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      Welcome to the darker, sexier side of Havenwood Falls that many residents never speak of publicly, but most likely enjoy in secret. Venture into the SIN MC, the VIP rooms of Silk nightclub, and behind other closed doors, where you’ll discover passion, unusual penchants, and just how far some will go for love. Hold on to your panties, because it’s time to ride . . .

      Mavis LeGrand had always suspected her grandfather was a little off, and when he suddenly moved them to a remote town in Utah, her suspicions rose. Nevertheless, she lived a typical life—high school, friends, and eventually college in the small but safe town he’d chosen. But when she finds his journal after a life-altering accident, she learns the hard truth—her grandfather isn’t human, and neither is she.

      She also discovers his plans to use her power in the evil scheme he’s been arranging since her infancy.

      Knowing her very existence depends on him never finding her, Mavis makes her escape and hitches a ride with the devilishly handsome half incubus, Cameron DeSalle. Despite her initial trepidation, she instantly feels a connection with him and believes him when he says he’ll do everything in his power to protect her.

      Mavis finds herself falling for Cameron, the ice in her veins melting away with every heated look and stolen kiss. But whether Cameron feels the same desire for her or it’s his incubus nature bringing them closer, Mavis isn’t sure. The only thing she knows for certain is until they defeat her grandfather, they’ll never have a happily ever after.
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      “Shit! Shit! Shit!” I muttered, frantically shoving the clothes from the laundry basket into my backpack. I had to do this faster. “Think! Think, Mavis! You can do this!”

      I blew out a breath, trying to calm myself enough to concentrate on what I needed to do next. Everything was moving so fast. I couldn’t grab hold of the thoughts racing through my head. How could this be happening to me?

      Stopping, I closed my eyes and took a deep, cleansing breath. I needed clarity, focus. And I needed it yesterday.

      I opened my eyes. Money. I was going to need lots of money.

      Straightening the room as I went, I stopped at the door to look for anything out of place. The room was messy, as usual, but not I-packed-my-whole-world-in-three-minutes messy. He was used to seeing this level of clutter.

      This will work, I thought. It has to work.

      Throwing my backpack over my shoulder, I set out at a brisk pace, making a beeline to the jar of mad money he kept on top of the refrigerator. As tempted as I was to take it all, I didn’t. I had to make sure nothing was amiss. If anything was different, if anything caught his eye, he would know, and he would come for me. That couldn’t happen. Having a decent head start would mean the difference between life and death.
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      I ran until I couldn’t run anymore. My feet ached. My mouth was as dry as the Sahara Desert. My clothes were dirty and torn from ducking behind trees and diving into ditches in blind, terrified panic. And I was tired. We’re talking the weary-to-the-bone kind of tired. The kind of exhaustion you feel when you’ve been down with the flu for three days and try to do something normal . . . like breathe.

      I smiled bitterly as I kicked a rock, listening to it skitter down the pavement into the darkness beyond. I knew I would never have to worry about something as mundane as the flu again. Because, as of two hours earlier, I had learned the truth about myself. I’d never been normal. I was as far away from ordinary as I could be. I was an ice demon.

      Yes, an ice demon. Me, Mavis LeGrand, college graduate, ex-cheerleader, and high school debate club president, a demonic entity.

      Of all the absurd things I thought could happen to me, finding out I was a creature of Hell hadn’t even been on the list. The mere idea was ludicrous. Before this afternoon, my life had been boring. There’d been no excitement, no surprises. And no one could have had a more idyllic upbringing than I had. Sure, the thing pretending to be my grandfather had been a little cold and creepy, but a demon with a propensity for evil? Not in a million years would I have suspected him of that.

      I snorted to myself, almost delirious in my exhaustion. As if any of that stuff still mattered. That fake life was over. It didn’t exist anymore. And it never would again.

      The faint glow of headlights in the distance pulled me out of my misery and set my heart racing. Darting to my right, I dove headfirst into a deep and, thankfully, grassy ditch and prayed that the vehicle wouldn’t stop. I’d come so far. I couldn’t let my grandfather find me after everything I’d been through tonight.

      I tried to hold my breath as the sound of the tires grew closer, but a sharp sob tore out of me on its own volition when I heard the telltale squeak of the brakes and a door opening. All the effort, all the ridiculous abuse I’d put my body through—it was for nothing. He’d found me. My grandfather had found me.

      “I’m not one to pry into someone else’s business,” an unfamiliar voice drawled, “but I’ve got to tell you, when I saw you take that Olympic dive into the drainage ditch, I had questions. Mainly, what the hell is that little blond woman doing?”

      With tears streaming down my face, I sat up to see a pair of black boots come to a stop in the gravel in front of me. Though I couldn’t make out his features with his truck’s headlights shining so brightly behind him, I knew he was smiling down at me. I could hear humor in his deep, gruff voice.

      “Aw, coach, I’m just practicing for the next meet,” I told him, damn close to hyperventilating. “We’re going to bring home the gold this year!”

      The man’s sharp bark of a laugh made me jump.

      “You do that now,” he said.

      I grinned. “I’ll give it my best shot.”

      “I never had a doubt. But before you do that, why don’t I give you a ride somewhere. Where’re you headed?”

      “It doesn’t matter,” I said truthfully. “Anywhere that’s out of town.”

      “Well, then, you’re in luck. I happen to be heading in that direction.”

      I pursed my lips, weighing my options. Hitchhiking with a stranger was crazy. I knew it. He knew it. Everyone knew it. But the urge to take him up on his offer was overwhelming. The man did seem genuinely concerned by my ditch antics.

      But still, my grandfather didn’t raise a fool.

      “How do I know I can trust you?” I asked him, narrowing my eyes.

      “You don’t. But riding with me is better than risking a rattlesnake bite every time a truck comes down the road, right? And I promise to behave myself, so what do you have to lose?”

      I had to admit, even in early October, he had a point about those snakes. I didn’t know how many more times I could repeat my swan-dive-into-questionable-ditches routine without suffering serious injury.

      “Okay,” I said finally. “Thanks.”

      Crouching down, he reached out a hand to help me up. “Here, let me give you a . . . shit.” He stood up quickly. “Get down. Someone’s coming.”

      Lying flat, I watched the man step closer to the edge and move his hands to his fly.

      “What are you doing?” I hissed.

      “Saving your ass,” he whispered. “Now lie still. They won’t stop if they think I’m taking a piss.”

      Closing my eyes, I concentrated on the crunch of crisp leaves as the vehicle slowly approached.

      “Evening,” I heard my would-be savior call. “Do you want to hold it for me or something?”

      I trembled uncontrollably as a scolding, laced with obscenities, erupted from the driver. It was him. My grandfather had found me.

      “Don’t let him see me,” I whispered as the car sped off. “Please.”

      “Come on, then,” he said, squatting down to reach for me. “Hurry up.”

      I took the hand he offered and shouted, “Oh!” when a warm jolt of electricity traveled up the length of my arm.

      “Sorry,” he said apologetically. “I wasn’t expecting you to be an immortal,” he explained. “Humans can’t feel that. I was trying to put you at ease.”

      “Put me at ease? What just happened?”

      “I’m a cambion,” he said simply, as if that would explain everything.

      “A what?”

      “I’ll tell you in the truck.” He opened the passenger side door. “We need to get going, in case he doubles back.”

      I nodded and quickly brushed the debris from my clothes, not knowing what to think about his revelation. Was a cambion a demon like myself or something different? Was he dangerous? Did that even matter? Whether he killed me or my impostor grandfather did, I was still one dead demon chick.

      Finally, I decided to throw caution to the wind and climbed into the truck. Buckling my seatbelt, I waited for him to get in on the driver’s side before I blurted out, “I’m an ice demon.”

      “Those are rare,” he replied, nonplussed.

      “Are they? Do you know anything about them?”

      He chuckled and cranked his truck. “Don’t you?”

      I shook my head. “No. I just found out I was a demon, oh . . .” I checked my nonexistent watch. “About two hours ago. I’m hoping the learning curve isn’t steep.”

      “What’s your name?” he asked, whipping the truck around to head for the interstate.

      “Mavis LeGrand.”

      He nodded, leaning over to switch on the interior light. “I’m Cam, Cameron DeSalle. Pleased to meet you.”

      I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust to the sudden brightness. Then I lost my power of speech. My Good Samaritan was a dark angel in tight blue jeans.

      A furrow appeared between his brows. “Are you okay, Mavis?”

      “Y-yeah, I just didn’t expect . . .” I threw my hands up. “Cameron, you’re like, crazy hot. You know that, right?”

      He laughed. “Yes, but I don’t think anyone has ever told me quite so bluntly.”

      “I’m sorry.” I groaned, covering my face and lamenting my idiocy for a moment until I remembered how filthy my hands were and jerked them away from my face so fast, I accidentally hit one against the dash. When I looked up, nursing my aching hand to my chest, Cameron was staring at me with surprised amusement.

      “You are a very entertaining ice demon,” he told me.

      “Thank you. And I’m sorry.” I laughed. “It has been a day, and after everything else, I wasn’t expecting someone so . . .”

      “Attractive?” he asked. “Sexy? Irresistible?”

      I gestured at his square jaw, thick black hair, and kind honey-brown eyes that would make any woman’s panties melt right off. “Well, yeah. I mean, look at you, Cameron.”

      “Call me Cam,” he reminded me.

      “Okay. Cam the cambion, you’re a regulation hottie. What’s up with that?”

      He groaned. “Come on, Mavis. A Mean Girls reference? I thought you were better than that.”

      “Then you thought wrong, because I’m really not,” I told him, feeling almost hopeful for the first time since my world fell apart. “Now spill. What’s it like to walk around with a mug like that twenty-four seven?”

      “What’s it like to walk around looking as pretty as you do?” he shot back.

      “First off, don’t even; I’m not
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