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      Welcome to the secluded mountain town of Havenwood Falls, home to sexy men, strong women, and neighbors who bite. Discover supernatural mystery, thrills, and romance in a place where everyone has a deep, dark, and often deadly secret.

      A continuation of Forget You Not and Lose You Not, this is Addie and Tase’s story.

      Addie Beaumont loves her hometown of Havenwood Falls and would do anything to protect it. She also loves Tase Roca—even after all the times he’s broken her heart. She would do anything to protect him, as well, so when her two loves are on the brink of destroying each other, Addie gets caught in the middle.

      A curse is transforming Tase from a mortal vampire into an unstoppable, bloodthirsty monster. He’s become a lethal threat to Havenwood Falls, causing the town’s leaders to hang a death sentence over his head. It’s up to Addie to break the curse before they execute him.

      The Eye of Valerian holds the answers, but the dark artifact is protected by black magic that scares the hell out of her. When she finally unlocks its powers, she and Tase are swept into a dangerous plot that could destroy everything they cherish.

      Love may be their only hope, but true love means no secrets, and they both keep plenty. One Addie denies even to herself, but embracing its truth has the potential to save her town, her loved ones, and Tase—and the power to break them both.
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      Sometimes living in a small town was all quaint and charm, and sometimes it sucked monkey balls. In Havenwood Falls, everybody knew everybody, which meant it was impossible to go anywhere without being stopped for a million conversations. As I crossed town square, glancing at my phone every twenty seconds, hoping for a reply to my many texts, no fewer than eight people hailed me down for “just a moment of your time, Addie.” When I saw Irene Beckett, Biddie Half-Moon, and the Carson sisters—the town’s blue-haired busybody gossips—in the middle of my current path, though, I made a sharp left, detouring around the gazebo and not caring if I had to add five minutes to my walk to avoid them. They’d surely take twice as much time with all their questions and assumptions. I was always surprised none of them had broken a hip with all the jumping to conclusions those four did. Of course, they’d likely know where the subject of my search was, but it just wasn’t worth the risk. By the time I could extract myself from their clutches, he’d be long gone, on to the next place.

      Finally, my phone dinged with an answer.

      AE: At the baseball fields. Can you come here?

      The baseball fields? What the fuck? What was Atanase “Tase” Roca, aka Asshole Extraordinaire, doing at the baseball fields, of all places? He wasn’t exactly the jock type, especially if the sport didn’t require a board strapped to his feet. And it was early summer—the ballfields were likely full of Little League . . . Oh. As I turned once more and headed for the alley between Howe’s Herbal Shoppe and Dress Perfect to catch McFeeney Street toward the ball diamonds, the answer hit me, and my stomach sunk like a rock. Of course.

      My steps slowed as I considered whether I really wanted to trek all the way there only to have my heart pulverized once again or if I should just keep it all business and tell him to meet me at my office. Except he was supposed to already be there so we could talk before the meeting, and I had no guarantee he’d show up even if he said he would—the jerk was full of empty promises like that.

      Over it. I. Am. Over. It.

      After sweeping my long light brown hair into a messy bun on top of my head, I readjusted my glasses and squared my shoulders, refusing to let him get to me. Then I typed out a message telling him to stay put and continued on to Cook’s Corner Park. The early summer sun was already hanging low over Miles Mountain, but it was still warm enough to make me wish I hadn’t been wearing dressy jeans for tonight’s Court meeting. At least I’d changed into my Converse All-Stars, leaving my other favorite shoes—knee-high boots with a four-inch heel—under my desk before taking off to find Tase.

      Ten minutes later, I found him on the far side of the ballfield, his fingers curled around the chain link fence as he watched the group of little kids at T-ball practice. He wore a black T-shirt that clung just right to his muscular frame, black jeans that hugged his perfect ass without being too tight, and black motorcycle boots. His green-gray eyes spared me a piercing glance and his full lips lifted in a small smile as I walked up, making my mouth go dry and my heart tick up, before he returned his focus to the T-ballers. As always, the sight of him set off my traitorous body in all the right and wrong ways.

      I joined him at the fence and immediately picked out his son Carter from the crowd of soon-to-be kindergarteners.

      “He’s amazing,” Tase said, and the way he said it—his voice full of awe and wonder and a love most wouldn’t think him capable of—that was why I couldn’t seem to break myself of him. It was a side he rarely showed, except with a few trusted people, and I was one. “A goofball, but pretty amazing.”

      I snickered, trying not to choke on my shock. “Did you really just say goofball?”

      That wasn’t exactly normal Tase-speak.

      He shrugged. “Well, he is. Look at him. He’s a jokester, hamming it up with the other kids. He likes the attention.”

      “I wonder where he gets that from,” I quipped.

      Tase sighed. “Well, hopefully, that’s the worst he’ll get from me.”

      We watched the kids for a silent moment. “We had an appointment.”

      “I know. I couldn’t pull myself away. This is the only way I get to see him—outside, from a distance.”

      Tase had only learned last fall that he even had a son, when a short-term fling from years ago had returned to town and regained her memories of the time they’d spent together nine months before her son was born. The wards on our town caused everyone to lose their ability to recall their time here, except for vague and ambiguous ideas of some small town in the Colorado mountains—it happened immediately for visitors and after a lunar cycle for residents. Well, former residents at that point. It was how we protected our town and our supernatural secrets from the outside world. If they somehow found their way back to Havenwood Falls, their memories eventually returned. Once Shelly Martin’s had, she could finally identify her son’s sperm donor. To say it was a shock to everyone that Tase Roca was a father was an understatement.

      What this revelation meant was mind-blowing and heartbreaking, and not just for me.

      With a curse that was essentially a death sentence for Tase if we didn’t break it soon enough, he couldn’t possibly have a relationship with his son. The curse heightened Tase’s bloodlust and would eventually drive him to transform from a moroi, a relatively benign mortal vampire, to an immortal, monstrous strigoi—what happens to moroi when they kill too many humans, each soul taken bringing them one step closer to losing their humanity forever. The Court of the Sun and the Moon, the true rulers of our town, wouldn’t allow the transformation to complete—they would execute him first.

      So not only was Tase a danger to any human, including his son, but it wouldn’t have been fair to Carter to introduce him to his father, only to rip him away shortly thereafter. The Court had “strongly encouraged” Tase to stay away from Carter, and he’d obliged, fully understanding their concerns. At first, I didn’t think Tase would even care that Carter didn’t know him. He wasn’t exactly the fatherly type. Or responsible, for that matter. But this hadn’t been the first time Tase had watched his son from a distance, and it didn’t take long to realize this kid might be his true salvation. Carter gave Tase something real to live for.

      And that had been a bittersweet pill for me to swallow. I was glad he had a reason to continue fighting for his life, but part of me couldn’t help but wish that I had been his reason.

      I should have known better. We’d never been more than really good friends who hooked up every once in a while.

      “Have you ever thought about having a family?” Tase asked, startling me.

      Closing my eyes for a moment, I inhaled slowly, steeling myself. “We’ve talked about that before.”

      “Yeah, when we were younger and stupider.”

      “We talked about it less than a year ago.” Not too long after the curse on him had been revealed. When we found out what he did to my best friend Michaela’s family—nearly obliterated all of the Petrans—and to his own family—would have obliterated them, too, if we hadn’t stopped it.

      Because he’d triggered Michaela’s moroi vampire gene against her will, the centuries-old curse on her bloodline—the result of a massacre in their old country—jumped to the Roca family. My coven, the Lunas, contained the dark magic to Tase himself, protecting his siblings, but putting the full burden of the curse on him. When I’d heard the word execution, something in me had snapped. Believing there had to be another way, I volunteered to take on the mission of controlling the curse’s effects on Tase while trying to figure out how to break it.

      That was over a year ago. My containment spells were holding so far, but who knew how much longer before they cracked?

      Tase chuckled. “I was a little younger and a lot stupider a year ago.”

      I couldn’t argue with that. “Well, nothing’s changed for me. I still don’t know if that’s my thing. I just can’t see myself as a soccer mom.”

      I didn’t add the obvious fact that it takes two to tango, and I would likely always be one. Because my stupid heart couldn’t break its addiction to the man standing next to me and possibly never would. No matter how many times I told myself I was over him.

      “You’d be a great mother, Bean,” Tase said quietly, using the nickname he’d given me years ago. I’d once made him turn the ski lifts back on after I’d lost my favorite beanie hat on the last run of the night. Michaela and I were still in school then, and Tase hadn’t bought the ski resort yet. He’d only been an employee and had risked his job to do that favor for me. He’d called me Beanie for months after, then it just became Bean and stuck. Not even Michaela knew I still had that hat, tucked away in a special box.

      “What in Goddess’s name would make you say that?” I asked, snorting.

      He turned his head to look at me over his arm, his green-gray eyes glinting in the afternoon sun, the lightness of them a stark contrast against his tanned olive skin and dark hair. “You’re one of the most responsible people I know. You’re definitely the most persistent and determined. And you’ll do whatever you have to do to take care of others. You care. About everyone, about this town, even about people you claim to hate. Like me.”

      “I don’t hate you.”

      He gave me his signature smirk, the one that set every nerve in my body on fire. “You’ve never said, ‘I hate that motherfucking Tase Roca?’”

      I smiled. “Well, maybe a time or two.”

      But thing was, I could never truly hate “that motherfucking Tase Roca.” Because I loved him too much. I just couldn’t tell him that.

      “And yet you still care. At least enough to come down here and drag my ass back downtown to ensure I make my meeting with the Court. I don’t think my own mother ever cared that much about any of us. You’re already a step ahead.”

      Yeah, well, Isabelle Roca wasn’t exactly known for her motherly ways, so that wasn’t saying much. Maybe if she had been, the whole Roca family would have turned out differently. Something else I couldn’t tell him, out of respect for the dead.

      “Speaking of . . .” I trailed off, knowing he understood.

      Turning to face me, he stuck his hands in his front pockets, cocked his head, and smirked. Good Goddess. Why did he have to be so damn sexy?

      When he spoke, his voice was low and sultry. “Do we have to go to the Court? Can’t we just go to your place and do it there?”

      I lifted an eyebrow. He lifted his hand—likely to do something like brush the hair off my face or tweak my chin or some other thing that would surely make me cave, so I jerked back, out of his reach.

      “No,” I said flatly.

      He dropped his chin, now looking at me through his thick, dark lashes. “Please? I miss you. I miss hanging out with you.”

      Fuck. Over it. I’m over it. Stay strong, Adelaide Beaumont. Stay. Fucking. Strong.

      His hand darted out, slipping around my waist before I even knew what he was doing, and he pulled me up against him. Grabbing my hand, he placed it against his heart.

      “You can do your magic without them. You can report back to them whatever you find. I just don’t want to deal with the damn Court right now, Bean. I just want to be with you.”

      His heart beat steadily against my palm. Mine raced against my rib cage.

      With a deep breath, I pushed on his chest and ducked out of his hold.

      “I said no,” I reiterated.

      “Why? I thought you⁠—”

      “Whatever you think you know about me, you’re wrong. Old news, Tase. Keep up with the times.”

      His brows rose. “You keep saying things have changed.”

      “They have.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like . . . there are all kinds of new complications.” I gestured toward the ball diamond, where the practice appeared to be breaking up. Carter was running over to his mother in the stands.

      Tase snorted. “You’re not jealous of Shelly, are you? Talk about old news.”

      I rolled my eyes. “How the hell can you accuse me of being jealous? I’ve always known exactly what you and I are to each other.” I paused, then quickly corrected myself. “Were. What we were to each other. I always knew where we stood.” Whether I liked it or not was a different story—although sometimes I did like our arrangement of killer sex with no strings attached, which was why I let it go on for so long. “But it has nothing to do with jealousy. I meant complications like Carter. Your curse. What that means not only for your future, but his, too.”

      “What if it was our future? Yours, too?” He almost sounded serious.

      My heart seemed to stop for just a moment. That was one thing we’d never discussed out loud—a future that was ours. Something we couldn’t discuss now. I shook my head.

      “I’m not going there, Tase.” I’d gone there in my mind way too many times, and it wasn’t healthy for me. “Let’s just make sure you have a future. Which means getting your ass to the Court meeting.”

      Turning, I walked off, hoping he would follow me. Well, first hoping he was watching my ass and regretting everything he’d done to me that brought us to this point, but then that he would follow me. He did. Of course, I was headed for his Camaro, so he was bound to.

      His car was parked on Second Street, along the side of the ball fields. Just as we were reaching it, the hair on the back of my neck suddenly stood on end. Danger. I looked around. Some parents and their kids were about to cross Second. There were no cars moving on the street, but I somehow knew something was about to happen.

      “Watch out!” I yelled.

      And suddenly, I was standing in front of them, my arms out to stop them all from crossing the road. At that moment, a car squealed around the corner and flew down the street.

      “Laroc,” I muttered under my breath, recognizing the luxury vehicle. He would have plowed over half the group if I hadn’t stopped them.

      “Where did you come from?” a woman asked.

      “Are you like the Flash?” a boy questioned with awe.

      “Did you just apparate like Harry Potter?” an older girl squealed.

      I blinked and looked up at the group of parents and kids staring at me wide-eyed. My own gaze found Tase standing by his car, his eyes narrowed, studying me—a good thirty yards away. Oh shit. Murmuring a quick memory spell, I flicked my fingers unnoticeably by my side. The group looked around and then continued on their way, completely oblivious to the last sixty seconds.

      I might have to account for this with the Luna Coven later, but it was moments like these we were trained for and instructed to act on—when accidents happened and needed to be covered. And crossing a thirty-yard distance in a heartbeat had certainly been an accident. I didn’t even know how I did it.

      “That wasn’t your normal magic,” Tase said once we were seated in his car.

      “No, it wasn’t.”

      “Not a portal or anything like that.”

      I shook my head.

      “Addie, you moved like we can. Like a vampire. You blurred over there.”

      A lump formed in my throat, and I tried to swallow it down as I nodded.

      “How?” he asked.

      I didn’t answer.

      “Bean?”

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I bit out. I didn’t even want to think about it. The need to protect that had suddenly washed over me. The inhuman speed. Nope. Not thinking about it.

      He finally turned over the engine. “You will eventually, though, right? You know you can talk to me about anything.”

      Yeah, except about you. And this. I nodded again. “Yeah, sure. But right now, we have bigger things to worry about than how I ran so fast.”

      We spent the next three minutes in silence as Tase drove toward town square and pulled around the back of City Hall. Not until he put the Camaro in park did either of us speak.

      “We really have to do this?” he asked as we both stared out the windshield.

      “You know we do.”

      “But I’m fine. The containment spell is working.”

      “At least that is . . . for now,” I muttered, opening the door. “They’ll be questioning me just as much as you. My report won’t be so positive.”

      By the time I slid out of the car and shut the door, Tase was by my side.

      “You’re doing everything you can, right?” he asked as we crossed the street, headed for the metal door at the back of City Hall that led to the Court’s rooms in the basement. “They can’t expect more.”

      “They do. They expect me to figure out the Eye of Valerian and break the curse. I expect that myself. Nothing short of that is good enough.”

      We entered the building and jogged down the stairs to the basement level. Only the sound of our steps in the empty hallway could be heard—his boots and my Converse barely more than soft thuds—even as we reached the small waiting area just outside the double doors leading into the Court’s main meeting room. We paused, waiting until the doors opened on their own accord, the Court’s signal for us to enter.

      They were assembled and waiting, so I didn’t have time to slip over to my desk and change my shoes. My grandmother gave me a pointed look from her perch on the dais. Court to her was like church to most grandmas, and she expected me to dress appropriately.

      Tase and I took seats in the front row of chairs facing the dais where the Court members were perched behind a table, looking down on us. I’d sat in on many of their meetings and trials, but usually from my desk in the corner, taking notes, researching discussion points, and performing whatever other tasks they needed from their business manager, aka me. Lately, their biggest concern was someone known as the Collector, who seemed to have a growing interest in our little town—and not in a good way—but we knew nothing about him or her. There were the occasional trials, too, and although we weren’t on trial tonight, the tension felt similar. Even Michaela, my best friend, and Saundra Beaumont, my grandmother, seemed to be judging me and finding me lacking, and we hadn’t even begun.

      Perhaps I was projecting my own self-dissatisfaction onto them.

      As expected, the Court drilled me on everything I’d done since our last meeting in my attempts to solve the riddle that was the Eye of Valerian. According to Mihail and Irina Petran, former prominent members of Havenwood Falls and now trapped in the Infernum, the Eye held the solution to break Tase’s curse and free them from the special part of Hell reserved for the worst of the supernatural. The Petrans disclosed this several months ago through my friend Harper Sinclair, a psychic scribe with the unusual ability to reach through the darkness of the Infernum and communicate with its inhabitants, as well as with dark spirits and
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