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For more than eight centuries, Deacon Matthews has moved through the shadows of the Far East, France, Spain, London, and Manhattan, untouched by remorse, leaving blood and ruin in his wake. Cursed with a hunger that has stripped him of love, mercy, and hope, he has long believed nothing could change the monster he has become.

Then he meets the one woman who does not simply fear him. Amanda Wright is intelligent, determined, and unwilling to surrender herself to his darkness, even as their connection pulls them into a dangerous struggle neither of them expected.

As Amanda resists him, Deacon is forced to confront something far more terrifying than desire: the return of feeling. What begins as captivity becomes a battle of wills that binds them both, awakening in him a fierce devotion that could either redeem him or destroy them together.

Now the curse that made him a vampire is no longer his only prison. If Amanda can reach the soul he thought was lost forever, Deacon may have one final chance at freedom. If she cannot, they may both be consumed by the darkness closing around them.

Long before Deacon Mathews became a creature of shadow and hunger, he was the beloved son of a powerful sultan, raised in a palace of marble courtyards, perfumed gardens, and whispered prophecy. Revered for his beauty and trained for command, he was destined to inherit not only power but the weight of a dynasty. Yet on the eve of that destiny, a darkness entered his father’s court, and Deacon was cursed with immortality that stripped him of warmth, mercy, and the life he had once imagined.

Across the centuries, he carried only one fragment of that lost world with him: the memory of a woman named Amna, whose soul had once seemed bound to his before either of them understood why.

What he does not know, as the modern world draws them together again, is that Amna is more than a memory reborn, she is the living key to the prophecy that may either free him from his curse or destroy them both.
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Monster

“Come here, you scrawny little bitch!” Deacon bellowed.

The young woman in chains covered her ears. No, her thoughts flurried, please God not again. She heard his booted footsteps approach her; he would feed on her again.

“What did I say? Did you suddenly become hard of hearing?”  Deacon said, grabbing the young woman by the neck. “You’re not even pretty, what the hell was I thinking. You don’t even taste very good, should I allow you to live, butterfly?” he said, holding her thin, frail body by the neck.

“Please,” she croaked. Perfect

“Please, what?” he said, looking at her, his eye black with anger.

“Please, Master, don’t kill me.”

“That’s better, butterfly, perhaps I’ll let you live, maybe even fuck you again and give you the kind of pleasure that only I can,” Deacon said, feeling his cock rise again.

Deacon let her body drop to the cold, stone floor. He rubbed his crotch, damn, he was hard and needed a warm, moist pussy again, and this little frail creature would have to suffice. Christ, here in New York City, you would think that there would be plenty of tramps and whores to choose from. He needed to head deeper into the red-light district of the city, where the pickings would be far better than what lay before his feet now. 

He walked over to the bed that sat in the middle of the cold, dungeon-like room. He was bare-chested, and now he removed his boots and trousers. His hand went to his already hard cock. He needed to fuck hard. 

His eyes went to the young woman who sat on the floor watching him, with evident desire in her once innocent eyes. She stood shoving her shackled hands out in front of her, motioning him to release her. Deacon walked to her, his nakedness fueling her desire even more. When he used the long metal key to unlock the shackles, she went to her knees.

“Shall I suck you first, Master?”

“Mmm, butterfly suck away,” he said, pulling her by the hair to his dick.

She learned quickly, this little scrawny thing, thought Deacon. She satisfied his needs, but even the most beautiful female or male could not sate what he lacked in his cold heart. 

Deacon laughed low, as he heard the young woman’s sucking sounds on his cock. He pumped his large erection into her soft, wet mouth. Her little tongue worked a bit of magic on the head of his dick. 

She was good at what she’d learned from the others, others who were now dead, because he had sucked all of their blood, leaving them for dead. If he were lucky, they would stay dead, but chances were they would wake as the sun rose, unaware that they were now creatures of the night. 

As they opened their eyes to face the sun, they would burn to a crisp in horrific pain. Maybe one or two would manage to seek shelter, sleep through the day, and awaken thirsty for blood. That insatiable thirty would rule their immortal lives forever.

Either way, Deacon didn’t care. He had no time to teach a newborn vampire. Now he pushed the frail young woman from him and pulled her up, and bit her neck again.

She gasped. “Oh yes!:

He smiled. “Poor little butterfly,” he growled. “You’ve never had the likes of me.”

“No, Master, never,” she whimpered.

“Now be a good butterfly and get on the bed.”

She obeyed, and Deacon slipped his cock into her and fucked her hard. Her screams of passion filled the cold, dark room.

He came. 

He drank more of her blood.

He rolled off her and stared up at the cold, hard ceiling. 

Emptiness.

No feelings.

He was numb.

He pulled her from the bed and put the chains on her again. “Please,” she cried. “Please let me go.”

“No, butterfly,” he growled. He scooped up his clothes, left, never turning around, and slammed the door behind him.

He felt nothing.

But he never did with his victim. 

He wiped his mouth, licking the blood from his fingers. “At least your blood is clean,” he said.

This time, he walked up the stairs instead of using his vampire speed. He pushed a lever, and a large metal door slid open. He walked into the library of his Manhattan three-story townhouse.

He walked from there to the hallway to his suite of rooms and threw his clothes on the bed. He turned to see his image in the floor-length mirror. Nothing had changed in over eight hundred years. 

He was still six feet tall and built like the warrior he had once been. He was once a sultan’s son, with tanned skin, dark, thick, wavy hair, a perfect sculpted beard, hawk-like nose, and large green eyes. Back then, he had had his pick of beautiful women, and his harem of twenty beauties was proof of that. It was one of those beauties that damned him for eternity.

His thoughts wandered back to a time when he was happy and human, and to the horror of how he had become what he was now. One of the newest acquisitions to his harem had hidden from everyone that she was a vampire. She’d gotten to every one of the women in his harem, except Amna, his intended, who had managed to run from her. After hearing their screams, he went to help, but he didn’t stand a chance.

It was his screams next that echoed through the palace as his men came to help. 

They found him stained in blood, standing over everyone, of his beautiful, dead consorts. He held the head of the vampire, but he had not escaped its attack. With his sword at his heart, his father stopped him from ending his own life.

“Deacon,” his father cried.

“Father, don’t come near me. Kill me, please.”
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