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A Word of Caution 


​Trigger Warnings


Dear readers,

This is just another book full of possessive males, and a crazy little she-demon.  You should know by now that this book is chalked full of blasphemy.  This is not a book for the sensitive stomach or the faint of heart by any means.  If you don’t know, well, maybe it’s time to turn back around.  This story is darker than most of what I’ve written so far and will continue to get darker as the story progresses.  So, if you enjoy messed up jokes.... Curious cannibalism...  blood and gore...  darker themed scenes... well, then I’m sure you’ll be fine.  So read on.

Side note: I wrote Havoc with an insane lack of impulse control so please also take that into factor while reading. 

This book is intended for 18+ audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic violent and sexual content.  It also has darker themes of murder, gore, drug abuse, crude behavior, and more. Due to the content in this book reader’s discretion is advised.

Kinks/fetishes within book including, but not limited to:  

Somnophilia (the interest in having sex with a sleeping person).  Voyeurism, edging, light breeding kinks, light dom/sub, and the female main character will end up with multiple partners.  Tail play.  Sex without a condom.  

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


​Blurb

What do you get with the devil, The Angel of Death, a newly turned demon, a grumpy demon, and an oddly insecure incubus? 

You get Havoc.

Lucifer just got done springing an expiration date on Havoc to gain her wings back.  She now must get the rest of her soul saved before October 31st, 2024.  Is she going to be able to achieve this?  Especially when she’s so easily distracted by her men. 

She still doesn’t fully know her past, and she doesn’t want to know either, but her subconscious may just force the issue.  I guess the devil is in the details.  Will she be able to handle what comes to light?  Or will she tuck her tail and run?

New loves darkening her doorstep (well, Johnnie’s really).  The Angel of Death will finally make his appearance known to his vicious one.  Old wounds will heal, and life will progress as normal for the foreseeable future.  Unless the archangels get involved.  Though, you can’t keep a good demon down.

So, here’s to hoping Havoc and her merry group of monsters will get through this book in one piece.

​‘We don’t fall in love with people because they’re good people.  We fall in love with people whose darkness we recognize.  You can fall in love with a person for all the right reasons, but that kind of love can still fall apart.  But when you fall in love with a person because your monsters have found a home in them- that’s the kind of love that owns your skin and bones.  Love, I am convinced is found in the darkness.  It is the candle in the night.’

​-Joybell C

​

​For all the murders you did not commit, and for all the words you did not admit.  Plead the fifth and move on, because they were never worth your time anyways.  

It’s okay to be afraid.  However, it’s not okay to let that fear rule over you.  Your uniqueness, your originality, your authenticity; they only come from you.  No one else can do it better.  

​
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​Preface
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​The Angel of Death 

(aka Azrael)

I would like to tell you a story, one that you may have heard before.  This story is almost as old as time itself.   However, you may have never heard it quite like this before.  

In the beginning, God created the Garden of Eden, do you know of such a place?  It was once said to be the perfect paradise, I suppose.  A bit too bright for my taste though.

Of course, God created Adam the first man next, but he felt as though he needed a partner.  So, alongside Adam, God created Lilith.  Lilith was created from the wild things, and her spirit showed it.  God had told them both that they were allowed to go anywhere they pleased within the garden, but their only rule was to not eat the forbidden fruit from the Tree of Knowledge.

Lilith, being the wild and curious creature that she was, found herself drawn to the tree often.  Maybe it had something to do with the fact that God had told her she was not allowed.  She could not understand why God would create her, and yet not allow her to think for herself.  Adam, however, stayed away for fear of the wrath of God.  

It was in those moments, alone by the tree that Lilith came across a beautiful serpent.  His scales shined a black iridescent color in the sunlight that had Lilith mesmerized.  She had been warned about such a creature, and yet she found herself wondering something she shouldn’t.  How could such a beautiful creature ever truly be evil?  In Lilith's mind, this could not be possible.

Over time she fell in love with the serpent and found herself seeking his attention above all else.  One day as she sat at the foot of the tree waiting for her love to arrive, her stomach gave a little grumble.  It was the first time Lilith ever felt hunger, and she didn’t know what to do.  She reached for the forbidden fruit, and at the same time, her serpent lunged for her.

His fangs bit into her neck to save her from herself.  For he knew that ignorance was bliss and would save her from such a pain.  He would have protected her from anything that came their way.  I doubt he even knew what the feeling was that he was feeling for her at that moment.  

However, what the serpent didn’t know was that by biting her he would also doom her with is venom.  With that bite, the serpent and Lilith became the first known mates to create such a bond.  The venom that coursed through his fangs into her body was not something that he had planned for.  The serpent watched helplessly as her life slipped away, and she died that day underneath the Tree of Knowledge with the forbidden fruit still clutched in her small lifeless hand.

And for the first time in creation, the serpent shed a tear that ran down his black scales.  That tear changed the serpent forevermore, morphing him into something more.  With it came a realization that he would not be able to exist without her.  His Lilith.  

There was no fear upon Lilith’s face when she died, but rather a content little smile, as if she knew what would happen next.  Her body was absorbed into the ground of the Garden of Eden as if she was never there to begin with.  The serpent raged for all he was worth.  And I guess this is where I come in.  

Lilith’s little wild soul found its way into my home, the archangel of death.  Not hell, but also not heaven.  More like an in-between place between the realms where the souls came on judgment day.  Her soul stood out to me immediately, and that’s how I found myself drawn to her.  This bright little soul amid shades of gray.

One thing that most do not know about me is that I have the power of death, but also life.  It is not spoken much, and it’s one of my best-kept secrets.  However, when I found Lilith, I had this insatiable need to breathe life back into her.  I could not explain or even understand the urgent need.  So, I brought her back without hesitation.

She blinked her beautiful dark eyes up at me in surprise, and at that moment was when I fell in love.  Foolish, I know.  How could death possibly ever fall in love, you might ask?  It was in the way that she looked upon me without a hint of fear.  For once I felt like I was truly being seen for who I was rather than what I would bring about.

It didn’t take long for the serpent to track her down to my home, not as a serpent but as a man, in search of our Lilith.  No, not just his anymore, and I would have fought him for the rest of eternity to prove it.  We were just two males tragically in love with the same female.  Years went by as we fought over and sought Lilith’s attention.

Though ever since the serpent’s bite and her peculiar resurrection Lilith had begun to change into something more.  One evening Lilith and I were sitting down by the river when she made a little disgruntled sound from beside me.  Before I could look over, she had straddled my hips causing my heart to race and my breath to quicken.  

I went to comfort her but instead, she leaned down and bit between the soft flesh of my neck and shoulder.  When she finally pulled back her cheeks were flushed, and a gentle smile graced her lips.  I couldn’t help but run my hand through her soft silken raven hair.  She leaned into the touch as if she couldn’t get enough.

That’s when I felt the bond she had created between her and me.  My eyes widened to feel the depth of her love for me.  Though our story did not have a happy ending.  

***
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GOD WAS NOT PLEASED when he found out what Lucifer and I had done.  In his wrath, he chained me to my home, banished Lucifer to hell, and reincarnated Lilith to live the pain of a human existence repeatedly.  Through it all I was powerless to stop it.  No matter how much I raged against God to bring her back, he did not.  

He left me in the dark shadow that he cast upon my home.  What was once a place full of love and beauty became overshadowed until it was just a cavernous wasteland.  An ever-present reminder that I was just a pawn in God’s game.  So, you see, this story was always told by the winning side, much like how history tends to go.  No one ever knows the truth of things unless they go a little deeper.

God may have won that day, but I would not go quietly.  I would wait in the shadows until it was time to find my way back to my lost love.  A love that would transcend the laws of God.  
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​Prologue
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​Havoc

I was covered from head to toe in blood.  Now that wasn’t the strange part given the fact of who I am and what I do.  It was blood, big whoop, try being covered in brain matter and come complain to me.  No, the strange part was that I had no idea how I came to this state of being.  

Some of the blood had dried and some was still running freely down my body in wet streams.  I’m standing in a dense forest with the sun barely piercing through the branches.  I look around to find myself standing in the middle of carnage.  Dead bodies lying scattered across the forest floor, blood and mud mixing in a macabre scene.  I blinked.  Then blinked again.  It did not help.  I look around trying to figure out where I was.  Where the hell is Johnny and Tyler?

The last thing I remember was falling asleep between the two of them last night.  So how the hell did I get here?  I feel strangely vulnerable and exposed.  My breaths began to grow frantic in my lungs, and my heart started to race.  I don’t understand this reaction because I’ve found myself in this position multiple times throughout my life.  At this point it should be normal.  

I look down at my fingers but to my disbelief there were no claws in sight, only little pale fingers covered in blood.  I search for my tail, but it’s missing too.  Wrong!  This is all wrong!  I slowly reach up with shaky hands and find that even my horns are missing.  What the fuck.

I’m in full-blown panic attack central and have no clue as to how I even got here.  I spin around but beside the dead bodies, I’m completely alone.  Or so I thought.  I go to flee and that’s when I heard a whistle type of sound cut through the silence and then there’s agonizing pain.  I can’t breathe as I gasp for air and my hands reach for my neck where the pain is radiating from.  

I glance down to see a sharp-looking arrowhead protruding out of my throat.  If there was ever a time to panic, now would be it.  I gasp and gag as I feel more arrows hit my body with a force that knocked me to the ground.  I feel weak... I feel human.  

Clawing desperately at the dirt I try to pull myself along through the forest ground to get away from whoever the hell is attacking me.  I feel dizzy and disoriented as my vision turns blurry from the extreme shock and loss of blood steadily leaking out of me.  

My nails dig into the dirt beneath me, and I can feel every bit of pain.  Twigs and rocks scratching and bruising me as I continue to drag myself along on my belly against the dirt ground.  Need to get away from here.  Need to find Johnnie and Tyler.  I whimpered from the pain.

My lips feel too numb, and my throat feels like it’s closing in on itself.  The fear coursing through me is not helping the situation either.  

“Christ.  I didn't think we'd ever be able to put the bitch down,” an unfamiliar male voice sounds from above me.  He grabs a fist full of my hair yanking my head upwards and I try to flinch away from him.  My energy is drained even though my body doesn’t want to give up the fight.  My little dainty hands try to reach back to get him to release me.

“Hey look here, Fredrick, she’s still alive,” he explains with way too much excitement in his voice, that if I was in my right mind, I would have sneered at him.

“Not for long,” cold steel slices across my throat without hesitation making sure to add insult to injury.

“Why did you do that?  We could have had some fun,” the other male growls.  

My warm blood pours down my neck and it’s getting harder and harder to keep my eyes open.  “Go back to hell where you belong wench,” another unfamiliar male growls into my ear.  My eyes close finally and down the rabbit hole I go.  Lights out for Havoc.  
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​Chapter one
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​​Havoc

My whole body is being shaken like the next apocalypse had been unleashed.  “Darling, please wake up,” Johnnie’s voice sounds panicked.

“Baby girl, it was just a bad dream.  We’re here,” I feel Tyler’s hands running gently against my skin trying to comfort me.  I blink my eyes open sluggishly and look around, okay good, no dead bodies.

It was just a dream, but it felt far too real for comfort.  My heart is still slamming painfully against my chest trying to flee my body.  I reach up with shaky hands to check my neck much like how I had done in my dream and breathe a sigh of relief when my hands come away clean.  

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Johnnie’s huge wings flaring with his panic and distress.  His horns and fangs are on full display.  His wings are leaving deep gouges in the drywall, so I gently take his hand to calm him down.  

“It’s okay sugar tits, I'm fine, but if you keep doing that the drywall isn’t going to be,” I mumble.  I’m trying to sound nonchalant, but I feel anything but that right now.

“I thought we talked about that nickname, darling?”  He huffs out in a slight grumble.

Did we?  I mean I still found it rather amusing.  I grin up at him and he groans in response, “You’re not gonna let that name go, are you?”

“Probably not,” I shrug my shoulders.  

I clumsily reach up with my free hand and feel around the top of my head.  When my fingers hit my horns, I let out the breath that I found myself holding.  My tail wraps around my leg as if to comfort me.

Good, I’m whole again.  I did not like that nightmare.  Or was it possibly a memory?  I don’t remember anything like that happening to me.

I can’t help but wonder if it’s time to ask Lucifer about my past.  I don’t know why but that thought fills me with dread causing me to tighten my grip on Johnnie’s hand.  I don’t remember ever having a nightmare like the one I just had.  What if what he has to say is worse than that?

“It’s okay, Darling, you’re safe,” he murmurs as his wings slowly start to retract into his back.  He lets out a small sigh and sits back down on the bed beside me.

I can’t help myself as I run my fingertip along his horn, “you know, these suit you pretty well, lamb.”  He lets out a soft groan, “you think so?”

“I know so,” I say giving him a little smile.

Tyler grabs me pulling me to his naked chest as he nuzzles against my neck.  His hand caresses up and down my side doing his best to comfort me.

“Do you want to talk about it, baby girl,” he murmurs behind me.  Every part of me wants to stay in denial, but I can’t find it in me to lie to them even though it’s on the tip of my tongue.

“It was a nightmare... but it felt like more.  In my dream I was human, and I was murdered.  It was too real for it to be just a simple nightmare,” I hesitantly murmured pressing my palms against my eyes.

“Maybe we should talk to Lucifer,” Johnnie mumbles as if reading my mind as he curls his body around me.

“I was thinking the same thing, but I don’t know if I’m going to like what he has to tell me,” I say as I shift uncomfortably.  I hate this vulnerable shit, makes my skin crawl.

“We’ll be there with you, baby girl, no matter what,” Tyler states with certainty as his hand strokes the length of my body.

I make a distressed little sound in the back of my throat and Tyler pulls me closer, “It’ll be okay, no matter what.”  Easy for him to say, he didn’t have the nightmare I just had.  I don’t say that though.  Instead, I curl up in the comfort their bodies are offering me.

***
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I’M PRETTY SURE HOURS have went by laying in the bed, but I can’t find it in me to close my eyes.  A part of me is worried the nightmare will come back to haunt me.  

“We should really get up,” Johnnie groans from behind me.  I’m seriously not inclined to agree with that statement of his.  I’m quite comfy between his and Tyler’s warm hard bodies.

“Do we really have to,” I mumble as I snuggle into the side of Tyler’s neck.  He lets out a sexy groan as he pulls me tighter to him.  

I hitch my leg over his hip and feel his hard cock press against my core.  Yes, I’m rather content here.  Maybe we can have lazy sleepy sex.  I mean, I’m fine with that.

“We should, so we can start working on the next sinner,” Johnnie grumbles from behind me even as he presses himself flush to my backside.

“You’re such a worrywart,” I grumble under my breath, but of course, he hears that.

“If by worrywart you mean that I want to make sure you stay on task.  Then yes, fine, I will be that for you, darling,” he mumbles in a grumpy tone.

I withdraw my leg from Tyler’s heat, and he makes a disappointed sound in the back of his throat. 

“Like you didn’t get enough last night,” I murmur shoving him a little before I flip over to face Johnnie.  Tyler’s body moves with me, and his mouth is against my ear, “I doubt I could ever get enough of you, baby girl.”  I hum in the back of my throat and to emphasize his point, he thrusts his hard cock against my backside causing a moan to escape me.

Johnnie’s hazel eyes darken as he watches me closely.  I bite my bottom lip as Tyler tries to short circuit my brain.

“I had something I was going to say to Johnnie, but you made me forget,” I grumble causing both males to chuckle in response.  

Johnnie’s hand curls around my hip and I sink into the feeling of their hands on me washing some of the stress of the nightmare away.  

“I’m sure it wasn’t all that important then,” Tyler growls against my head.  I let out a sigh of frustration and Tyler just tightens his hold on me.

​
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Chapter Two
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Johnnie

I know that we’re all making light of the nightmare Havoc had, but something inside me wants to rip out of my skin and protect her.  Even from herself.  I don’t understand it, but I can’t help but agree with it.  When Tyler and I couldn’t wake her, it was fucking terrifying. 

The fear I saw in her dark eyes made my chest tighten with concern.

“Come on, Darling,” I mumble as I start to pull away from her to get out of bed, “I’ll go start the coffee.”

Before I can get out of bed, I feel her little tail wrap around my thigh trying to pull me back closer to her warm little body.

“But you’re warm and comfy,” she whines and then pouts at me when I look back over my shoulder at her.

“And yet the whole soul damnation program won’t run itself, Havoc.  Don’t you want to finish it so you can get your wings,” I ask in all seriousness, because someone must at least try and keep her focused.

She lets out a little sigh of disappointment and grumbles under her breath.

“Don’t be like that, my sweet psychotic demon,” I mumble as I lean forward and kiss her.

“Not psychopath... sociopath.  I’m still capable of having relationships,” she mumbles as she gives me a little glare like I personally offended her.

“Is that the difference?”  

“Yep, I looked it up,” she says with a little smile.  I shake my head at her because what else could I really do?

“Okay, my little sociopath, let me get up so I can go make our coffee,” I say kissing her forehead again, “you’ll feel better with some caffeine in your system.”  I’m not sure if that’s necessarily true, but here’s to hoping.  

“Fine,” she grumbles, and her tail finally releases its hold on me so I can get out of bed.  I look over my shoulder just before walking out of the bedroom only to find Havoc pressed against Tyler’s side once more.  I shake my head and resolve myself to go and make the coffee even though my entire body craves crawling back into that bed with them.

I let out a heavy sigh as I walk into the kitchen.  It’s crazy thinking back on how I even got to this point.  Not in the kitchen, but life in general.  How strange it is that one occurrence will lead to a dominos effect.  Before Havoc I was bored with my life.  I felt like I was just spinning my wheels but constantly going nowhere.  Then she came crashing into my life.

I don’t think I’ve even grasped the fact that I’m somehow now a demon.  I don’t mind it, but it is a rather crazy thing to try and wrap my mind around.  I reach up to find that my horns are still sticking out, and I let out a sigh.  Everything has been moving at warp speed, and I haven’t truly had a moment to process everything.

Havoc’s arms suddenly wrap around my waist, and I jolt because I didn’t even hear her sneak up on me.  She presses her cheek to my back and mumbles, “I figured I could get out of bed for you, lamb.”  A small smile pulls at my mouth as I run my free hand across her forearm absentmindedly.

“You know, Havoc, you’re one of the best things that came crashing into my boring life,” I mumble as I scoop out the coffee grounds with my free hand.

“I don’t know about that,” she mutters causing my hand to freeze mid scoop.  She’s always so sure of herself and yet the way she sounds is like she’s second-guessing herself.  Most of the time it’s not an act, but every now and again she will have these little vulnerable moments that cause me to worry about her.

I place the scoop back in the coffee container and turn around to face her.  She refuses to meet my gaze so I pull her up my body and do the only thing I can think of, “You are so beautiful... to me... can’t you seeeeee?  You’re everything I hoped for.... You’re everything I need...”

Isn’t that what all the great cinematic romances are about?  Acting like a fool to get the girl.  I don’t mind it either especially when a smile curls her soft pink lips.  Her smiles are worth being the fool for her. 

She lets out a little giggle as she tries to squirm away from me, “Are you singing me that song from ‘Little Rascals’?”  She lets out another little giggle pushing at my chest.  I lean back just enough to look into her eyes and shrug my shoulders, “that doesn’t mean it isn’t true.”  I gently push some of her hair back out of her face and cup her cheek in my palm.

Her eyes brighten as she stares into mine and her smile turns soft.  I lean down kissing her softly as she clings to my shoulders melting into my embrace. 

“You were the unexpected occurrence that I never knew I needed,” I say against her soft lips.  I feel her little tail wrap around my leg, and I can’t help but grin into the kiss like a dork.  Her little hands curl into my hair and she deepens the kiss like she needs something to hang onto.  If that something is me, then I’ll be that for her.    

––––––––
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Chapter Three
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​​Havoc

The Night Before

I have been sitting in the dark for well over an hour with Tyler lurking somewhere in the shadows nearby.  I think my butt has gone numb about thirty minutes ago.  I was really starting to rethink this whole dramatic flair since I was definitely not the type to be kept waiting.  I grumbled under my breath as I shifted in the chair feeling completely uncomfortable from sitting here for so long.  Can’t sinners keep to a fucking schedule?

I’m about to get up and start pacing the goddamn room at this point just to get some circulation back into my legs.  

“Shh, baby girl, I can hear him walking up the stairs,” Tyler murmurs from nearby.

“Fucking finally, thank Satan,” I whispered back for just him and the shadows to hear.  I cross one leg over the other and lean back in the chair with what I’m sure looks like a crazed grin.  

The sinner walks in, but instead of turning on the light like I had anticipated him to do, he heads straight for the bathroom.  A small snarl rips out of me as my impatience boils over.

“Fuck this.  I’m going to go in there and stab this guy in the fucking dick for making me wait,” I jump up from the chair with the clear intent to storm over to the bathroom and rip this fucker a new one, but Tyler grabs ahold of me before I can barely make it a step.

“I know what you want to do, and I agree,” he grumbles under his breath, “but you’re not walking in on that fucker while he’s taking a piss.”

“Next time we nix the whole stake-out thing,” I grumble back, “no way in hell is this worth our time.  I thought it was going to be a hell of a lot cooler in my head.  This is boring as fuck.”

“Okay, baby girl, however, you want to handle it,” he murmurs against my ear causing me to shiver and lean back into his warmth.  I’ve always loved that about him, and I smile into the darkness.  He’s always the first to allow me to handle things the way I want to, instead of thinking that he knows best.  

The sinner finally walks back out of the bathroom.

“Ewe, that’s fucking gross.  You’re not even going to wash your hands,” I cringe in disgust, “did you even flush the toilet?”  Fucking unholy gods, just because you’re bad doesn’t mean you have to be nasty.

At the sound of my voice, he whips towards my direction, “You made a mistake coming into this house you fucking bitch.”

“I swear, you sinners are all the same, and obviously I made a mistake since you can’t even wash your fucking hands.  That’s fucking foul, dude.  I really should have brought latex gloves,” I snort a little laugh, “Tyler, love, the next time we get into a fight you’re going to find a more creative way to depict me instead of this generic bitch shit everyone keeps using, right?”

I turn my head slightly as I look back at my huge protector.  His wings rustle and all I want to do is curl into his side.

“Whatever you want, baby girl, but the makeup sex will be even better afterward,” his deep voice curls around me causing me to clench my thighs at the anticipation of what would be happening later.

“As for you, Tim,” I growl as I refocus my attention on the soon-to-be-departed sinner with a Cheshire cat smile pulling at the corners of my mouth, “your time is up.”  I watch his eyes dart around trying to figure out if he can handle this situation or not.  

“You can run,” I mumble, feeling his intentions like it’s a physical thing, “but I can promise you won't get far though.”

He quickly turns tail and runs out of the room without an ounce of hesitation or shame.  I pinch the bridge of my nose in annoyance, “I really need to stop encouraging them to run.”  I let out a disappointed sigh because I so don’t want to be running after this asshole. 

“Yeah, Havoc, I can think of plenty of activities for cardio that we could be doing instead of running after a fucking sinner,” Tyler grumbles, “should I go retrieve him for you, baby?”

I turn to face him with a huge smile, “would you?”

“For you, anything, baby girl,” he says and then leans down and kisses my forehead.  I watch him stalk out of the bedroom and it doesn’t take long for him to drag the sinner back kicking and screaming.  I swipe my hand down my face at the pathetic attempt of his escape.

“Oh, back so soon,” I mumble sarcastically to the sinner, and then I turn towards Tyler, “Thanks, big guy.”  Tyler slams the sinner down in the chair that I had vacated with a grunt of acknowledgment.  He tries to struggle but Tyler’s grip is firm keeping him in place.

“Now where was I,” I tap my chin, “ah-ha!  That’s right your inevitable death.  Now let’s move this along because I’m keeping my other love waiting at home.”

“Fucking whore,” the sinner snarls causing me to freeze.  My eyes slightly widen and at that name, Tyler lets out a vicious growl.  His fist slams hard against the sinner’s skull, “SHUT THE FUCK UP!”  

I swear to fuck I heard something crack from where I’m standing.  It’s not the surprise of the sinner’s words.  I’m more surprised of how Tyler responds to it that has me slightly tilting on my axis.

Normally he stays calm and lets me deal with the situation myself.  This is definitely new territory for us as I watch the blood drip down the side of the sinner’s head.  I see the possessive gleam in Tyler’s green eyes as he looks up at me as his brown curly hair falls over his brow.  

“Havoc, I’m about to lose my shit with this one,” he grits out through a clenched jaw jolting me out of my thoughts, “please, put him down before I do.”  He’s visibly shaking with the restraint of holding himself back which causes me to step closer.  I give a little nod of my head in agreement and rip the sinner’s throat out without much fanfare.

Hot blood sprays against my face and chest as I watch the sinner’s eyes in fascination as they begin to dull and die.  When he’s finally dead Tyler lets go of him, “I’m sorry, baby girl.”  He pulls me to him, and I go willingly.  His hand runs through my hair grabbing ahold of one of my horns.  

“It’s fine,” I murmur in a breathy tone, “it was just shocking is all.”

“He shouldn’t have spoken to you like that,” he snarls low in his throat like he’s reliving the memory, “really would like to know how he managed to lure twelve women to their deaths.  The asshole didn’t seem to have any tact to his strategy.”

“Yeah, I’d love to find that out too,” I mumble as I eye the sinner sitting in a puddle of his own blood.  I can’t help but purse my lips at the scene before me.  The spirits rage and then slowly die back down again.  Spirits only have so much energy, but at least they are free from their tormentor.  If nothing else, I hope they manage to find peace now.  

Tyler’s grip on me tightens just a little, “I know we should head back home, but I want...”  His words trail off as he presses his hard length against my lower stomach.  My whole body overheats with need as he stares down at me with an intense look.

“You know how Johnnie worries about us when he doesn’t know where we are, Tyler.  Plus, we’re not fucking in this disease infested blood,” I cringe as I say the last bit as a sneer forms on my face.  I may be a demon, but I do have standards.

“When we get home you can roll around in my blood,” I murmur as I take in how hard Tyler is.

“You promise,” he growls as I run a claw tipped finger up his length pressing against his pants.  His pupils dilate to the point that there’s almost no green left in his beautiful eyes.

“Promise,” I vow as I hold out my pinky.  He cocks an eyebrow at me and then shakes his head and finally hooks his pinky around mine. 

There will be plenty of time to play and not in a puddle of sinner’s blood.  Another shudder runs down my spine and Tyler strokes my side.

“Let’s not keep Johnnie waiting then,” he murmurs against the side of my head.

––––––––
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Tyler

“FUCKING WHORE,” THE sinner snaps and all I see is red.  My entire body courses with this possessive rage that I can barely control as my demon pushes at the edges of my psyche.  There’s no stopping what happens next as my fist slams into the sinner’s temple.  I’m mildly shocked that I didn’t manage to kill him, but that surprise is only secondary as his words play on repeat inside my head.

“SHUT THE FUCK UP,” I snarl leaning over this pathetic excuse of a human.  How dare he think he could even speak to my baby girl like that.  Breathing hard my eyes snap up to Havoc who’s staring at me with surprise in her dark eyes.  She shouldn’t be though since I would do anything to protect her.

“Havoc, I’m about to lose my shit with this one,” I manage to grit out through my clenched jaw, “please, put him down before I do.”  

I watch her quickly step forward and rip his throat out causing me to breathe out a heavy sigh of content.  I watch the blood spray against Havoc’s little body and something feral purrs inside my head.  I let go of the pathetic sinner stepping towards Havoc and pulling her to me, needing her touch on me.

“I’m sorry, baby girl,” I growl as my hand finds its way to her horn.

“Its fine.  It was just a little shocking is all,” she says in a breathy tone that has my cock aching.

“He shouldn’t have spoken to you like that,” I growl pulling her tighter to me, “really would like to know how he managed to lure twelve women to their deaths.  The asshole didn’t seem to have any tact to his strategy.”

“Yeah, I’d love to find that out too,” she mumbles as she stares at the sinner out of the corner of her eye.

I take a moment to just take in all of her.  She’s soaked in blood and all I wanted to do is claim her like a feral beast.  There’s this dark need rising inside of me with the need to bend her over and fuck her until those cruel words of a sinner are replaced by my possessive touch.

My grip tightens further on her drawing her attention back to me as I growl, “I know we should head back home, but I want...”  

I need her.  I need every single part of her.  I need to be inside her while she moans my name like it’s her favorite word in this world.  I need her soft skin pressed against me like I need my next breath.  I can’t help myself as I press closer to her as my cock throbs in my pants straining to get to her. 

“You know how Johnnie worries about us when he doesn’t know where we are, Tyler.  Plus, we’re not fucking in this disease infested blood,” she huffs out with a little sneer distorting her beautiful features.  I go to open my mouth to protest because I need her now, but she cuts me off before I can say a word.

“When we get home you can roll around in my blood,” she murmurs and my cock twitches at that thought.

I’m half-conscious that something might be seriously wrong with me that I’m this turned on by fucking her as her blood runs down between her breasts.  My hands covered in her crimson blood as I grip her hips slamming into her tight little cunt.  Maybe I need to seek professional help... nah I’m good, this has got to be normal for demons.  

“You promise,” I manage to growl as one of her claws softly caresses up my hard length.

“Promise,” she says holding out her little pinky to me.  I can’t help the amusement that takes over even as the lust curls low inside my gut.  I hook my pinky around hers as I lean down closer to her, “let’s not keep Johnnie waiting then.”       
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​Chapter Four
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Lucifer

Back to the present

Havoc 666

Sinner 113: Murphy Miller

Offenses: 4 counts of arson, 15 murders 

Black wing, Havoc, entered the perpetrator's place of residency on Saturday, August 17th, 2023, at 10:13 AM

Havoc was accompanied by Tyler Smother.  An altercation took place between Sinner and Havoc which turned fatal when Havoc ripped out their throat with claws.  

Remaining sinners: 403

Souls saved: 263

Expiration Date: October 31st, 2024

––––––––
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I SMILE DOWN AT THE report in my hand that I had gotten this morning.  Strangely enough, it wasn’t Rebecca who delivered it this morning, and I was pleasantly surprised about that.  I have been going over Havoc’s progress reports lately and my entire body feels anxious with the approaching deadline.  I hate feeling like this.  I should have a fucking loophole for her, but over the years I searched relentlessly for one and always came up short.

Without a way to take back what I did to her I have to make sure she stays focused on her task.  Something that’s proving to be more challenging that I originally thought.  I’m just thankful that it seems Johnnie keeps track of her sinners as well.  

I make my coffee on autopilot as the anxiety of the deadline weighs heavy on my mind.  I let out a deep sigh feeling like I was failing her.  To try and occupy my mind I turn on the TV hoping that background noise will somehow help my mood.  That’s when the news caught my attention about mysterious killings cleaning up the streets.  I turn up the volume having a feeling in my gut that they’re talking about my little demon.  

“One person was found savagely murdered yesterday morning.  Police are saying that he was a known offender,” the news lady goes on to say, “no leads have been found at this time.”  I can’t help the smile that spreads across my face.  Well, at least until I see Havoc in the corner of the TV screen.  My eyes widen as the news lady keeps babbling on about the known offender and his life.

Havoc’s struggling with Tyler to get to the news lady as I lean closer to the TV screen.  She slaps Tyler’s hands away with her tail to get free, then ball taps him.  While he’s hunched over in pain she makes a run for the news lady with a huge grin on her face.  Her excitement is a tangible thing even through the screen.

“Ma’am this is a crime scene, you can’t be here,” the news lady says to Havoc as she gestures nervously to someone off-camera.

“It’s okay, I was here earlier,” Havoc says as she gives a little wave to the camera as she rocks back and forth on the balls of her feet.

I think I’m having a fucking stroke, but her little innocence catches my attention.  The way her cheeks flush almost in embarrassment and all I want to do is wrap her in my arms.  Well, after I have a bitch fit at her because what the fuck was she even thinking going back to the scene of the crime.  She fucking knows better!

“Are you saying you’re the one responsible for this crime,” the woman says as she openly gawks at Havoc now with suspicion in her eyes.  Please say no!  Please say fucking no, I’m saying over and over under my breath as I stare at the big screen TV.  I see the moment Havoc makes her choice before she even does anything.  I know all her tells and the gleam in her eyes is a dead giveaway.  

Havoc turns to the newswoman with a huge grin as she nods enthusiastically.  I think my heart just imploded inside my chest.  I swear, it’s a good fucking thing I’m immortal since she wants to test my life expectancy.  I yank a hand through my hair as I glare at the TV screen.  I can’t believe this is happening.

Tyler hesitantly walks up to Havoc while mumbling to the news lady, “I’m sorry, she forgot to take her meds today.”  The news lady looks like she has no clue what to do as she gives a little nod of her head.  I watch some of the suspicion leak away from her eyes.  Havoc, on the other hand, lets out a little hiss at the insult, “I don’t take bleep-ing meds, and you know that.”

“Come on, baby girl, time to go see the doctor,” Tyler says as he tries to grab a hold of Havoc.  She tries to duck away from him, but his reach is longer as he grabs her around the waist.  He picks her up as she thrashes in his arms, “I should get credit for killing that bleep-ing waste of space scumbag bleep-er, Tyler.”  At this point, her eyes are turning pitch black, and her horns are starting to make an appearance.  I feel like it’s getting harder for me to breathe and all I can do is continue to stare at the screen.

Tyler whispers something in her ear and she finally goes limp and relaxes in his arms.  I’m gaping at the screen until both disappear.  I swipe my hand down my face because I can’t believe what the fuck I just saw.  A growl escapes me, and I’m engulfed in my shadows without a second thought ready to track down Havoc. 

When I walk out of my shadows, I find her on the couch with Johnnie watching cartoons like nothing even happened.  Just another Saturday morning.  Though here I am about to have a fucking coronary.  When she looks over at me, she gives me a wide smile and jumps off the couch.  Under any other circumstances, I would be ecstatic to see her happy to see me, but everything inside me is seething.  

She could have exposed herself with that little stunt she pulled.  She could have been hurt, and I wasn’t even there to protect her.  Why the hell didn’t Tyler stop her?  Why wasn’t this in the fucking report?  Fuck!

Her small frame is wrapped in one of the guys’ shirts making it look like a dress on her as she bounds towards me.  For a moment everything else pushes to the back burner of my mind as I watch her rush to me.  However, at my expression, she stops short just in front of me.  She takes in my anger, and she gives me a nervous little look as she shifts from one foot to the other.  

“It wasn’t me,” she proclaims suddenly and then turns tail and runs out of the room like that’s somehow going to save her from my wrath.

“HAVOC, GET BACK HERE RIGHT FUCKING NOW,” I call after her as I start stalking her in the direction she had run off in.

“NO FUCKING WAY IN HELL, DADDY D,” she calls back and a growl rips from my throat from that damn nickname that I detest.  We’ve talked about this nickname on several accounts, and she won’t just let it drop.

Her little giggle is her only response.  I huff out a frustrated breath as I stalk down the hallway and to the bedroom to find her underneath the covers next to Tyler.  Seeing him just lying there makes me see red.

“The whole fucking reason why you’re accompanying her on these damn missions is to keep her in line and look out for her,” I snarl at him like it’s all his fault.  I know it’s not, but the fear coursing through me has me in a choke hold.

His eyes widen like he doesn’t have a clue as to what I’m referring to and then recognition lights his green eyes.

“What did you want me to do, tackle her,” he snarks as he crosses his arms over his broad chest.

“If the situation calls for it,” I huff out in frustration, running my hands through my hair trying to soothe some of my raging temper.

“What?  You want Tyler to tackle me,” Havoc squeaks as her eyes appear over the covers to look up at me.  At any other time, I would have thought it was adorable.  Right now, I can’t seem to calm down though.

“Hmm, that’s actually a great idea Lucifer,” Tyler mumbles as his eyes begin to heat with lust.

“You’re not supposed to agree with him,” she grumbles as her eyes dart to him with worry.  She goes to scoot away from her protector, but he grabs her keeping her still.

“You don’t want me to tackle you,” he murmurs, and she shakes her head vigorously, “what about impaling you?”  Her eyes widen and then drop lower down his body.  She gives him a very enthusiastic nod, causing a smirk to form on his face.  A growl rips from my throat as I watch them both make light of the situation.

“This isn’t a fucking joke!  On top of that, none of you even mentioned this to me so I could do damage control,” I snarl causing them both to look back towards me.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbles, still staying underneath the covers, “I just wanted a little recognition.”  I watch her eyes lower, and the dejected tone of her voice causes my chest to tighten.  I bet she’s playing me, but I can’t seem to stay mad at her.

“Don’t these morons praise you enough,” I grumble as I gesture to where Tyler is still lying in bed.  He makes a disgruntled sound in the back of his throat at my insinuation.

“Yeah, I guess,” she mumbles with her eyes still down casted.

“I was very proud of you, little demon, when I heard the headlines this morning,” I tell her in all seriousness.

“You were,” she says excitedly as her eyes shoot to mine.  She flings the covers off her and Tyler before jumping out of the bed.

“Unholy fuck, Havoc,” I growl as I turn away trying to unsee what I just saw, “it’s too fucking early to be seeing one of your lovers’ cocks.”

“It’s never too early for that,” she says with a little scoff as I hear her jump off the bed.  She steps in front of me and murmurs, “And I’m not nearly done with all this praise you want to give me.”

“Promise you won’t do that again and I’ll give you all the praise you want, little demon,” I say as I pull her closer to me.  Her arms wrap around my waist as she looks up at me with big innocent eyes.

“I promise I won’t do that again,” she mumbles.

“Or anything else close to that or related to that,” I state because I know she loves working around my words.  She grumbles out like a petulant child, “I promise not to do anything that could expose me.”

“That’s my good little demon,” I growl low, feeling her body shiver against mine.  My hand curls into her soft hair as I lean down towards her wanting to kiss her soft pink lips.

“Lucifer, you know I’m a very busy man I shouldn’t have to be tracking you-” Azrael’s deep voice comes from behind me.  I slowly turn around but he’s not looking at me like I had thought.  He’s staring at her.

​
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​Chapter Five
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​​Azrael

I was frustrated when I went to Lucifer’s office only to find it empty.  I shouldn’t have to be hunting him down like a fucking errand boy.  I had sent my shadows to find him because he had been trying to contact me for days now.  When my shadows finally found him, I had no clue what I would be stepping into.  Sneaky little shits.  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
JENMIFER ARTER






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





