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Blurb

Five hundred years ago, back when the witches were being burned at the stake and Omegas were being hunted by Alphas there was a little demon named Havoc. This is her story and the role she played in the history of the Moon Goddess chosen series. 

Havoc:

She doesn’t remember anything from her past when she shows up in hell. All she knows is that she’s filled with rage. When asked what her name is she gives the only answer that makes sense to her.

“Havoc. My name is Havoc.”

Lucifer:

She’s back and she doesn’t remember him. His lost mate doesn’t remember anything at all from their past or even her human past. Now Lucifer must be cautious in how to go about navigating how to make his mate his once more.

A Word of Caution 

​Trigger Warnings

DEAR READERS,

This book is intended for an 18+ audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic violent and sexual content. Due to sexual acts, violence, and language reader discretion is advised.  It also has darker themes of mutilation, blasphemy, and all manner of strangeness.  It is after all a book about a demon. 

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Tail play

The FMC will end up with multiple partners in later books, but it is not in this book.  You know, just so you’re aware.  

If these are triggers for you then please do not read.  Thank you.

​Playlist


	Bad Company by Five Finger Death Punch

	Crazy Train by Ozzy Osbourne

	Sympathy for the Devil by The Rolling Stones

	Don’t Fear the Reaper by Blue Oyster Cult

	Highway to hell by ACDC

	Paradise City by Guns and Roses

	Learning to Fly by Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers

	Running with the Devil by Van Halen

	Nothin’ but a Good Time by Poison

	Welcome to the Jungle by Guns and Roses

	Wanted Dead or Alive by Bon Jovi

	Knocking on Heaven's Door by Guns and Roses

	I don’t want to miss a thing by Aerosmith

	Hotel California by Eagles



	



​

​

​If your path demands you to walk through hell, walk as though you own the damn place.

​-unknown

​

​

​Dedicated to the weirdos of the world that have no filter.  Keep being weird, the world needs you <3​
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​Prologue
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​Havoc

I blink my eyes open feeling disoriented and confused.  I have no idea how I even got here in the first place, and of course, standing in front of me is a beautiful male with huge black wings flaring behind him.  Is this heaven?  I mean, it had to be, right?  They sure the hell didn’t make males like this while I was alive.

He was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in my life, and my eyes took him in greedily.  I watch his hand sweep his wild black curls back and out of his face causing my attention to catch on his muscles flexing with the movement.  His golden eyes seem to peer into my very soul as he looks upon me.

I can’t help but wonder if this is the judgment day that everyone is always going on about.  What a curious thing.  There was neither the pearly gates nor the screams of the damned.  Maybe I’m in purgatory and this male is my guide?  I mean, I could live with that if I get to keep him at the end of the ride.  

I can’t help shifting from one foot to the other feeling awkward suddenly because the male had yet to look away from me.  Would he see how truly damaged I was?  The thought rips out of me from out of nowhere.  With my movement, his beautiful black wings shift and then settle once more.  I don’t know why but that simple movement of his seemed to somehow settle my nerves.  

“And what should I call you, little demon,” he murmurs in a masculine tone more suited for the bedroom than simple introductions.

I swallow thickly and my eyes dart around nervously.  I can’t even remember my name.  I can’t remember who I was or maybe who I had been.  I can’t remember where I had come from or where I had been going before this moment.  I feel more and more confused as I try my best to remember but all I find is blackness.  As if a shroud was covering my mind.  

“Little demon,” he growls to get my attention back on him, and a shiver runs down my spine with the authority in that tone of his.  My eyes dart to his and that’s where he held me captive with his commanding presence.  I should have felt fear but instead, I felt safe.  Somehow, I felt content to be standing in this male’s presence even though I had no clue who or what he was.

I could feel so much rage building inside of me, and I didn’t understand why.  How could I be so angry when I couldn’t even remember a thing from my past?  Though I was filled to the brim with it.  I was angry at everything and everyone.  I was angry at the world, and I couldn’t fathom why.  

I wanted to watch the world burn.  I wanted to witness the orange glow of the flames set ablaze.  I wanted others to suffer the same way I was made to suffer.  So, when I opened my mouth, I said the only thing that made sense to me at that moment.

“Havoc.  My name is Havoc.” 
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​Chapter One
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​​Havoc

The male’s eyes glimmer with mischief and amusement at my answer.  Yet I refuse to back down from the challenge I see there.  I straighten my back and stare into his eyes.  I have to tilt my head up just to meet his gaze because I’m much shorter than him, but I refuse to cower in fear.  He huffs out a small breath of amusement and says, “Very well, Havoc.”

At his seeming approval, I have the sudden urge to preen in his presence.  It’s a very strange feeling to be having.  I shake my head wondering what the hell all that is about.  He says my name as if he’s testing it out and it causes another shiver to run up my spine.  Oh, I like that.  I like how he says my name like that.  All gruff and masculine, makes me want to curl up in his lap and listen to him say it repeatedly.  

I feel my cheeks begin to heat and I try to subtly press my thighs together.  Is it hot in here or is it just me?  He abruptly takes a deep breath in, and a devious grin spreads across his face.  I watch him tentatively as his wings shutter behind his massive frame once more.  I don’t know what to do with that, so I stand still and wait.  And wait.  And wait.

Long moments go by, and it doesn’t seem like he’s going to explain that weird moment that passed between us.  The silence grows awkward, and I can’t help but ask, “And what am I to call you?”

“Lucifer,” he says simply with a shrug of his broad shoulders and my eyes widen, “ah, so you’ve heard of me?”  The smirk that pulls one side of his lip up is definitely a part of his namesake since it’s all the very essence of the devil.  

“Of course, I’ve heard of you,” I snark back and my eyes grow wide, but he simply brushes it off.  Huh, maybe the devil isn’t so bad... or maybe he’s just playing with his new toy?  Also, why the fuck am I even in hell?  Where the hell is judgment day?  That seems rather rude to just assume I belong here.

“Now stretch out your wings and let me have a look at you,” he says as he takes a step towards me, eating up most of the space between us.  My attention is officially back on Lucifer instead of my rambling thoughts running around inside my head.  

My mind blanks with his closeness and it takes me longer than I care to admit to register the words he’s saying.  Wings?  Okay, maybe Lucifer is a couple of screws short.  I mean, I wouldn’t blame him.  I’m sure being stuck in hell for all eternity could make anyone a little bit messed up.  I look over my shoulder and I let out a little gasp of surprise to find massive wings behind me.  Without thought they spring open, nearly knocking me off balance.

I stumble to keep my footing and I’m staring at Lucifer in shock as he walks around me to inspect my big black leathery wings.  My wings are huge and at the tips look to be little shiny black daggers.  I can’t help but reach back to touch on and, in the process, I end up pricking my finger and a drop of blood appears.  Oh, those are rather sharp.  A smile spreads on my face at the realization. 

When he disappears from my line of sight, I find myself looking around the room that I’m currently in.  I had always thought hell would be... more.  I don’t know exactly what I was expecting but definitely more than this.  You know, maybe a lot of flames, black rocks, and screaming from the souls of the damned.  However, this room doesn’t have any of that and that has my eyes widening in shock.

I’m currently standing barefoot on a very soft black shaggy rug, and I can’t help wiggling my toes against it.  It’s ridiculously soft and I find myself wanting to lie down just to feel it against my skin.  The room is huge and yet most of it is taken up by a monstrous bed with black satin sheets sitting in the middle of the room.  There are black sleek side tables on either side of the bed with vases of blood-red roses.  I guess the devil likes beautiful things.  I mean, that’s possible, right?

However, there’s got to be more to hell than just this room.  Unless they keep everyone in individual rooms?  I don’t know but it’s still strange, to say the least.  I mean where’s the chains and the wall of torture devices?  

If I was so bad in my last life to end up here shouldn’t there be something to punish me with?  Maybe Lucifer is the one that will be dulling out the punishment.  Why the hell am I so hyper-focused on being punished in the first place?  Does hell do that to people?  Maybe a new kink?  Meh, I don’t like that idea.  At that thought I can’t help the little cringe because he’s behind me and I have no clue what he’s doing.

My eyes shift to find on the far wall a fireplace huge enough for me to literally walk into.  Again, weird as fuck train of thought, but I’m going to go with it.  The fireplace is currently illuminating the room in an orange glow and warming it.  The room doesn’t hold anything personal.  Does the devil own knick-knacks?  I can’t help but wonder as I look at the room once more trying to find something out of the ordinary.  However, everything seems neat in its place, and everything looks rather general.  

Lucifer’s finger gently but abruptly grazes my left wing and a moan from me is his reward.  Jolting me out of my observation of the room and back in the presence of the devil himself.  My whole body shudders in pleasure at the feel of his touch on my wing and all I want is to feel that delicious touch once more.  I feel lust burn through my entire body and I bite my tongue trying to keep the strange sounds at bay.

Maybe that’s my punishment?  To be continuously aroused and with no release?  Well, that would be total crap, if I do say so myself.  I don’t like that thought at all and I refuse to entertain it any further.  

“Havoc, you can let me go now,” he groans out and I turn to see what the hell he’s talking about because my hands are currently at my sides gripping the black fabric of my dress that I’m wearing.  I let out a little scream of shock when I saw a tail wrapped around his upper thigh.

“What the fuck?!?  I have a tail?  Where the hell did it come from?  Did you do this to me,” I growl as I glare at Lucifer.  I don’t know why but I feel more worked up over a tail than the fact that I have huge bat-like wings shooting out of my back.  Might need to rethink my thought process, but it’s a fucking tail.

He’s already shaking his head as he throws his hands up in surrender, “well, might as well get it all out of the way,” he mumbles as his eyes shift to the top of my head.  I swallow thickly as I release the death grip on my dress.  My hands shake as I reach up to where he’s staring at the top of my head.  My hand suddenly bumps against something out of the normal.

It feels like bone protruding from my head and my breaths are coming faster and faster.  My hands grab onto horns sticking out of my fucking head.  What the ever-loving fuck?  I feel like my whole body starts to run hot and cold at the same time.  I’m pretty sure I’m on the verge of a panic attack or possibly passing out but I’m not sure as my hands sweep up and down the horns.

I think I’m going to throw up and probably pass out, and I’m not even sure in which order at this point.  

“Maybe slower breaths might help,” Lucifer murmurs as he takes a hesitant step closer to me.  His advice is unhelpful and unwanted at this moment as I begin to have a complete meltdown.

I have wings, a tail, and fucking horns.  What the hell?  I bet there’s more that he’s not sharing with me.

“Am I going to grow a third breast,” I wheezed out as my vision started to go dim. 

He’s probably loving this reaction.  Stupid devil!  However, when my eyes dart up to his all I see is worry behind those golden eyes of his.  He takes a step closer, and I have no idea what to expect from him but it’s definitely not what happens next.  His arms come around me and he pulls me to his chest and... hugs me?  The fucking devil is hugging me? 

This can’t be normal, right?  The devil isn’t supposed to be going around hugging people.  He also shouldn’t be so good at giving hugs either.  This is so weird and yet I feel my body relax into his embrace as if I was always meant to be here in this spot.  Almost as if this spot was made for me. 

His hands stroke up and down my back careful not to graze my wings again.  I find myself melting into his embrace even further.  My breathing slowly evens out and I feel like I can draw a full breath into my lungs again.  As I breathe in all I can smell is his unique scent of brimstone, whiskey, and smoke.  The real question is how the hell do I know exactly what the devil smells like, but I can’t even remember my damn name?

Also, am I currently sniffing the devil?  That is a very likely possibility at the moment, and I don’t seem to regret my life choices since he smells so good.  My hands tighten in his shirt as I press my face against his chest.  Well, it was a good idea until he cleared his throat awkwardly.  Okay, so I may have overstepped a boundary, but he’s the one who initiated contact first.  And therefore, by Havoc's reasoning, means I’m not fully at fault here.

If he didn’t want my nose all up in his chest’s business then he should have stayed a safe distance of three feet away from me.  I mean, I’m just saying.  I find myself not wanting to let go of him though.  It’s almost a physically painful thing for me to do so.  

I reluctantly release my grip on him and take a small step away.  My chest feels tight, and I don’t understand why.  I hesitantly lift my gaze to his and I’m surprised he’s not glaring at me.  I’m going to call that a victory.  

“Havoc,” he groans and his gaze darts down and I follow to where I find my tail higher up on his thigh than it had been before.

“What do you want me to do about it?  The thing doesn’t want to listen,” I ask with a shrug.

“You know that thing is your tail,” he grumbles, and I notice something twitch causing my eyes to follow the movement.  I hadn’t noticed at first because I was too preoccupied with the whole tail thing.  Then the hug, but then I finally noticed Lucifer tenting the front of his pants.

How did I even miss that?  I can’t help but stare for a long moment as I take in his size.  I’m sure I stare long enough to make it even more awkward.  My eyes widen and eventually it twitches again, and I avert my eyes with a little gasp because I wasn’t expecting that.
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