on the short vixen in front of him, his mouth going dry.

      I wish...

      The sound of doors opening, of rushed footsteps, told them all they needed to know.

      And so Jake Dallas followed the Djinn into the shadows, escaping into the night.
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      Midnight’s shoulders sank as she caught up to Rebel. The lumbering hunter walked behind them, keeping a safe distance.

      As he should, waking up to find out you’re not dead doesn’t always go down so smoothly.

      “This is a royally bad idea, you know. Djinn or not, he’s a fucking hunter. Hunters can’t be trusted,” Rebel said, casting her a suspicious look.

      “Yeah, a hunter that was left for dead by his fellow hunters.”

      “You don’t know that they won’t come back for him. We don’t need that kind of danger. It’s reckless, even for you.”

      “Hunters also have experience hunting down monsters, Reby,” Midnight whispered, her gaze dropping to the freshly turned Djinn behind her.

      “He was hunting us, Midnight. The Heartsgrave, and Ami...” Rebel whispered, her tone worried.

      She knew Rebel was right. The decision to rescue Dallas, the hunter in their midst, was impulsive, and it was certainly reckless. But Midnight couldn’t help but feel some sense of magnetism, of universal understanding. She knew it didn’t make any sense, but her gut never lied to her. After she’d met her supposed bitter end, she learned to listen to it.

      But Midnight had tried everything else. Amora, or as she preferred to be called, Ami, had promised her resources. She had promised her a chance at the Boracellis, the vampires who’d stolen everything from her. Ami had promised her the resources she needed to survive, to find her daughter, in exchange for a little loyalty, and blood.

      For Midnight, it was a small price to pay.

      Ami had built her little army of Djinn and ghouls from the ground up, promising revenge and justice against those who had wronged them, preying on the desperation of newly turned or lost individuals who had nothing else to lose.

      Dangle life in front of a dying man, and you’d be surprised what they would do for just one more day.

      And then one day turns into one hundred, until the blood and the chase is all you know.

      But Midnight was tired of running, tired of chasing leads on her own with The Heartsgrave that ended up being nothing but cold, dead ends. She was tired of unearthing empty graves.

      It seemed as if every time they thought they’d found a lead, or an answer, they’d only found more questions, and they kept getting further and further away.

      “Where the fuck are we going?” Dallas grumbled behind her.

      “To base,” Midnight said.

      “Ya’ll don’t have a car or...”

      “Our motorcycles are just a little while away,” she answered as Rebel smacked her arm, casting her glare.

      “Motorcycles, huh? Didn’t peg you for biker babes.”

      “You don’t get to peg us for anything, hunter,” Rebel bit.

      Dallas growled, the sound vibrating deep within Midnight’s chest, striking a chord and causing literal hairs to stand on her skin.

      Well, that’s new...

      Though a part of her had to admit, she was intrigued by such a visceral reaction. She hadn’t remembered feeling quite so affected when they’d met the other night... when he was a human.

      She knew then he was a hunter, and she’d been intrigued. Though she’d been around as a Djinn long enough to pick up on desires and wishes without needing to concentrate too much. The night he’d sequestered her, likely for his own gain, for information, she’d felt a wave of desire and pain from the man. He didn’t want to hurt her.

      But if push came to shove he would do whatever was needed to get the answers he sought, even if it meant killing her. She could feel his disdain and his vengeance, thick like smog in his aura. And that sort of focus, that sort of dedication to the job was what she needed to find Emma.

      Because wherever her daughter was, she knew she wasn’t safe, and if push came to shove, she needed someone who wouldn’t blink an eye at putting a few monsters in the ground if that was what it took to get her back.

      Midnight needed a hunter like Jake Dallas.

      When they’d finally come to the clearing, Midnight could breathe.

      “The Clam is about fifteen minutes away,” she said as she swung her legs over the seat.

      “I’m driving,” he said with stern command.

      Midnight turned to look up at the lumbering man, his blue eyes vibrant against his skin. She remembered appreciating their beauty when he was a human, when he’d had her trapped against the wall, lighting up her insides like a fire with just his gaze, all that anger festering below his surface, but... Rimmed with that ever-present aqua glow that was part of his DNA now, she couldn’t help but suck in a breath. They were cold, icy, but yet wondrously captivating, and Midnight had to remind herself to breathe. For under the fiery gaze of this newborn monster, she felt frozen.

      Get a hold of yourself!

      It’s just the Djinn DNA doing what it was made to do.

      She shook the odd thoughts off, setting a hand on her hip as she looked up at him. “Um, this is my ride, so I make the rules,” she said with a smirk.

      Dallas looked at her as if she’d grown two heads.

      “You can ride behind me or you can walk. Your choice,” she said as she turned away from him, turning the ignition on.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he quipped. “I’d crush you.”

      Midnight cast him a rueful smile. “I can handle more than you think. Perks of being a well-fed Djinn.”

      Dallas only rolled his eyes, his jaw tensing.

      A Djinn’s strength came not just from their supernatural DNA, but from the energy they consumed. Midnight, Rebel, Enchantress... most of the Djinn in The Heartsgrave had pulled more than their weight to bring in a boatload of humans for both the party and to be the spots—the proverbial horses Ami’s vampire investors purchased for both betting and consumption—and until the whole place erupted in chaos, Midnight and Rebel had relished in the all you could consume buffet of desire and wishful thinking. She’d consumed enough wishes that she felt as if she could, in fact, take on a man the size of Dallas if she wanted to.

      Instinctively, Midnight wanted to protest, but when she looked at Dallas underneath the pale moonlight, his costume torn to shreds, stained with blood, his bright eyes imploring hers, resistance was futile. Because she understood what it meant to be thrown into a world you didn’t understand, to wake up as someone you didn’t know anymore, and so her gaze and voice softened.

      “I know this is a lot to process, believe me,” she said, remembering the moment Ami had found her, how she’d struggled to breathe. She was terrified, unaware of everything that had truly transpired. Her gut told her she could trust the woman who held her, who counted to ten, coaching her to take deep breaths until her breath had stabilized.

      “I’ve been there. But I promise, you can trust me,” she said as he looked over her shoulder.

      Dallas crossed his arms, and she noted his muscles as he did so.

      He really will make a formidable Djinn...

      She waited for him to concede.

      Dallas only looked at her with anger and pain, clearly waging a war within himself. To trust or not to trust.

      What would a hunter do?

      “Fine. I’ll walk,” he said.

      Midnight couldn’t help but let out a laugh.

      “You don’t even know where the Clam is,” she said with amusement.

      “I’ll figure it out,” he said stubbornly.

      “And you don’t know the first thing about being a newborn Djinn.” Rebel scoffed, taking off ahead of her, clearly not entertaining Dallas’s attitude or her friend’s impulsiveness.

      Though Midnight couldn’t really blame her. She knew plenty of men like Dallas when she’d been alive. Men who always had a way of getting under her skin. Stubborn, arrogant, and remiss to admit when they were out of their element, who would rather walk in circles than take help from a stranger.

      Especially a woman.

      Perhaps if her ex, Trevor, had listened to her, perhaps if they would have been able to see eye to eye... she would not have wound up a Djinn, he would not have wound up dead, and her daughter would not have ended up in the hands of the real monsters.

      The Boracellis.

      When Dallas turned heel, walking in the direction Rebel had taken off, he did not speak. He only slid his large hands in his pants pocket, standing in the moonlight looking every bit like a bloodied Phantom of the Opera. His dark hair was disheveled, his aquamarine eyes like stars in the night sky, his costume tattered and bloody, and he wore a look on his face that made every hair on Midnight’s body stand on end.

      There was no denying that hunter or monster, this man was dangerous, and she needed to remember that.

      “Suit yourself,” she said with a laugh, as she sped off with lightning speed toward the Drowned Clam, toward the call of wishes, dreams, and sweet, sweet blood.
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      Dallas bit his tongue. When Midnight and her pain in the ass friend had taken off, he could finally think.

      He slid his hand in his pocket, pulling out his phone. It was smashed beyond belief, and he could barely read the screen. Not to mention the battery life looked to be about ten percent.

      “Fuck,” he said with a grumble as he slid it back in his pocket.

      He paced back and forth, his stomach roiling with nausea from the onslaught of everything.

      The need to contact Malcolm, or even Ava, was prevalent, but could he trust them?

      He’d certainly trusted the Crowley’s before he’d...

      Died.

      Dallas swallowed as the memory of death engulfed him. The pain of the open wound that the Djinn woman, Enchantress, had ripped in his chest, the cold that seeped through his body as he bled out. The images that flashed in his mind like a highlight reel of his life.

      Running down the football field in high school and college.

      Dancing with Laura at their tiny firehall wedding.

      The first appointment where he’d heard his daughter’s heartbeat, terrified and overjoyed at the same time.

      The day he’d come home to find out Laura had been killed, when he saw the bite marks on her throat, on her stomach, and thighs.

      The day he killed his first vampire.

      All the endless gigs and laughs he’d shared with Malcolm and the hunters they’d picked up along their travels, Vinny, Tito, and even Hunter.

      The moment he’d seen Ava’s bite mark and how it sent him spiraling.

      Holding Ava when he was afraid of falling in love again.

      Everything meshed together into one conglomerate of pain and despair as the memory of Ava’s tears streaming down her face, as her brother grabbed her, pulsed through him like a heartbeat all its own, mixed with the things that would never be.

      Things he’d only dreamed of, wished of at the precipice of death because he’d never given in to such things for fear he’d lose them again.

      And as death called him, as he lay bleeding on the concrete floor of a massacre at the Marquis, Dallas lost himself in those hopes and dreams. The what if’s he’d kept buried deep.

      What his daughter would have looked like.

      What he would have done if blood hadn’t stained his hands and took his innocence.

      In death, Dallas dreamed of a life he’d never gotten the chance to have, and for the absolute bliss of a single moment, he’d lived it.

      Then he was awakened by a bright light, and not that of the one most people wish to see. Dallas was awakened by a blinding flashlight, and voices that belonged to creatures who certainly were not angels.

      Dallas walked with hurried pace along the road, arms crossed as he chewed on the facts he did have.

      I saved Mal and Ava.

      The Djinn fucking bit me, and died.

      I died.

      But their venom reanimated me, and turned me into a damn monster, what are the fucking odds?

      He knew one bite alone could turn a human, but it was unlikely. The lore spoke of the Djinn needing to feed on dreams and wishes, and for a full bonding, or “rebirth” as they called it, he would have needed to drink the blood of the Djinn that bit him to become a fully fledged monster... which he hadn’t.

      Because Malcolm killed the monster who’d attacked him.

      Because Ava and Mal kill monsters, it’s what they do.

      But would they really kill me?

      The fact Dallas could not answer no to the question of whether or not his allies would not kill him on sight, especially because he was no longer—human—entirely made him want to throw up.

      Maybe they could help me find some way out of this...

      His head was spinning. He wracked his brain for something, anything he could remember about what Hunter had told him over the years about the Djinn.

      If the situation were reversed, and it was Mal or Ava who’d awakened as a monster, would he put them six feet under?

      Dallas’s stomach roiled with hunger and disgust, for he knew the answer.

      Being a hunter wasn’t for the faint of heart. It meant seeing and knowing things no one else did, and often times, it meant doing things no one should ever want to do.

      Including killing your closest friends when they turn into the enemy.

      He huffed out a frustrated sigh. Nothing made sense, and another wave of nausea hit him. The night air was cool to the touch, and Dallas welcomed it against the heat of his skin.

      Think, D, think. You know there’s got to be a way out of this, and not one that ends with you in the ground. You can fix this... somehow. There’s got to be a spell or a cure, or some way to reverse what’s been done...

      As he walked, he poured over the night’s happenings in his mind, but the hunger inside of him was starting to feel painful and he was no closer to answering the burning questions that plagued him.

      And he knew it was only wishful thinking. The lore had never spoken of an antidote, or even a spell to break the Djinn curse.

      But that doesn’t mean there isn’t a way...

      In the distance he could see the light of the Drowned Clam, where he’d been only a day or so ago...

      Where he’d met Midnight, for the first time. He’d been there on a mission, pressed to dig up intel on the vampire who controlled the Clam’s operations, who was the one in charge of the Marquis’s masquerade and who planned to host a free for all human buffet.

      It wasn’t uncommon for supernaturals to align if they had a common interest, after all, monsters were innately selfish creatures. Alliances were hard to come by with vampires though, being as it seemed to be well known knowledge that even among monsters, the bloodsuckers were sorely despised due to their cockroach ability to remain at the top of the monster food chain.

      They were natural enemies of everyone, so what reason would the Djinn have to align with them?

      Vampires and Djinn were not the only creatures capable of luring prey. He’d played his part then, in the Drowned Clam. Dallas had long been trapping female monsters in his web for information, as well as to kill them, and therefore, he was certainly a pro at turning on his charm, eliciting his sex appeal and dominance to get whatever intel he and his fellow hunters needed.

      But that had been before Ava and Cassius had arrived and distracted him.

      The sight of Ava so close to the vampire who’d marked her lit his blood on fire. Despite her reassurances, she was far too close to the bloodsucker for his liking. It was almost as if she trusted him, and Dallas was appalled at the idea that anyone could trust a literal monster.

      Especially Ava.

      Ava...

      The memory of her eyes wide with terror would be tattooed on his soul forever, and his heart ached as reality punched him in the stomach again.

      He knew as bad as he wanted to run to her and hold her in his arms, tell her he was fine... that somehow they could fix this... he wasn’t fine.

      And while he refused to give up hope that there was a way of fixing his predicament, he knew doing such a thing would only put her in danger. He hadn’t yet grasped everything, but the hunger inside of him, the heightened sound in his ears, and the sudden clarity in his sight were indicative enough that he was now a predatory creature, and not a man.

      Because he was a monster now, and not even he was capable of understanding what that meant at the moment, as his hunger gnawed at him, the need to consume hope, dreams, and wishes, to touch and anchor himself to the energy that flowed from within was so overwhelming. And if there was one thing Dallas didn’t want, it was to endanger the woman he’d fallen in love with... despite the fact he knew she didn’t love him. Even the thought of her made his heart ache, because he knew he could not trust himself to not touch her everywhere, to not feed on the hopes and dreams of the prettier Crowley, even if they didn’t include him.

      He’d thought they’d had more time. That in time, maybe Ava could have learned to truly love him, and that maybe one day free from her mark, they could have built something together from the ashes of the blood they’d lost.

      Anger and remorse festered along with guilt and frustration in his blood, and he could feel his pulse racing. Monsters had taken everything from him. His wife and unborn child, his ignorance, Mal and his fellow hunters... even the glimmer of a future with Ava.

      The fury inside Dallas festered like an unbridled hurricane, begging to be set free as he tried to regain his thoughts. He needed to think clearly. Like Malcolm always did when they were in sticky situations.

      And he’d been in plenty of ill-fated situations before, which he had escaped within an inch of his life, so surely a solution of some kind would present itself, if he could just think clearly...

      He made it to the parking lot before he got a heady whiff of... desire.

      Desire mixed with sadness and longing, and hope.

      He turned his head instantly to find a long-legged blonde stumbling across the parking lot to her car. The world around him got smaller, the air thinner, as his gaze fixed on her. Every muscle in his body tightened and his blood rushed. Drawn by his natural inclinations toward trouble, he moved to stop her, somehow jumping mere feet in seconds like he’d just... transported from one place to another solely by thinking about it.

      Yeah, that’s definitely new.

      The prevalent need in him to save this woman was an override, and he’d fully intended to perhaps drive this woman home, because he knew she was drunk and it was the right thing to do.

      Jake Dallas had always prided himself on doing the right thing, even when it wasn’t the easiest thing.

      “Give me your keys,” he said the words commandingly, like he would have normally, but something about the way they sounded in the air, he couldn’t deny they carried a tone that was... mysterious. Intoxicating, even to his own ears.

      The woman shoved him, telling him to ‘fuck off, fucker,’ and he pursed his lips.

      “You’re in no state to drive,” he said, grabbing for her keys himself.

      “And who the fuck you think you are? My knight in shining armor? Fuck off,” she bit, her anger, her emotion boiling to the surface.

      He could practically taste the fury, like cinnamon bubblegum.

      Hot, mouthwatering.

      Her voice echoed in his brain, like an array of whispers. He could hear it even though she didn’t speak, as she looked at him with fire in her eyes. Longing, sadness, anger... desire... all of it mixed together like some heady cocktail, tinged with the scent of pineapples and coconuts so prominent, he wondered if she’d taste like a margarita.

      She smelled delicious.

      Dallas stumbled back himself, feeling a deep, burning need to consume. To give this women exactly what she needed.

      What she wished for.

      “No,” he said, but he wasn’t sure who was referring to. His muscles strained, his feet dragging on the pavement as he fought to move away, but like a magnet, he couldn’t separate from what was now his nature.

      Dallas grabbed at her keys with precision, his fingertips curling around her wrist, and she struggled against him.

      “Get off of me,” she said as she brought her knee up, aiming for his groin, but she missed.

      His eyes held her in place, and he could feel his blood heating, could feel his stomach opening up, ready for its feast. Powerless to the new, magnetic feeling, he opened his mouth to speak, but instead only fangs shoved through his gums, and the woman whimpered in his grasp.

      “Please, let me go,” she whined.

      In his mind he knew how Djinn fed. Like vampires, like demons and incubi, they consumed blood.

      Human blood.

      But it was more or less what was in the blood that they hungered for. According to the lore, human blood carried more than just cells. It carried their hopes, dreams, and their wishes.

      And as Dallas tightened his grip on the woman in front of him, as her fear ebbed off of her, her cheeks flushed.

      Dallas wanted to let her go. He truly did, but he wasn’t in control anymore. The monster inside of him was, and he did not want to let such a delicious morsel go to waste.

      “I’m so fucking sorry about this,” he said as a mixture of guilt, shame, and remorse came over him.

      “God, please forgive me,” he said as she dropped her keys to the ground.

      The taste of blood wasn’t as pungent as he thought it would be, but it wasn’t the blood that tore him apart from the inside.

      It was the taste of her desire, her dreams, her wishes. Her world crashed through him, like a highlight reel as the warm, sweet blood coursed down his throat. The relief that overcame him was sinful, sweet, and wonderfully fulfilling.

      Dallas knew how the Djinn prayed on their victims. He knew they preyed on hopes, dreams, and wishes, but until that very moment, he hadn’t known truly what that meant.

      He could see her memories, her dreams, like a movie in his own head. How she longed for a man who didn’t belong to her and how she wanted nothing more than to be his everything. This man who had a life, a family. Her desire, her hope, her wishful thinking was sweeter than a birthday cake as he drank down the blood, as her energy wrapped around him like a cozy blanket, warming him all throughout. For it was the passion, the love in those thoughts, no matter how depraved and haunting they were for someone who clearly didn’t reciprocate such things.

      Who took advantage of her in the dark, shadowed space of his office when he’d told his wife he needed to work late.

      The image of the woman in his arms beneath the undeserving man, breasts on full display, caused his cock to twitch, as lust formed in his being; no doubt a side affect from the lust filled wishes and desires of the woman in his arms.

      Dallas’s eyes fluttered open as his sight cleared and he watched the color drain from her eyes. He knew he needed to stop, but he’d never felt so ignited, so weightless and euphoric in all his life. Dead or alive.

      “Georgie, please... I want to hear you say it,” she cried, her face going pale, but her expression soft and full of longing. She reached out her fingers, running the tips of her nails down his heated skin. The touch felt just as overwhelming as the taste of blood, and he was powerless to fight the desire culminating inside of him.

      In the years following his wife’s loss, before he’d crossed the line with Ava, Dallas had more than taken his share of one night stands. Like Mal’s need to drink to forget about all that rested on his shoulders, Dallas lost himself in nameless women in blurred towns, if only to forget that he’d loved and lost.

      The woman groaned in response as her back thudded against the car and Dallas clutched her body to his as he turned her around, her back against the car door. She wrapped her leg around him, pulling him closer, dragging her nails over his chest through his tattered shirt. Her dress rode
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