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  **Warning**


Please be aware that this paranormal romance, interwoven with elements of dark fantasy, delves into intense and mature themes. It is important to note that this book contains sexually explicit scenes, graphic descriptions, acts of extreme violence, and strong language.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are sensitive to or uncomfortable with explicit content, violence, or strong language, this book may not be suitable for you. However, if you are prepared to explore the depths of these themes within this captivating and thrilling story, I invite you to embark on this journey.

Please approach this book with an open mind and be aware of its content. Your comfort and enjoyment are of utmost importance, and I want to ensure that you clearly understand the nature of the story before diving in.

Thank you for joining me on this dark and alluring adventure.
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  Chapter One

A Haunting Past


Havoc jerked her Ducati off the road and scrambled off the saddle, her heart hammering in her chest. With fear rippling through her, she bolted into the house. The second she stepped over the threshold, she slipped on something wet. She slid to a halt and looked down. A widening puddle of blood pooled at her feet. “Oh God.”  
Her gaze followed the thick crimson trail. Carnage greeted her. 
Bodies littered the hall floor. Some had their throats and chests ripped out, with ribs and tendons exposed. Others had limbs scattered in a horrid display. 
Vampire.
She drew her pistol. An eerie silence hung in the blood-tainted air as she moved further into the house, eyeing the aftermath of the massacre. 
Wait. There were way too many bodies. A single vampire didn’t do this. 
She rushed to the curved stairway. Dread gnawed at her insides with each tread she took. She rushed into the room, and her heart nearly stopped. Stumbling back, she slapped her hand over her mouth to muffle her strangled cry. 
Oh God no! This can’t be happening. This can’t…
Keira was sprawled out on the bed, her eyes wide and her mouth agape. The pain and fear that had undoubtedly accompanied her last moments were painted on her face. A blood-soaked gown clung to her lifeless form. A ghastly, ashen hue had replaced her melanin complexion. As a cruel reminder of what that fuckin’ monster did to her, two puncture wounds stood out on her neck. 
Havoc stepped over the naked, mangled man on the floor and approached the bed. Fingers trembling, she hesitantly reached out to her sister. Her hand landed on Keira’s cold skin, making her breath hitch. Sobbing whimpers and tears spilled out of her as her vision blurred. Grief and rage surged through her veins like a raging river, threatening to swallow her whole. 
She kneeled on the blood-stained bed, pulling Keira into her arms. “God, Keira…I’m so sorry.” Her anguish deepened, fueling a fire within. “One day, I’ll join you in the afterlife…” She pressed her palm on Keira’s forehead, then gently dragged her hand down her face, closing her eyes. “But not before I kill every last one of them.” 
A sour scent sailed through the air, spiking her senses. A vampire. The foul stench increased as the creature stealthily approached the room.
Eyes narrowing, Havoc lifted her head. 
Movement stirred in the doorway. A deathwalker, sleek and malevolent, slipped into the room, his eyes gleaming with sadistic delight. “Well-well-well, what do we have here?” Lips stained with blood, he smiled, displaying his glistening fangs. “Another whore for the taking? Don’t mind if I do.” He charged at her with predatory speed. 
Then time slowed. 
The air thickened and crackled around her. A brilliant scarlet stream of energy exploded from her core and lashed out at the creature mid-leap, launching him into the wall. Drywall and wood bowed and fractured around his body. Beady eyes wide, the vampire struggled and writhed against the shimmering current, baring his fangs and snarling.
Havoc carefully laid her sister down, then rose from the bed with her spiritual force bursting all around her. Her hand found the grip of her katana. It released a sharp hiss as she blitzed across the space. The blade sliced through the air, connecting with the monster’s neck. In that instant, time snapped back to its regular rhythm. Once again, a grim silence moved in. It was shattered by the thud of his head hitting the floor. 
Breathing ragged, Havoc watched the headless vampire turn to ash at her feet. A tightness grew in her chest. Wincing, she clutched at her shirt. Last time she felt this overwhelming pain, she stood over her mom’s mutilated body. 
Destruction followed. 
She closed her eyes and pulled in a deep breath. “No…noo, not again. Control it,” she panted. “Please, Jesus—no. Please don’t let it take over.” Inhaling slowly and exhaling faster, she tried to quell the devastating force expanding in her heart. “Control. It.” 
The rancid stench returned, much stronger than before. Beyond the walls of this room, a swarm of darkness encroached. It threatened to shatter the chains binding her rage. 
Maybe I should let it go. Maybe I should obliterate everything in my fuckin’ path!
Squeezing the handle of her sword, Havoc exploded out of the room. Two deathwalkers fell at the edge of her blade in a matter of seconds. She bolted down the stairs, taking devil heads along the way. Through her scope of fury, she didn’t see faces. Only shadows and dust. 
“Aw shit, a hunter? Voldrek set us up!” she heard one of them scream. “Kill that bitch…NOW!” 
The frenzied horde of undead descended upon her, their hisses and snarls piercing the air. She moved through them like a phantom, her lethal steel glinting in the moonlight. She spun and slashed, cutting through their ranks with relentless determination. 
Blood sprayed. Bodies fell and burst into ashes. 
During the onslaught, memories of Keira’s haunting words flooded her consciousness. 
‘Y’all don’t care about me. You never did! That’s why you and Dre left me.’ 
Havoc cried out, her anguish intertwining with the wild vortex that whipped around her. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Destruction marked her steps, a testament to the storm raging within her soul. The ground trembled beneath her feet as her cursed force swelled. It shattered walls and pulverized furniture, tearing through any and everything in her way. The destructive torrent engulfed the structure, reducing the once familiar surroundings to rubble.
Through the hazy barrier of crimson energy and swirling debris, a dark figure took shape and emerged from the shadows. The presence, enigmatic as the darkness itself, stood at the precipice of her devastation. A pair of glowing, ocean-colored eyes seized her. It came with an unnerving connection she couldn’t shake off. 
“Are you intentionally trying to destroy the city…?” He stepped through her energy field, not the least bit affected by its destructive power. “Or has your anguish taken control of you?” He approached with elegant strides, clad in black pants and a fitted long-tailed jacket. 
Rattling her head, Havoc blinked a few times and skipped backward. Her heart shuddered violently. This dude bore a striking resemblance to the deadly vampire, Demetri. But no, it couldn’t be him. If it were, she would be dead.  
Long blonde hair framed his stunning face, which was devoid of any expression. Cool and passionless. He possessed an aura of calm and gravitas. He also possessed an ethereal blue glow. 
Shifter.
She tightened her grip on her sword’s hilt, making her fingers and palm burn. 
He might not be a vampire, but he was still a monster. Death. That was all they stood for, all they brought to this world. Every fuckin’ fang-baring beast had to go! 
The slightest smile tugged at his lips. “Ah, I see your anguish has manifested into madness.” With a sudden burst of force, he thrust his hand out. The swirling cursed energy froze, halting the destruction it caused. “Let’s remedy that, shall we?” 


      [image: image-placeholder]
Havoc’s eyes shot open. 
Jerking upright, she hacked on a gasp. Her heart pounded frantically against her chest. She took a few ragged breaths, then fell back onto the bed. “Dammit,” she whimpered. Remnants of the dream lingered in her mind. As grief squeezed her heart, tears trickled down her face. 
I’m so sorry, Keira.
She and Keira were once inseparable, more than just sisters—they were best friends. However, after mom’s brutal passing, they fell apart. The world had been cruel to them. But in Keira’s opinion, she bore the brunt of it for being born with no extraordinary abilities. 
Havoc wielded the devil’s gift, a wicked ability that allowed her to manipulate energy. And their brother Andre was born with superhuman strength. Keira felt like the oddball between them, and that made her resentful. 
Havoc’s mind wandered back to the day she found out Keira had left nursing school and started working at a massage parlor, which was actually a damn brothel. She did it out of spite, knowing it would boil Havoc’s blood. 
And it did! 
The second Havoc got a moment of free time, she rolled up on the whorehouse and made some noise. Things got worse when she found out the madam running the house was a chick she’d gone to school with. Miranda. Consumed with anger, Havoc beat up on Miranda’s bodyguards and quite literally wreaked havoc that day. Only for her sister to call her a rabid dog and say she never wanted to see her again. 
Maybe she should’ve left the battlefield and gone to Keira sooner. Maybe she should’ve paid more attention to Keira’s pain. Maybe she should’ve dragged Keira’s ass kicking and screaming from the house that day. Maybe Keira would still be alive if she…
“Who’s Dante?” 
Havoc shot upright, dragging the heel of her hand over her tears. “What?” 
Nova, her Indian war sister, leaned against the doorframe, palming her temple. “You called out to Dante while you were asleep. Not the first time I heard you say that name.” 
Havoc bristled. “Girl, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She whipped the sheets back and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. “What’s up with your face?” she asked, quickly changing the subject. “Gotta headache?” 
“Yeah, something like that. It’s more of an overload.” Wincing, she groaned. “You don’t hear all that—that noise?” She lifted her nose; her face drew tight. “And what’s that smell?” 
Havoc cocked a brow. “Nightwalkers?” 
“No. Just a whole lot of smells. Food, animals, radiator fluid, grass, fly shit—ugh.” 
“Stop it. You can smell fly shit?” she asked with a snicker. “That’s wild.” 
“I smell everything, Havoc!” Nova palmed her head again. “It’s too much all at once. My senses are going haywire.” 
Havoc tried to expand her perception to sense what her battle sister was experiencing. Nova was a sensor Andausian, so her sensory awareness was acute. She was probably picking up those sensations from something happening miles away.  
Shaking her head, Havoc fell back on the bed. “Nope. Don’t hear anything, and the only thing I smell is Stormie baking…” She wiggled her nose. 
“Banana bread,” Nova finished. “She must be anxious about something. The upcoming recon?” 
“Probably. That banana bread is gonna be bussin’ though.” Her mouth watered at the thought. 
“Do you have any more of this elixir?” 
Havoc lifted her head to see Nova holding the shiny blue bottle she’d been looking for. She snorted. “I see we gotta have another talk about boundaries. I don’t steal shit from your room, do I?” 
“C’mon, Havoc, cut me some slack. I know it’s for your depression, but it’s the only thing that makes the world go quiet. Sometimes I need silence, and as a sensor, I don’t get that often.” 
Should’ve known giving her a taste would turn her into a junkie. “You could’ve just asked me to get you some, Nova.” 
“I was going to, but—I don’t know.” She nervously shuffled in the doorway. “I felt weird about it. Like I was asking for something that I wasn’t supposed to have.” 
Havoc rolled her eyes. “So you thought the best course of action was to steal mine?” 
“I just need a little every now and then.” 
Havoc let her head fall back. “Tell you what, I’ll grab you a bottle on Friday when I visit Priestess Sienna.” 
“Thanks, Havoc. You’re the best.” 
Silence descended upon the room. Havoc craned her head to see the doorway empty. 
Good. Had Nova hung around any longer, she would’ve sensed her sadness and tried to cuddle with her. On most days, she didn’t mind being smothered with cuddles. But not today. 
Jerking toward the nightstand, Havoc glanced at the time. “Shit.” She was supposed to be on the road an hour ago to beat nightfall. She darted into her closet and stripped. 
She and the team had been hunting non-stop for months. The Chingi demons had become a big damn problem. They were multiplying, crossing through portals in droves. There were hunter squads and priestesses posted at most gateways, but they could do nothing but slow the invasion since no one had the power to close the portals. Last night was especially tough. They didn’t get back to base until ‘round nine am. They didn’t even bother to have an after-mission pow-wow. Doused with exhaustion, everyone just crashed. 
Clad in her hunting suit, Havoc eased out of her room. The meeting hall was empty. Perfect. She didn’t want to run into any of her teammates, especially when she was trying to sneak out. She slipped into the lab and paused in the doorway. 
Gavin would usually be padding about in a lab coat, tinkering with this and that, but he was nowhere in sight. 
Havoc crept further in, staring toward the back room where Gavin would snooze between missions. The lights were out, but she could see a faint silhouette of a body snuggled beneath the sheets. She quickly and quietly grabbed a duffle and filled it with a few devices. Grinning to herself, she slinked back into the hallway. Just lectured Nova about stealing her elixir, and now here she was boosting Gavin’s tech. 
I’m the biggest damn hypocrite ever.  
She hurried into the cache, where she started collecting her gear. She holstered her two favorite pistols. Next, she slid her dagger and katana into her back holster. The hilt protruded over her shoulder for swift retrieval. Now to grab weapons for her bike. 
“Gearing up kinda early, aren’t you?” said a familiar voice behind her.
Dammit! 
“We’re not on the clock ‘til morning for that covert mission,” he added. 
Havoc grabbed a shotgun, her fang blade, and extra ammo. “I need to step out for a bit.” 
“To do what?” 
“To mind my business. That’s what, nosey.” Slinging the duffle over her shoulder, Havoc breezed past Zero, who regarded her with an arched brow. 
He was swift on her heels. “Havoc, hol’up.” 
“No time to chat, Zero.” If she didn’t leave now, more team members would get wind of her intended departure, and she would never get out the door. 
Not without a fight. 
A shimmering ice shield materialized, blocking her path. She huffed out a sigh and whipped a glare toward her teammate. “Seriously?” 
He leaned against the wall near the door panel, chewing on beef jerky. “Yes, seriously. You’re really gonna swerve me like this?” He tilted his head, making his silvery-blonde hair dangle lazily over his grey eye. “You know that makes me crazy. C’mon, girl, talk to me.” 
“Not tonight. Drop the shield.” 
“Why?” Zero’s voice pitched with concern. “Where are you going, sis?” 
Havoc pinned him with a hard glare. 
His gaze shifted about nervously. “Aye, don’t look at me like that.” 
Planting a fist on her hip, she continued to stare. 
He pushed off the wall. “Yo, cut it out!” 
She didn’t budge nor take her eyes off him. 
“Oh my God, girl! Why’re you so aggressive?” He lowered his hand, dispelling the shield. “I hate it when you get like this. All brutal and violent.” 
She chuckled, but not so much in humor. “I need a pass, just for today. Then I won’t ask again until next year.” 
His brows bunched then realization swept across his face. “Ohh…” A solemn expression followed. “Aw hell.” He slapped his palm on his forehead. “Today is that day, isn’t it? Damn—sorry.” 
She flicked her gloved hand at him. “Don’t worry about it. I don’t expect you guys to remember.” 
“Naw, we’ve been a team—a family for too damn long for us to be forgetting your special days…” Lips pulled tight, he winced. “‘Specially since you always remember ours.” 
A small smile touched her lips as she pushed through the door leading to the garage. “Maybe I love y’all more than y’all love me.” 
“Aye—aw c’mon! Don’t say that!” 
The scent of motor oil and adventure filled her senses. “Better clean up that water by the door before Stormie sees it,” she tossed over her shoulder teasingly. “Unless you want her climbing up your ass.” 
“Can I tag along?” 
Shaking her head, she threw up a peace sign. “Got this one solo, my albino friend. Thanks for offering though.” 
A rush of arctic air shot past her. Ice manifested in her path in the form of a man, halting her advance. With frosty air dancing around him, Zero’s form bled through the crystal-like sculpture. “Last time you went solo, you disappeared for three weeks. We couldn’t track you or get a read on your spiritual pressure. Do you know how scary that was for us? We thought you were dead.” Emotion cracked his voice as his grey eyes became glassy. “Listen, I know you don’t wanna talk about where the hell you disappeared to after your sister died, but you can’t do that shit to us again. My heart can’t take it.” 
“Aww, not the iceman getting emotional.” She pulled him into her arms, squeezed him tight, then drew back and lightly slapped him on the cheek. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours.” Restraining her own emotions, she stepped around him and continued on her way. “And I love you too.” 
“One more thing,” he said through a mental message. “When Cain gets word that you bounced without an escort, he’s gonna feel some kinda way about it.” 
“I’ll handle Cain when I get back,” she uttered dismissively. “Later.” 
A dark presence grew in her mind as she moved past the bulky jeep. It came with an inexplicable sense of unease. The resounding sound of her soles hitting the concrete slowed. “Lights.” 
Illumination filled the space, showcasing the six vehicles. Tucked away in the corner of the garage was her Ducati, the only place where the light refused to touch. The shadows danced around her trusty stallion, moving with an alluring sway. Hidden within the depths was an unseen presence. 
A familiar caress over her soul brought a smile to her lips. She plucked a few shurikens from her holster and, with the flip of her wrist, flung them at the darkness. They whistled through the air as the shadows swallowed them.
Two metallic clangs rang out. The tiny blades ricocheted across the garage, becoming embedded into the walls. Afterwards, a glowing blue dagger flew from the shadowy patch and struck the ground at her feet. 
Tied to the handle was a single red rose. 
Her heart fluttered wildly as she pulled the blade from the concrete. “You must be outta your goddamn mind to show up here.” 







  
  Chapter Two

Shadows of Passion


He  emerged from the shadows, wearing a sultry smile. “Hello, Joan.” His bright blonde hair was tied up in a neat ponytail. He was masculine in his bearing, but the feminine touches of his beauty made it hard not to gawk at him. His striking ocean-colored eyes shimmered with intensity and passion, awakening a flurry of nerves inside her belly. 
“Dante,” Havoc uttered, failing to hide the quiver in her tone.
His glowing animal gaze roamed over her. “It’s so wonderful to see you again.” A tailored black suit clung to his lean and toned physique. Emphasizing his dangerous allure, the hilt of his sterling-black saber protruded from his waist holster. 
Dammit, he shouldn’t be here! At the base, with five hunters who would flip the fuck out if they knew a supreme shifter was in the garage. 
“Are you crazy?” She shuffled backward, casting a nervous glance over her shoulder. “You can’t be here.”  
The slightest smile curved his lips. “You’re supposed to say it’s wonderful to see you too, Dante.” 
A familiar warmth spread throughout her body and rested in her core. Biting back a moan, she briefly closed her eyes. She wanted to toss caution to the wind and throw herself into his arms so damn badly. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. She wasn’t supposed to fall for a shifter. 
Especially not this shifter. 
Memories flooded her mind of the night Keira was murdered—the night her world shattered to pieces. Dante was there, an enigmatic presence that pulled her back from the brink of destruction and madness. During her darkest despair, he offered her solace and a sense of purpose. After thoroughly kicking her ass, of course. She couldn’t even be mad at him about that. Her power would’ve literally destroyed everything had he not stepped in. Although his method was brutal and unorthodox, he made her feel something she thought was lost to her.
Hope. 
“You cut your hair. And died it pink. Really, really pink.” 
Havoc raked her fingers through her mohawk-styled hair, fighting the girlish grin that threatened to cross her face. “Thought I’d do something a little different. The cut was me, but the color was Stormie’s idea.” 
“I like it.” Admiration danced in his dazzling eyes. “It goes well with your bubbly personality.”
Havoc burst out in snorting laughter. “Fuck you.” Realizing she was kind of loud, she glanced back again, then lowered her voice. “Why are you here?”
“Why do you think?” Dante took a step forward. 
Havoc instinctively scuttled backwards. Having him here was bad enough. But allowing him to get close again would thrust her back into a storm of lust. She didn’t need that kind of craziness right now. 
He lost his hands behind his back. “How are you, Joan?” 
Such a simple question, yet she couldn’t answer it. For the most part, she’d been numb, blocking out any feeling. It was the best way to keep her powers in check—train herself to feel nothing. But now that Dante was here, she couldn’t tuck her emotions away. She hated that about him, how he could strip her armor away with a mere gaze. Again, she looked back, afraid someone would catch him here. 
How would she explain this? How would she stop her teammates from attacking him? Or more so, stop him from killing them. 
“No need to worry about your comrades stumbling upon our private rendezvous.” 
She sucked her teeth. “In case you’ve forgotten, a powerful sensor lives in this house.” Didn’t matter whether he cloaked his spiritual pressure or dropped a domain over this area, Nova would sense him. “You’re not slick enough to hide from her senses. Please leave before she—” 
“Fun fact about sensors. Overloading their senses renders them useless and unconscious. She’s taking a nice little nap at the moment.” 
Havoc gaped at him, halfway pissed off, however somewhat thankful he pointed out a kink in their armor. Now she knew why Nova’s senses were on the fritz. “That ain’t the flex you think it is. You can’t just roll up on a hunter squad like this—” 
“I also cast a spatial domain over the house,” he added with a wink. “Just to be on the safe side.” 
“Oh my gawd, Dante,” she groaned, throwing her arms in the air. “Are you fuckin’ serious right now? This is not okay!” 
A spatial domain granted him the power to manipulate everything and everyone within the barrier. He probably paused time or put everyone to sleep—some crazy shit like that—which was fucked up on so many levels because he literally held their lives in the palm of his hand. 
She pulled in a deep breath, doing her best to steady her rising anger. “You’re stressing me out, man. I need you gone. Like now.” 
Stroking the grip of his saber, he strolled over to Zero’s precious convertible and leaned against it. “I see I’m still your naughty little secret.” Sensualness oozed from his tone, making her body quiver. “I’m not quite sure how I feel about that.” 
“I haven’t figured out a way to tell them, or if I even should.” 
How could she admit to a team of hunters that she spent three weeks with a shifter prince? And not just any shifter prince. A Chalvaiz clan prince who was the son of the crazy psychotic alpha shifter, Maurisio Bithanos. Not only that. Dante was also the nephew of the demon vampire Demetri Bithanos, a creature who had killed countless Andausian hunters. 
Yeah, telling them that would go over well.
“Well, that leaves us with quite the dilemma. What will you tell them when I show up at the door with cupcakes on your birthday?” 
“Dante…” Repressing full-out laughter, she snickered. “You better not.” 
“You know I will. Just to get a kick out of their reactions.” 
Havoc rolled her eyes, annoyed by how giddy he made her feel, despite the predicament he’d put her in. “As much as I would love to chat it up with you, I can’t. I don’t have the time.” 
“That’s unfortunate, considering it’s our first anniversary?” 
She cocked a brow. “We’re celebrating anniversaries now?” 
“Yes, we should. We became quite close during our time together. Forgive me for being sentimental, but I believe we owe it to ourselves to celebrate the bond we created.” 
Oh God.
“Dante,” she huffed out on a sigh. “This—this thing between us—it’s not what you think it is.” 
“Oh? Then what is it?” He was daring her to say it, daring her to mention the night she opened her legs to him and lost herself in passion. 
God, why did I give in? Why did I let him claim me? Ughhh…
Worst part of it was she initiated it. That night, she wanted to feel anything but pain. And he graciously complied. He repeatedly took her over the edge, filling her with more pleasure than she’d ever experienced. During those moments of feverish passion, the repercussions of her actions were the furthest thing from her mind. It was just sex. That’s what she told herself. That’s what she wanted to believe. Yet she was still conflicted about what they shared. This beast was embedded in her system, and she couldn’t get him out. 
“You don’t get it. Our worlds…” Faltering, she hummed. “Our worlds aren’t meant to mesh together. It’s just how things are.” 
“Is that what you tell yourself?” 
“It’s just how things are,” she reiterated, taking her volume up a notch. “As wonderful and wild as the fantasy was, you and I both know it would never work. I’m a hunter and you’re—you know who and what you are. And most importantly, you know who your family is. Please don’t play this game with me, Dante. Some things are meant to be left in the past, so let’s just leave it there. I know you understand. Otherwise, you would’ve come to me sooner. You wouldn’t have waited a whole damn year to roll through.” 
Aw hell, why did I say that?  
Those piercing eyes glimmered and narrowed. “What if I told you I didn’t?” 
“Didn’t what?” 
“Wait.” 
“What?” Her mind raced and her heart fluttered. “What do you mean by that?” 
Smirking, he dipped his head. “Hmm, what do I mean by that?” he uttered, a chuckle teasing his tone. “Oh, Joan, if you only knew…” 
She gasped as if he’d touched her from across the garage. Suddenly, spots of images flooded her mind. Sex. She saw herself having nasty, unbridled sex with him. Her lady parts quivered and her core pulsated. Then in a flash, the vision was gone. She blinked rapidly. She’d had those visions before. 
But only in my dreams. Wait, now that I’m thinking about it…
She dreamed of him often. It didn’t always start with the massacre. Sometimes when she closed her eyes, she found herself wrapped in his embrace, plummeting into a pool of utter rapture. Many nights she woke up, soaked in her passion, her body trembling, her privates throbbing. Mom used to say when you awaken feeling like you had sex, a demon laid with you while you were asleep. 
What if that demon…was Dante? 
Swallowing hard, she shook her head. “Dante…” she breathed out. 
“Yes, Joan?” he answered, a fanged grin sliding across his gorgeous face. 
Nah, he wouldn’t do that, would he?
Not like he had to. Dude had a team of female and male shifters on standby just in case he wanted to fuck. 
And he did plenty of that! 
For the most part, he was discreet. However, some nights the sexual chorus sailed through the walls. The sound reached her suite, which was on the other side of his mansion. Maybe that’s why she was bold enough to offer herself to him. She figured there would be no attachment, just a fleeting moment of pleasure. But that moment lasted for a whole damn week! It was insane. She couldn’t stop surrendering to his seduction. Then the worst happened. She started to feel things for him. Or maybe she felt things before that. Hard to tell. He hindered her ability to think clearly. Hell, she couldn’t even figure out why she let his crazy ass abduct her in the first place. 
‘You may not see me, but I’ll always be there.’ He uttered those words the night she left. 
“Dante,” she whispered again, narrowing a glare at him. What did you do? The words sat on the edge of her tongue. 
He tugged on the fingers of his glove, using his teeth, and removed it from his right hand. “Let’s just say I also have naughty secrets,” he crooned, cutting a shifty glance at her. 
“Boy, if I find out you’ve been sliding into my—” 
He eliminated the space between them in a flash. 
As a reflex move, she lashed out. 
Sidestepping from the path of her right hook, he caught her wrist, then yanked her against his body. “What will you do? Hm? What will you do if I told you I had my way with you anytime I pleased and simply left it as a mere dream in your mind?” 
Havoc reached for her pistol. He blocked her efforts with the swift slap to her hand. She instantly followed up with a punch to his face. As she made a go for her sword, she elbowed him in the chin. Her strikes, though lightning fast, were ineffective, as well as her attempt to release her blade. 
Dante caught her arm the second she wrapped her hand around the sword’s hilt, stilling her movement. Face inches from hers, he bored into her eyes. “Why are you reaching for a weapon when you are a weapon?” 
She spun away from him, struggling to free her wrist from his grip, and swung her leg toward his head.  
He caught her ankle inches from his temple. Quirking a brow, he made a tsking sound. “C’mon, Joan, you’re better than this.” He then slung her across the garage. 
She flipped mid-flight, forcing her feet to the ground. Unable to stop the momentum, she slid backward into the jeep. A sharp pain ricocheted down her spine, jarring out a hoarse cry. “You muthafucka.” 
Dante closed in on her before she could gather herself. He wedged his thigh between hers, pinning her against the vehicle. “I see you’re not taking this seriously.” He slipped his hand around her neck and gently squeezed. “Shall I up the ante?” 
Again, she tried to reach for her blade. 
And like before, he thwarted her attempt. A low growl rumbled in his chest. “You’re pissing me off, darling.” He twisted her arm back. 
A series of snaps resounded. A jolt of pain followed. Tears sprung from her eyes as a scream burst out of her. 
Although his face remained emotionless, his eyes burned with an unsettling intensity. “If you don’t stop me…” His canines slowly extended beneath his lips. “I’m going to walk into the house and kill everyone.” 
Clenching her teeth, she released a strangled snarl. He was testing her. The lack of malice in his tone was a clear indication of that. But his threat wasn’t completely empty. Despite his emotions toward her, Dante was capable and crazy enough to kill her team. And that alone made her blood boil with rage. Heat washed through her and exploded behind her eyes. 
It started in her core, the torrent of crimson energy. It swirled around her, creating a dance of chaos. The surrounding space began to bend and stretch as if the very fabric of reality was being torn. The concrete beneath their feet cracked, the sound of metal crumbling shot through the air. 
Dante smiled. “Beautiful.” 
Her force lashed out and struck him square in the chest, like a snake strike, launching him past the vehicles and through the garage door.  
Moving with the speed of her cursed force, Havoc raced after him, her feet barely touching the ground. She dove through the ragged hole created by Dante’s body and pounced on him mid-flight. The weight of her rage slammed him into the driveway. The pavement crumbled and exploded around them as she rode him along the length of the concrete. A deep, jagged crater was left in their wake. 
Then, all was still. 
Dante erupted in delirious laughter. Blood dribbled from the corners of his mouth as his fangs glimmered in the color of passion under the bright blood moon. “Oh my God, I missed you so much,” he rasped. “I miss our little bouts too. It was always the highlight of my day.” 
Straddling him and panting, Havoc glared down at him. “You fuckin’ psycho! Why’d you make me do that?” 
“You’ve been suppressing it. I could feel it. That strike should’ve shattered my heart.” 
During those three weeks with him, he trained her—well, more like beat her ass repeatedly and viciously while trying to help her control the devil’s gift. Before meeting him, she knew very little about her power. Only that it was a destructive and devastating force. Others thought it was passed down from Heaven, like the powers of her fellow Andausians. However, the red chaos came straight from hell, hence the name Devil’s gift. 
Havoc slugged him in the chest. “I could’ve killed you, asshole!” 
Dante grunted and chuckled. “Thank you for your concern, but I’m not so easy to kill, darling.” 
Sucking her teeth in annoyance, she tried to stand. 
He grabbed her arm, the one he’d broken. She let out a sharp cry as a wave of renewed pain blitzed through her body. 
Dante pulled her down until they were nose to nose, and their lips were mere inches apart. “I told you repressing it is unhealthy for you.” A sudden calm enveloped her as his soothing voice sailed along her mind. “What are you afraid of?” He gently swept his hand over her mangled limb in a caressing manner. 
The fractured bones beneath her flesh shifted and mended. A stimulating current followed, scattering throughout her body, making her whimper. “Incinerating half the damn planet, moron.” 
“I thought you were past those fears.” 
An invigorating warmth trailed the path of his touch, forcing her to bite back a moan. “I’m not. I never was. I fight just fine without using this curse.” 
“That is until you come across a foe as strong as me, or stronger. Don’t shy away from it, Joan. It’s a part of you.” 
During her training, he did this often. Break a bone or two, then fix it in the most sensual way. Not only that. His healing energy sent ripples of pleasure coasting through her, making it damn near impossible not to have an orgasm on the spot. Worst part of it was she liked it. Loved it, actually! To be broken and fixed repeatedly. Pain then pleasure. It was twisted and sinful. 
What’s wrong with me?
An intense pulsation awakened between her thighs. Her breath hitched and her back arched. Convulsions rocked through her, joining the heated pressure building in her core. His bulged crotch pressed against her mound, making it even harder to suppress her moan. A blissful tide washed over her. Clutching his lapels, she braced against him and breathed out a whimper. Once the heavenly sensation subsided, she reared back with a feral growl and tried to jab him in the face. 
He easily caught her fist, just like he could’ve dodged her attack. Passion beamed from his eyes. “Are you going to keep pretending what we have is just some fling?” 
Body quivering, she shoved away from him and lunged to her feet. “I don’t have time for this, Dante. I have somewhere to be.” 
Climbing out of the crater, she groaned. Not only had his distraction caused her time. They destroyed the driveway and garage door. And she didn’t even want to think about the damage they may have caused inside the garage. If there’s even one scratch on Zero’s car, he would have a fuckin’ heart attack. 
“Ugh, dammit.” Sidestepping around the crater, she craned her head to peer through the kitchen window. 
Stormie moved about from one end to the other. 
Probably still baking food that’s gonna go straight to my ass.
Despite the unobstructed view of the driveway from the kitchen, Stormie not once looked her way. She couldn’t see them. Most certainly couldn’t hear them, given the racket they just made. 
Looked like Dante’s magic was in full effect. It was astounding how freakishly powerful he was.
“This is a toxic-ass relationship,” Havoc grumbled, heading toward the garage. 
“Ah, but you admit it’s a relationship nonetheless,” he said behind her, a smile lacing his voice. 
“Leave me alone, Dante.” 
“You didn’t answer me earlier. How are you?” 
“I don’t wanna talk to you anymore. ‘Specially not after you threatened to kill my teammates. That was fucked up.” 
“Oh c’mon, darling. You know I had no intentions of hurting them. I was simply trying to get a rise out of you.”
“Yeah, but you still said it.” She stared at the large, jagged hole in the wide steel door and sighed. “Since you’re in the mood to flex, you’re gonna fix this, right?” She glanced over her shoulder and was forced to swallow a gasp.  
Dusting his suit off, Dante stood in the middle of the driveway where there was no trace of their destruction. His hair had come loose. Framing his face, it dangled over his shoulders. 
God, why is he so effin’ hot? 
“Fixed. Oh, and uh…” He flicked a hand at her. 
Havoc turned back to the door, and the hole was gone. A smile teased her lips. No matter how many times she’d seen him do it, it still blew her mind. She’d only witnessed the act itself once, given how fast he did it. With his unspoken command, broken parts of things they’d destroyed mended together in a flash. 
“I don’t get a thank you?” he crooned. 
The garage door ascended before her. Rolling her eyes, she marched inside. “You’re the one who rolled through here unannounced, blowing up my spot. And I’m supposed to say thank you for that?” She quickly loaded her extra weapons and gear into her bike’s compartments. She climbed onto the saddle, still reeling from being mounted on top of him. “I didn’t ask you to come here, Dante.” 
“That’s the thing.” He appeared before her. “You kinda did.” 
The Ducati roared to life between her thighs, intensifying the sensation Dante left her with. “Yeah? Let’s talk about it next time I see you.” 
His eyes narrowed and his lips drew tight. “You’re being facetious, aren’t you?” 
Revving the engine, she smirked at him. “Do me a favor, my prince.” She slid her helmet on and flipped the visor down. “Don’t come here again.” With that said, she put her stallion into gear and sped off. 
When she reached the edge of the driveway, she felt her bike lift off the concrete. The engine roared as the wheels spun rapidly beneath her, carrying her nowhere. She let out a strangled growl. “Ughh, such a pain in the ass! Put me down!” 
“I came here to tell you something important.” Hands clasped behind his back, he strolled past her and stood before her bike. “Pause for a second and hear me out.”
Not like I gotta choice.
She killed the engine, folded her arms over her breasts, and glared at him. “What, Dante?” Slowly, his unseen force lowered her and her vehicle to the ground. 
“Something has shifted in the underworld, something you and all hunter squads should be aware of.” 
“We already know about the portals and the Chingi demons crossing over. We’re exhausting our forces trying to end this shit.” 
“Do you also know of the Queen?” 
“Of England?” she teased. 
The slightest smile touched his lips. 
“Yeah, we’ve heard about the dragon queen. She’s the reason for the uproar in the underworld. We got the gist of her existence from a demon a couple of days ago.” 
He cocked a blonde brow. “A demon gave you that information?” 
She grinned behind her helmet. “Not without a little persuasion.” 
He chuckled, offering her a sultry smile. Then it vanished. “Their presence in this realm has created another problem that will surely bring mankind to the brink of extension.” 
A tightness coiled in her gut as she processed the severity of his words. She dismounted, leaving her stallion to rest on the kickstand. “I don’t like the sound of that.” She flipped the visor up on her helmet. “What’s going on?” 
“A demonic plague. My siblings and I are trying to get ahead of it, but it’s spreading rapidly.” 
“Dammit, Dante, this is major. Why didn’t you start with this?” 
“Sorry, luv.” A boyish smirk played on his lips. “I get excited when I see you. All that pertinent information left my mind.” 
“God,” she huffed, attempting to quell the fear in her heart. “So, they’re not only slaughtering humans in droves, but they’re also sprinkling a disease about in the process? Fantastic.” 
“There’s a portal in the vicinity.” 
“Near here?!” 
Rubbing at his chin, he shook his head. “Somewhere in the city. The dark mana used to create it makes it difficult to locate.” 
Damn, if a league of supreme shifters can’t find it… “What can we do about this?” 
“That’s one of the reasons I came by tonight. Ronan and Amelia would like to sit down with your squad captain and lieutenant to strategize how best to avert this impending catastrophe.” 
“Wait-wait-wait. Your brother and sister, aka, the commanders of the Chalvaiz clan army want to meet with my captain?” 
“Yes,” he responded as if it was no big deal. “Can you secure this meeting for us?” 
Havoc gaped at him. “I, uh…” Aw hell! Setting up a meeting with them meant she would have to explain her relationship with Dante. And she really didn’t want to do that. Not yet. Hell, but knowing the annihilation of mankind was on the line…
“If you’re not ready to tell them about us, just say I approached you tonight while you were out and propositioned you with this request. Which is the truth. We’re reaching out to all the hunter squad captains. It’s time for us to put our differences aside and fight together. We need to be a united force to win this war.” 
“A war…” A shudder of nervousness rushed through her. She glanced toward the house. “May—maybe we should do this now—” 
“No.” Stepping closer, he touched her hand. “Go visit your sister.” He said it so casually as if Keira was still alive. “Because after tonight, you may not get a chance to. Tomorrow. Prepare your team to meet with us tomorrow. Now, onto a more pressing issue…” He latched onto her helmet and lifted it off her head. 
Her heart fluttered frantically as he pulled her against his taut body. 
He pinched her chin and tilted her face toward his. “Keep resisting,” he uttered softly, brushing his thumb over her lower lip. “You know I enjoy the struggle.” 
Her mouth fell open and a moan seeped out.
“Keep telling yourself that you don’t belong to me. And I’ll keep reminding you that you do.” The space between their faces disappeared. 
Havoc wanted to protest, to push him away, to resist the pull of his lips on hers. But she couldn’t. The connection was sweet and tender, a great contrast to their earlier activities. Melting against him, she slipped her arms around his neck and lost herself in the moment. No matter how much she fought it, she couldn’t help but desire him, couldn’t help but give in. 
She swept her tongue between his lips, eager for a taste of his addictive passion. He opened up to her with a throaty moan. They kissed with a slow, sensual rhythm, tongues caressing and dancing in unison.  
Whenever he held her, he shattered her fears and despair, making her feel alive and powerful. 
I wish I could stay in his
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