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Author’s Note

Shadows and Shafts (The Knottiverse: Halloween Monsters Book 1) has been BANNED by the mighty river-like retailer. 

 

 

Start the series for ONLY 99 CENTS on my website! 

https://vtbonds.com/product/shadows-and-shafts-the-knottiverse-halloween/

 

 

Or buy from your favorite retailer here: 

https://books2read.com/ShadowsandShafts


Dedication

Brains are for thinking, not for eating. 

Unless you’re a zombie. 

Don’t be a zombie. Be a thinker. 

 

A filthy thinker. 

Just like me. 

 

Let’s zombie-shuffle into the dark and dirty! 
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Blurb

Innocent little idiot. 

She thought camping with her besties on Halloween would be fun. She thought her biggest concerns would be bears and bugs. She thought tying her food in the trees and sleeping in a tent would protect her.

But there are monsters lurking in these woods… and we’re hungry. 

My brother and I want more than a taste. We want to savor her screams. Consume her slick. Gobble her fear and pleasure.

All it takes is the pull of a zipper to expose our next meal. We can’t wait to feast… 

Except the first lick changes everything. Why does she taste so delicious? 

 

This addition to The Knottiverse is dark, filthy, and knotty. If you like men who know how to put their tongue to good use, dirty talking, morally grey heroes, intense stop, I can’t take anymore but they don’t stop situations or I hate you, leave me alone but they smirk and pull her closer, then this is the story for you. If not… go somewhere else. I’ve got hot, feral monsters to wrangle.

 

 

 




Chapter 1
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Caroline

If betrayal had a name, it would be Sandy. 

I glare at my friend and ball my hands into fists at my sides, wishing I could use them. 

“It was Brit’s idea, so don’t deck me. Besides, it’ll be fun,” she says with an annoying hair flick and a coy glance over her shoulder. 

My stomach knots as the group of guys pick their way through the woods toward us. With their name brand t-shirts and nylon shorts, they look more like they’re headed to the gym than to spend the night in the forest, but who knows, maybe Brit tricked them into thinking this is a gym. Going by their swagger, they may still believe it. 

I spot a familiar face and fight down panic. 

“No, it won’t. Give me your keys,” I demand and thrust my hand, palm up, toward her. 

She takes a startled step backward and lifts her arms in the universal sign for ‘don’t hurt me, I give up’. 

“Don’t be like that, Caroline,” Brit says as she settles her arm across my shoulders. “It will be fun.”

I stiffen and turn my glare to her. She tightens her hold on me, taking advantage of our height difference. 

“C’mon, you’ve escaped every social gathering since we started college. It was bound to happen, so why not during your favorite holiday? What better way to celebrate Halloween than an extended, four-day weekend camping trip right next to a cemetery?” Brit says with an exaggerated sweep of her other arm toward the crumbling wall several yards to our right. 

I grit my teeth and shove against her side. 

“If you wanted it to be fun, you should have invited different guys,” I grumble. 

Brit’s eyebrows disappear into her bangs. 

“Why? You mentioned it not being safe for us to be out here alone, so I figured a bit of brawn would fit the bill.” 

I sigh and roll my eyes before reaching for Sandy’s pocket. 

“Give me the damn keys. I’m leaving.” 

“You can’t leave now, Kitkat. We just got here.” 

I close my eyes and fight a shiver of disgust at the familiar voice, recognizing my older brother’s friend despite his much deeper timbre. He was cute before puberty, and closer to my age than my brother’s, but he was a jerk down to his marrow. I let go of Sandy and force my shoulders to relax. 

In my desperation to retrieve Sandy’s keys, I turned my back on the enemy and gave him an opportunity to sneak up on me. After a deep breath, I give Sandy and Brit each a quick, accusatory glare before turning and putting the most saccharine smile on my face. 

“Hi, Max. My name is Caroline, and if I want to leave, I will.” I turn back to Sandy and say in a sickly sweet voice, “So give me the keys, please.” 

Her eyes dart between me and the group of jocks for a few moments before her hand disappears into her pocket. 

“You’re not leaving,” Brit snaps as she snatches the keys from Sandy. I lunge and bite back an angry shout when she skitters out of reach. “I worked hard to get you here. The least you can do is stick it out for one night. Just one. You can always hide out in our tent if you need a break.” 

I cross my arms over my chest. She scowls and waggles a finger at me. 

“But you can’t stay in there the entire time. You promised me s’mores, beer, and ghost stories.” 

I roll my eyes and pull my arms tighter against my chest. 

“No, you promised me s’mores, beer, and ghost stories,” I say. 

“Right. How am I supposed to keep my promise if you run away?” she asks as she sticks the keys into her cleavage. 

I drop my face into my palm and release a long, dramatic sigh. 

“You are an insufferable skank, you know it?” I mumble into my hand. 

“Yeah, babe, I know.” 

“You also know your boob sweat won’t stop me from taking the keys from you, right?” I snark. 

“What sweat? It’s chilly as fuck today,” she says and the rustling of her light jacket sounds as she pulls it tighter around her. 

“Oh, please. Your tits are the hottest thing here. You’re probably melting the fob,” I mumble, still hiding behind my hand. 

“So, you’ll stay? At least for tonight?” 

The pleading in her tone diffuses the last of my anger. 

“I’m not making any promises,” I sigh again and drop my arms to my sides. “If they’re staying,” I jab my thumb over my shoulder, “then they need a separate camp. I’m not listening to their beer snores all day tomorrow after they get slammed tonight.” 

“Damn, Kitkat, you aren’t pulling your punches, are you?” Max says from a few paces behind me. I turn and quirk a brow. If looks could kill, he’d be writhing on the ground and bleeding out. 

He lifts his hands and steps back. 

“Sorry, some habits die hard, Caroline. How long has it been since we hung out?” 

I scoff. 

“We didn’t hang out, and it’s your fault I’m a bitch. You, my brother, and all the other idiot jocks bullied me from elementary all the way through high school, so fuck off with that hung out shit. I’ve had four years of peace since he graduated, and I don’t plan on getting tangled in with your kind ever again, so just keep your distance, ‘kay?” 

I don’t wait for his response before I grab Sandy’s arm and march toward our tent. Brit doesn’t balk when I yank her after me, too. 

I didn’t mean to reveal so much, but fuck if I’m going to forgive him. The jerk has the looks and skill to worm his way into any woman’s heart, so I’d be an idiot if I so much as gave an inch. If I didn’t know from firsthand experience how twisted and mean he can be, I might get caught in his trap. 

I’m not an idiot. I don’t forgive my brother and I won’t forgive him, either. 

“I’m sorry, Caroline. I didn’t know,” Brit says as I drag them past our tent and to the far side of the widest nearby tree. 

“I should’ve told you, so it’s kind of my fault. Just don’t expect me to make new friends. If that makes me a drag on the weekend, then say so now. I’m happy to leave,” I say. 

Brit slaps my shoulder and shakes her head. 

“You aren’t getting out of this that easily. We’ll have a great weekend. They’re just here to make sure no weirdos mess with us. Right?” Brit says as she leans forward and smacks Sandy’s shoulder. 

Sandy sighs and nods. 

“Of course. S’mores, beer, and scary stories. Sounds fun.” 

I don’t believe her. At all. I roll my eyes and hold my hand out to Brit. 

“I’ll take the keys as collateral. If you want me to stay, then you’ll let me hold on to them.” 

After an annoyingly cute pout, she fishes
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