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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 . . .

      Audrey Smith has never had a place to call home, living as a nomad because of what she is and what she’s not. A shifter without a shift, she doesn’t belong with a pride, but she’s too much “other” to blend in with humans. Her last attempt turned her into a science project. And finding a mate? Forget about it. She’d always been told she wasn’t shifter enough for it to happen.

      When Audrey totals her car and awakens in Havenwood Falls, she immediately makes plans to leave. But the sexier-than-sin paramedic who pulled her from the wreckage has other ideas, claiming her as his. But based on everything she knows, that’s impossible.

      Nicholas Jordan never expected to find his mate and settle down. If she lived in Havenwood Falls, he would have met her already. Then Audrey literally crashes into his life. Not only does he want her, but he needs her. She belongs to him, and he to her.

      Accepting Nicholas’s claim would betray everything Audrey’s ever believed about herself. But the longer she denies the mating bond, the more dangerous it becomes for them both, putting their lives—and the pride’s future—at risk.
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          AUDREY

        

      

    

    
      The Challenger roared down the winding highway of Colorado. The gas light wasn’t on yet, but the time of reckoning would soon be at hand. Skipping a break in the last town proved to be a worse idea with each dark, sign-less mile.

      “Audrey, you’re a fucking idiot.” If I had more sense, I’d turn the car around before there was no chance of making it back. Something visceral possessed me to keep going farther, faster, without stopping. All roads went somewhere, after all—even the dark, empty ones.

      When the night terrors returned two days ago, I packed everything I owned—which wasn’t much—and left Iowa. The longer the delay, the more the terrors would seep into daily life, and paranoia would eat at my sanity. Been there, done that, and it wasn’t pretty or pleasant to think I was crazy.

      So I left and drove. Hopefully far enough to leave the terrors behind. For a time. The cycle would eventually start anew, but for a while, I hoped for a pretense of peace.

      Stopping would be required soon, though. A body, even one with perks like mine, needed rest and real food to survive. If I went another twenty-four hours without sleep, I might drive my junkyard rescue right off the edge of one of these winding roads. A few years ago, that wouldn’t have sounded as scary as it did now.

      I leaned over the steering wheel and squinted into the distance. The moonless sky made the dark wilderness somehow darker. The clouds covering the starlight added depth to the darkness, making it appear more like the pit of some abyss than a night-shrouded forest.

      There had to be something out here. A homestead, or a cabin. A ski lodge even. I could pay for a room, and maybe talk to someone about gasoline. Even pay to use someone’s spare gas can. Anything was better than ending up empty on the side of the road in the middle of nowhere. Especially since I wasn’t sure where the road went.

      Trees vanished into the horizon all around without showing any promise of civilization. Not even a dirt road that could lead to some recluse’s cabin. I loved the wild, but the civilized part of me needed indoor plumbing and hot water heaters. The very thought of a warm bath made my tired eyes flutter closed.

      The sudden blast of a new song on the radio jolted me upright. I shook my head and reached for the window to let in some of the cold air. Maybe the icy November chill would keep me awake long enough to reach some kind of destination.

      Movement drew my attention back to the road.

      “Fuck.” I had enough time to register the ghostly looking deer in the road before I hit it and the car spun crazily out of control.

      Metal ground against metal, and the noise terrified me. The air bag didn’t go off as I threw my hands up to protect my face from the flying glass of the shattered windshield. When the vehicle pinged off the guard rail, my head smashed into the steering wheel. I saw stars in a very literal sense. In seconds, the car came to a sudden, neck-breaking halt in the middle of the road.

      My normally crisp vision blurred and spotted; no amount of blinking cleared it. I could smell blood, oil, and gasoline. I tried moving, only to bite my lip against a scream when pain flared throughout my body. Until rescue came, I was stuck. I prayed the car wasn’t on fire somewhere.

      Would someone come by and see, or would I die on the unnamed road? I closed my eyes and hoped for rescue but waited for death.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        NICHOLAS

      

      

      I was only in bed for twenty minutes when the message came through about a car accident on the very edge of the town’s border. Instead of bitching about the ungodly hour, I climbed out of bed, dressed, and went out to do my job, calling Liam Peters on the way.

      The city was either too cheap or too poor to hire on additional EMTs, but I never questioned it. Job security and all. Liam was a volunteer firefighter with an EMT certification, which made him more valuable than most of the others that took shifts with me. He met me at the ambulance bay of the fire station, wearing his usual sunglasses and carrying coffee.

      My jaw cracked as I stifled a yawn. Since getting the paramedic certification a couple of months ago, I’d been busier. There was something nice about being the only certified paramedic in town, but at the same time, it fucked with sleep and anything else normal. I hoped a couple of the graduating high school kids would take the request for EMTs seriously, but I wasn’t holding my breath.

      If I was lucky, there wouldn’t be much to do, the car’s occupants would be dead, and I’d get another few hours of sleep before heading to the gym. Since my best friend Braden McCabe died, I made sure to hit the gym at least once a day. I wasn’t an alpha, but I’d be damned if I would ever be too weak to save a friend’s life again.

      “That doesn’t look pretty.” Liam leaned forward in the seat.

      I shifted the ambulance a little so I could see around the slowing tow truck. A whistle cut the air as I got a glimpse of the mangled car. “Elk, you think?”

      Liam cocked his head. “Possibly. Only other thing I can think of that damn big is a bear.”

      My hand ran through my long fringe of hair, which reminded me—I needed a cut. Another thing to add to my list of shit to do when I found time. “Let’s see if anyone’s alive.”

      I pulled the ambulance off to the shoulder and climbed out, zipping up my blue work jacket with the bright silver reflective EMS on the back and “JORDAN” written across the left breast. I grabbed the medic box before slamming the door and heading over to the crash.

      Shame about the car. The classic, while needing a paint job, was still a dream car for most. Probably some crazy-ass wannabe street racer. Stupid too, to be racing down the county road in the middle of the damn night.

      Deputy Conall stood next to the driver’s side—what was left of it—while Sheriff Ric Kasun leaned in through the crushed windshield. Conall directed a flashlight in through the mangled windshield. Even with the poor light of not quite dawn, both shifter men should have been able to see fine, but as a cat shifter, I didn’t question them and risk a pissing match.

      “Liam, Nicholas.” Ric pulled his broad body out of the crash. “The girl’s breathing, but I can’t tell you the extent of the injuries. Joshua.” Ric moved away from the crash to have a few words with the mechanic, who already had the tow truck in place.

      “Should have brought a metalworker,” I muttered, as Liam tried to find a delicate way of reaching the driver. I stepped up to the driver’s window, but thanks to the collapsed pillar, I could barely get a hand in. I glanced across and then stood up to look at the other side. “Passenger side looks relatively undamaged.”

      Liam went around to the other side. He glanced at me as he tried the handle. “Door’s locked.”

      I lifted a brow.

      He shrugged and stuck his elbow through the window. “Door’s open.”

      Liam slid into the passenger seat, not even bothered by the newly broken glass. He placed a hand on the girl’s head and looked down at the pedals. “Wheel well is collapsed. Looks like her leg could be stuck. She’s flirting with death.”

      “Let’s see about getting her out and to the med center.”

      Liam climbed out of the car. “You’re smaller than I am. You get in there and pull her out.”

      I snorted. “By what, two inches?”

      “Wide, ass wipe. Despite your gym hours, you’re still scrawny.”

      “Like fucking hell I am.” But I moved into position and slid into the car. “Get the damn stretcher.”

      Her seatbelt was still firmly in place and the first thing I had to deal with. At least the girl was smart enough to be wearing it. Too often I got called out and the seatbelt hadn’t been able to do its job.

      I angled her so she would fall against my chest when I cut the strap. My safety tool sliced the belt like cutting butter. Her weight didn’t even register when she tipped, and it brought a frown to my face. For her height—she was nearly as tall as me—she was too light.

      With her face tilted toward the light, I could see sharp angles in her cheeks and a pallor to her skin that shouted malnutrition. My fingers ghosted over her cheek, careful of the bruises. Her lashes fluttered, and for a frozen moment in time, her molten gold gaze stared into my eyes.

      Mine.

      The unexpected claim slammed into me as hard as the elk had her car. All my muscles tensed. I fought a small battle with myself to stay calm and not lose my damn mind. She was injured, for fuck’s sake.

      The damn cat inside me took notice, and I forced my gaze away, closing my eyes. There was a time and a place—and this sure as hell wasn’t it.

      “Jordan, what’s taking so long?” Liam tapped the hood next to my head. His head tipped just enough to let me know he noticed. The hellhound was perceptive as fuck.

      “Yeah, yeah.” I shifted under his scrutiny and returned my attention to where the woman’s feet should be. She whimpered a bit when I tried to pull her free, but didn’t regain consciousness. “Her left foot is stuck, and she’s bleeding from her right leg. By the bruising, she’s likely concussed as well.”

      “Let me get some help over here.” Liam stepped away and flagged down Ric and Joshua.

      I took a chance and glanced down at the woman again, but this time her eyes were closed. Dried blood crusted along her golden hairline and marred her temple. Her shoulder looked out of place . . . but she did otherwise look in one piece. My major concern now was getting her—my mate—out of the vehicle. Fate had a fucking twisted sense of humor.
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          AUDREY

        

      

    

    
      Pain entered my consciousness before anything else. Everything hurt. No amount of subtle shifting relieved it.

      When I forced my eyes open, the ceiling above my head didn’t have the familiar pattern of water stains in my room. I flailed into an upright position, with my heart pounding in my ears before the memory of the accident came back. I wasn’t in Iowa anymore.

      I rolled a shoulder and winced at the pain that radiated down to my fingertips. Motion from the left caught my eye. I froze.

      An old man sat in a chair positioned in front of a curtain, with a book in hand. His eyes reminded me of ice storms in Montana, and I waited as their frosty blue gaze studied me. “Finally awake.”

      “How long have I been out?” I noted my back and neck hurt almost as much as my shoulder when I shifted in his direction. I racked my memory, trying to put the pieces back together.

      I was nearly sure he wasn’t the man who pulled me out of my car. He was too old to be doing rescue work, even though the intensity of his stare spoke volumes of his authority. The cane leaning against his chair added to the elderly visage.

      “If you passed out immediately after the accident, then around sixteen hours. With the bump on your head, no one was sure if or when you would wake up.” He stood, sliding the book into his pocket and grabbing his cane. “I’m Elsmed Fairchild. Welcome to Havenwood Falls.”

      “Havenwood Falls? I’m still in Colorado, right?” I rolled my pained shoulder a second time and grimaced as the bite went deep.

      “You are. Where are you from?” He stepped up to the side of the bed, and I did my best to avoid his deep, soul-burning gaze.

      “I’m driving from Iowa. Or I was.” I grimaced as I attempted to find a comfortable sitting position. “I haven’t hurt this bad in a while.”

      “You’re lucky you’re alive, really. Mule deer wouldn’t have caused that kind of damage. The sheriff is assuming it’s an elk, though no one has come forward with the kill. What was in Iowa, if I may ask?”

      “Nothing important enough to keep me there.” Giving up, I flopped back in the bed and closed my eyes. I wish I had something to deal with the deep aching.

      “I’ll call the nurse in and get you something for the pain in a moment.”

      I didn’t voice how creepy it was he seemed to have read my mind. “Do you sit in on all accident patients who are unconscious?”

      “Only the supernatural ones.”

      My eyes shot open and darted to his face. “Mr. Fairchild, I’m not supernatural.”

      The denial was automatic. I didn’t pretend to not know what he talked about. There was something preternatural about his demeanor that said he wouldn’t take
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