
  
    [image: Dark Desires]
  


  
    
      Dark Desires

      A Chateau Seductions boxed set

    

    
      
        Lisa Carlisle

      

    

    
      LisaCarlisleBooks.com

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Note

      

      
        Get Your Free Reads

      

    

    
      
        
          Dark Velvet

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

        

      

      
        
          Dark Muse

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

        

      

      
        
          I. Dark Stranger

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

        

      

      
        A Sneak Peek into Dark Pursuit

      

    

    
      
        Go Behind the Scenes

      

      
        Book List

      

      
        Join My VIP Readers List!

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This is a work of fiction intended for adult readers, age 18 and up.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Get Your Free Reads

          

        

      

    

    
      Have you read Darkness Rising?

      It’s Antoine’s story and takes place before this one, which is from Savannah’s point of view.

      You can read Antoine’s story for FREE.

      Visit lisacarlislebooks.com to sign up for my VIP readers list and get your copy now.

      You’ll also get access to other exclusive reader content!

      Happy reading,

      Lisa

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dark Velvet

          

        

      

    

    
      He’s a gifted sculptor. A successful billionaire. And insanely attractive.

      In other words, completely out of the league for a struggling grad student like me.

      I shouldn’t think of Antoine as anything other than my benefactor. He’s a gifted sculptor who owns the art colony. I’m only here due to his generosity.

      But the way he looks at me from his intense, smoldering eyes does nothing to stifle this forbidden attraction. 

      But when I discover his secrets, the truth is overwhelming.

      Should I walk away? Can I?

      I’ve never felt this kind of desire before.

      Yet there’s danger in his world.

      And the cost might be my life.

      DARK VELVET is the first book in the Chateau Seductions series.

      Join the fans who have discovered a world unlike any other in Lisa Carlisle's series with vampires, gargoyles, and wolf shifters!

      Full of fiery, forbidden romance and irresistible, misunderstood heroes, this series will captivate fans of steamy paranormal romance and lovers of all things gothic!

      "Looking for a sexy vampire novel? If so, then this is definitely a must buy!" ~ Paranormal Romance Junkies
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      Savannah’s fingers traced the cool marble of the god’s muscular back and then the definition in his arm as he drew an arrow to shoot. She pictured Antoine bent over the sculpture, brows furrowed in concentration, losing sense of time as he polished each portion to perfection.

      “Do you like this?” A deep voice whispering in her ear startled her.

      She jumped at the sound of his voice, bumping back into his hard chest, and he caught her upper arms to steady her. Only one man in the castle spoke in that smooth French accent—the sculptor himself.

      “Oh, I’m sorry, Antoine.” She fumbled taking a half step forward, away from him. “I shouldn’t have touched it.”

      “No, don’t apologize.” He let go of her arms, but his warm breath tickled her ear.

      He took her hand, caressing her palm, which sent tingles up her arm. Her bottom lip quivered as he brought her fingers to rest again on the marble piece. She thanked the gods he remained behind her so he couldn’t witness her nervous reaction, and she bit her lip to halt the tremors.

      This was not the way for a young protégée to behave in front of her benefactor. He owned the castle, created the art colony here where she was attending on a poetry scholarship—she shouldn’t go gaga simply from his touch. Which was exactly what she was doing.

      “It pleases me that you appreciate my work.” Leading her fingers down the figure’s chiseled chest, he leaned in closer and added, “I liked watching you admire it.”

      His voice alone sent flames rippling through her. Every nerve in her lit with awareness in reaction to him. In the weeks since they’d met, they’d never been alone in such proximity. Weeks of heated looks from afar had inflamed her desire so the slightest touch became intimate, strengthening her need for more.

      Sounds of approaching voices indicated this evening’s performance in the chateau would soon begin. Several of the musicians in the art colony had collaborated on orchestral pieces they wanted to play in front of an audience for the first time. As fellow artists in residence, they sought the support of fellow residents.

      Antoine kissed her hand like a suitor in a bygone era. “I hope you enjoy the concert, Savannah.”

      Her lips parted while she thought of what to say. Words tripped over each other in her brain.

      When she mustered up the courage to face him, he had already left the room. Unaware she’d been holding her breath, she exhaled. The space before her lost its vibrancy with his sudden absence.

      

      Several times over the course of the evening, Savannah caught Antoine’s dark eyes watching her. Her emotions roiled in confusion while the performers played Barber’s Adagio for Strings. The way he held her gaze without blinking made her squirm in the burgundy armchair. The rising tension and resolution from the violin and cello underscored her tumultuous emotions.

      She smiled at him briefly and focused on the musicians, aware of how her heartbeat had escalated. After breathing in a deep inhale, the scent of the room filled her. The distinctive aroma that suffused much of the castle reminded her of a classic library and art museum combined with the outdoor wilderness and coastal setting that seemed to permeate the stone.

      A fragrance as classic and wild and compelling as the sculptor who inhabited the castle.

      When she glanced again at Antoine, he still watched her unabashed, as if unconcerned about what the others would think. Oh, to have such confidence. Did that come with age? Experience?

      He took a sip of wine, nodded her way, and then returned his attention to the musicians. She sat up straighter and crossed her legs at the ankles, then uncrossed them, and crossed them again. Her awareness of him roused her senses, bathing her in simmering sensuality. The low, flattering light from the sconces, the emotive instrumentals, the luxurious scents that surrounded her—they all partnered to create a scene of seduction.

      The attraction was becoming more difficult to ignore. In light of how he breached the physical distance by touching her so earlier, she feared she’d be unable to keep her desires hidden much longer.

      She’d developed an instant crush since she arrived at the castle six weeks before. How could she not be—he was a renowned sculptor with a devastating, dark appeal. What was she to him than just another young resident who would be gone in another six weeks, replaced by another.

      Was she reading more into the brief exchange than was warranted?

      Adjusting in her seat, she pictured kissing his carved lips, tasting the sweet ruby port wine on his tongue. A tingle grew in her nipples. She imagined him touching them, kissing them, as he peered at her with those seductive eyes. An ardent rush of desire flooded between her legs.

      It’s just a look. Only a casual glance my way. Even as she attempted to fool herself, she knew she was full of shit.

      Since she had arrived for her stay at the artists’ colony called Les Beaux Arts at the Chateau DeRoche, she’d noticed something different about the owner, Antoine Chevalier. And not just the way his eyes bore into hers, shooting shivers through her and making it difficult to breathe. His quiet nature, his preference for seclusion for days at a time, and his still, composed temperament belied an intensity within. Noir eyes that rarely blinked spoke of haunted depth and smoldering passion. He was unlike any man she had ever met, and she wasn’t sure how to respond.

      Antoine had established an artist’s colony here in the early 2000s. He named it Les Beaux Arts at the Chateau DeRoche in homage both to his native France and DeRoche Island, where the chateau was located off the coast of Massachusetts, but most of the residents referred to it as the castle or the colony. The castle was perched atop one of the rocky cliffs on the tiny and remote island, which made it visible from many locations on the land. The island itself was scarcely a mile with no paved roads, streetlights, or cars, and only the diehard were permanent residents. Many residents came to the island by boat during the summer months and left before winter came; Antoine kept the colony open year-round.

      Although she forced herself to focus on the performance by watching the violinist’s hands before her, her thoughts drifted throughout the rest of the piece. Sensuous images of Antoine kissing her everywhere with those finely sculpted lips flooded her mind. She didn’t dare glance his way again, fearing her flushed cheeks would give her away.

      When the music ended and the audience applauded, they drifted out of the salon. Savannah congratulated the musicians on their performance.

      Although it was a cool winter night, her body was aflame with need, and she had to get some air. She strode down the stone hallway bedecked with Renaissance paintings to get to the front entrance.

      “How did you like the performance?”

      Antoine fell in step beside her, and her urgency to get outside dissipated.

      She stopped walking and faced him, the heat within her rose. “It was lovely,” she answered, her voice an octave higher than usual. Something about Antoine being so close kicked her body to work at a higher gear. Her pulse raced. She forced herself to breathe at a normal pace and not pant.

      “They worked so hard putting it together, and it came out wonderfully. I think they’re more than ready to perform it for outside guests soon.”

      Stop babbling, Savannah.

      Antoine glanced around at the others and then leaned closer. “Come to my library tonight,” he said in such a low sultry voice she barely heard him.

      Her heart raced, and when she glanced at him, his gaze was even more intense than usual. Antoine both excited and terrorized her. The way his hawk-like eyes bore into her incited physical reactions she couldn’t ignore.

      “Uh, um—” Taking a deep breath to steady her heartbeat, she said, “For any reason in particular?”

      “Yes.” One corner of his mouth twitched in a smile before he continued down the hall away from the residents. He turned over his shoulder and caught her gaping. “Say, ten o’clock.”
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      Savannah made it back to her room at nine-fifteen, which gave her plenty of time to freshen up.

      Freshen up, for what? She shook her head at her fantasies, which had gone further into overdrive since he invited her to his library.

      Although she sensed Antoine might harbor an attraction from the captivating stare that all but seared her body, she didn’t want to make a fool out of herself. Their conversations had always been professional, focused on art, despite the sensual tension rising beneath the surface. She suspected the professional dam erected between them would soon collapse. Yet, a small part of her warned the interest was merely one-sided, perhaps she’d misinterpreted it through a misguided schoolgirl infatuation.

      She brushed her teeth again and reapplied a burgundy lipstick. Examining her hair for flyaway strands, she smoothed them back into the old Hollywood style waves she’d set earlier. Then she appraised herself in the full-length mirror, sucking her stomach in and standing on tiptoe to see how she’d look taller and slimmer.

      Oh well, she was of average-height with curves. Nothing would change her into a tall, willowy, femme fatale, but at least her body parts were proportional. Flashing a smile at herself to gauge the charm factor, she thought she appeared presentable. She swirled the sleeveless, deep purple dress she’d purchased in a vintage clothing store back in Cambridge, listening to the soft satin swish around her calves. There were only so many places she could wear her vintage finds while at college, but here in the castle, they fit right in. Against the artful stone backdrop in the chateau, she might even pass for a 1940s film starlet. How different from her world as a grad student who wore second-hand jeans she could barely afford from a meager salary as a teacher’s assistant.

      Keep dreaming, darling.

      What did Antoine want to talk to her about? He’d never invited her to his library before, nor had he invited any of the other residents as far as she knew. Although a part of her visualized him giving her a penetrating, sensuous look before he touched her lips, perhaps he simply wanted to check in to see how she was doing with her projects. If that were the case, why wouldn’t he have just asked her that in the salon?

      Killing time, she took a leisurely route from her room on the second floor down to Antoine’s library in the basement level. She examined several of the paintings and murals in the halls and various sculptures and objets d’art throughout these three levels. Museum quality paintings of centuries past interspersed with modern pieces created by recent residents, connecting past to future in a vibrant art community.

      She’d come to Chateau DeRoche six weeks ago, taking off a term from grad school to attend the artist colony here for three months, after the lengthy and grueling application process. Admission was tough since the colony was one of the most sought after artist retreats. The idea of spending the days working on art, music, writing, or some other artistic pursuit in a remote medieval-styled castle perched on a cliff over the ocean attracted countless applicants each year. The application fee and rigorous application process almost made her abandon the effort. The colony offered grants to talented artists in need of assistance. She knew she fit in the latter category, but apparently the decision-makers——whom she guessed to be Antoine and Cameron, the art colony’s manager―decided she fit into the former as well.

      Lucky for her.

      If they’d offered her the time during the summer months, it would have been easier on her university schedule, but she wasn’t about to be difficult. She’d have to make up the classes she missed at some other time. This was an opportunity she couldn’t pass up.

      The first week was a difficult adjustment. Savannah was used to the hustle of the city. Her routine back home started with the rush, rush, rush of taking the train from her cramped shared apartment in Jamaica Plain, a neighborhood in Boston, to the small eclectic liberal arts college with a renowned art department in Cambridge. Transforming to the laissez-faire mindset of an artist’s colony at the castle was mind-boggling. Few clocks. No set morning and afternoon meal times. Eat when you want—attend a group evening dinner or eat on your own. No schedule to follow. Come and go as you please. Work when you’re inspired. No deadlines, no exams, and no papers to deal with.

      Some residents came to the castle and found the open schedule wasn’t for them. The lack of any structure allowed them to procrastinate. They found days with nothing scheduled to be boring and the idea of self-discipline too challenging.

      Savannah didn’t just grow accustomed to it; she cherished it, once the lack of a routine set in. The freedom of an artist’s life appealed to her. Waking up to her internal clock’s desire and then spending the day focused on writing poetry was a welcome respite from the early morning screech from her alarm before a day of rushing to classes, churning out papers, and poring over assigned readings. Weather permitting, she’d head out for a hike each morning, and in the afternoon, she’d find some time for yoga or meditation.

      Her time here was turning out even better than she daydreamed since first poring over the pages on the colony’s website.

      The site mentioned little about Antoine Chevalier in the art colony’s history. No photos of him to warn her how attractive he was. Just a brief mention in the castle’s history. It was built in the late 1990s by an eccentric young entrepreneur who made millions in the tech boom, building it in a medieval style inspired by Hammond Castle in Gloucester, Massachusetts.

      Once she’d arrived, she’d learned that when the tech market crashed, he sold the castle to Antoine Chevalier, a sculptor who’d lived in Montreal. Antoine then converted it into an artist’s colony with salons for painting, tiny enclaves with magnificent views for reading or writing, soundproofed rooms for playing music, as well as the community areas for residents to socialize.

      Often musicians would collaborate on music they could perform together, inviting the public to come watch them in the magnificent foyer area. Sometimes, the residents came up with a theme and writers or poets read their work, artists displayed their artwork, and musicians played for guests. Yet nobody was obligated to perform. The main goal of the time here was to develop and create, not entertain.

      Returning down the halls to the foyer, she glanced at an elaborately carved grandfather clock. It was ten o’clock. She bounded down the stairs, but then hesitated in front of Antoine’s door. She knocked lightly at first, but then louder to mask her lack of confidence as she wondered what awaited within.

      “Enter.” His voice a low seductive command that could melt panties. Hers in particular.

      She opened the door slowly and then squared her shoulders, raising her chin.

      Antoine sat in a rich red velvet armchair facing the fireplace. The vividness of the color reminded her of blood, surrounding his black-clad body. She found the four massive mahogany bookshelves as imposing as the man sitting in the front of them.

      Antoine always wore black, and his dark attire fit his brooding good looks well. Everything about him was dark, reflected in the depths of the endless pools of his eyes and mirror-like silkiness in his hair. It fell just long enough that a black strand occasionally swept across the planes of his chiseled cheeks, and she yearned to push it behind his ear.

      The only part of Antoine that wasn’t dark was his skin. It was as pale as the fallen snow outside the castle.

      “Close the door, please.” His smooth voice oozed the confidence she lacked. He emphasized “please” with an extended z sound that hummed with sensuality. How did he light her senses on fire with only four short words?

      When she shut the door, her heart thumped. Why did it feel like she was crossing into dangerous territory—dangerous and exciting?

      “This is a beautiful room,” she said, scanning the old burgundy and brown leather-bound books that must have cost a fortune.

      “It’s where I like to retire when I’m not working. I come here—to think.”

      And he’d invited her here. Why?

      “You wanted to see me?” She remained where she was, not daring to move any closer.

      He turned his gaze from the fire crackling over the logs to face her. Those dark eyes scanned her from head to foot and when they reached her once again, they gleamed with unmistakable hunger.

      “Take off your clothes,” he said calmly.

      “What?” Her mouth dropped open. “How dare you? Why would you say that?” Her voice trembled.

      His lust-filled eyes hadn’t left hers. She found it hard to break the passionate gaze. Yet after she did, the fascination returned. What could she discover from his mesmerizing stare?

      “Because we both want you to.” His rich, low murmur made parts of her tremble from lips to knees.

      “Why—why—what do you mean?” She lifted her chin to project more confidence.

      “Something has been building between us since you arrived at the chateau.” He methodically tapped a long pale finger with a large pointed silver ring against the arm of the chair. “I want you, and you want me. Can you tell me that’s not the truth?”

      “I—I—” What was she trying to say? “You confuse me. I don’t know what I want when I’m around you,” she managed. “You throw me off guard.”

      “There’s no reason to feel that way,” he said. “I will tell you outright what I want. You. And I think you feel the same about me.” He leaned forward. “I’m quite sure of it.” His eyes remained fixed on hers as he stroked a figure eight into the upholstery leaving a trail of fibers brushed in different directions. “Just do what I say, and see if you like how it makes you feel. If at any time you want to stop, stop.”

      It seemed to make sense. But did it? Did she come down here to strip for Antoine? And God knew what else.

      “Take off your clothes,” he said again in the same direct command he used earlier.

      She gaped at him for a few moments, waiting. For what? For him to say, “Just kidding?”

      His eyes never left hers. Watching her patiently. His self-confidence affected her in a way she’d never experienced—powerful, exciting and utterly irresistible. She hesitated a moment more before submitting to his will, and shivers of anticipation coursed through her.

      She slid her dark purple dress off one shoulder and then the other, keeping her eyes on him. She reached around to the back of her dress and unzipped it.

      He didn’t move. She didn’t think he even blinked.

      What are you doing? What are you doing?

      Ignoring reason, she let the dress drop with a swoosh of satin to the floor. She stood in only her black lace bra, panties, and black strappy heels and his eyes raked her body. Rather than making her self-conscious, his visual appraisal filled her with a boldness and desire—a desire she’d seen reflected in his eyes only moments before.

      “Très bien. Beautiful.”

      Pride swelled within her knowing she met with his approval. Why, she wasn’t sure. But she suspected any woman standing in her almost-naked-except-for-my-shoes might feel the same. Having an attractive man survey her with such sensuality made it difficult to resist wanting to please him.

      “Thank you.” She stifled a proud schoolgirl smile.

      “Come to me.” Antoine patted his lap.

      When she hesitated, he said, “It’s okay. Don’t be nervous.”

      She walked over to him, and he took her by one hand, leading her onto his lap. So much happened inside her in those moments that the seconds seemed much longer. The mere touch of his hand fulfilled a desire in itself. How many times had she fantasized simply touching him since she had first seen him in the castle? Their eyes had locked so many times, more than a casual glance. She was always the first to break the eye contact, the connection was too disarming. But they’d never been closer than a couple of feet from each other until tonight. Now their bodies met and with such intimacy in her near naked state.

      His eyes were the dark pools she’d perceived from afar, but up close they revealed a brightness within, imbuing them with an even greater depth and intensity. And his scent. It reminded her of something earthy and outdoors, reminiscent of the wild rugged trails on the island itself.

      She kept her arms down at her side, not sure what to do with them. Everything about Antoine made her more self-aware. It wasn’t uncomfortable, more like knowing someone had taken notice of her—watching, appraising. It made her want to stand up straighter and look her best.

      “Verr-ry good,” he said.

      God, that accent alone set her fantasies on fire.

      He lifted his index finger to her bottom lip. Her mouth parted in agonizing anticipation wondering what he had in mind.

      He ran his finger along it and said, “Your lips are beautiful. So sensuous. I’ve imagined touching them many times.”

      “You have?”

      “Kissing them. Licking them. Biting them.” He raised an eyebrow. “Watching you wrap them around my cock.”

      She glanced at the floor and her cheeks burned. They must have turned as blood red as the armchair.

      Savannah should have said something—something to admonish him for talking to her like that. That’s what a respectable young professional would have done. But right then, she didn’t care about professionalism or what she ought to do. All she was aware of was how much she wanted him, how long she had dreamed of being with him, and good god, she didn’t want him to stop.

      “You’ve driven me mad with need, Savannah. The way you look at me…” His finger trailed from her lips to the swells of her breasts above a lacy, black bra. He traced along the top seam from one to the other and then dipping between the middle.

      His touch had her almost squirming with need for him. And hearing him say her name in that unbelievably sexy voice caused as much pleasure as the sensual words he had uttered.

      A gleam of triumph rose in her. The attraction wasn’t all just in her head. Yet all she could think of to say was, “Oh.”

      “I’ve tried to keep my distance from you, for your own good, but I cannot stay away any longer.”

      His words scorched her desire, every part of her was now aflame. Through ragged breaths, she uttered, “Then don’t.”

      “I think you should be punished for tormenting me for so long.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      “Punished?” Savannah repeated in a throaty tone she didn’t recognize.

      “For tormenting me―as you’re doing now. Widening your eyes like. It drives my hunger for you. You’ve done that since the first moment we met.”

      Her thoughts flickered back to her arrival at the castle. He welcomed her in the foyer with Cameron, the art colony’s manager, who showed her to a room. From that point on, she was drawn to him. The way his eyes fixed on hers convinced her he could see right through her. It was as though he could read her thoughts—especially sensual fantasies involving him—and he discovered the secrets of her very soul.

      For weeks, they exchanged pleasantries about each other’s work while hungry gazes indicated so much more. She was a true admirer of Antoine’s sculptures. He had been compared to Rodin, but with his own seductive take on the human figure and his own twist of a darker world of monsters and myths. He claimed to have been impressed with her poetry—said he had known when he read the first one she’d submitted with her application that she could express the wonders of the world in ways others could not. She beamed under that appraisal.

      Beyond their admiration of each other’s art, there lay a darker pull. Tension flowed from her taut muscles on learning it wasn’t one-sided.

      He leaned back on the chair. “Lie across my lap.”

      Furrowing her brows, Savannah asked, “What do you mean?”

      “Lie face down across me.”

      She wanted to please him. Needed to. For some inexplicable reason she trusted him not to do anything she wouldn’t want. Deep within, she guessed at what he was going to do next, which thrilled her all the more. When she lay across his lap, she grasped onto the arm of the chair. Her bare cheeks were on display since she only wore a thong. Focusing on the light snow falling outside the castle walls, she also caught the crackling flames in the fireplace in her peripheral vision.

      Her fingers dug deeper into the velvet as she waited, focusing on the scene outside to distract herself from fear and anticipation. The snow disappeared into the roaring waves of the Atlantic Ocean outside while the bravest flakes clung precariously to the rocks, giving an otherworldly glow beneath the incandescent moon. Beyond the clouds, she caught a cluster of stars, blazing pinpoints through the black sheen of the night. A brilliant contrast without city lights competing for visibility. Although the windows were closed, the faint sounds of waves crashing against the cliffs penetrated through the glass, emphasizing the endlessly slow passage of time.

      How long she waited she didn’t know. But the expectation that built up during the delay set every part of her body on high alert.

      “You know you drive me wild, don’t you?”

      “No,” she objected, confused.

      “You know you do it on purpose. And you must be disciplined.”

      She bit her lip, bracing herself for what he had in store.

      “Don’t be afraid. Art is full of agony and beauty.” His voice conveyed his reverence. “The pen itself a sword of pleasure and pain, isn’t it, my poet?”

      She melted under those eloquent words that captured her world. “Yes,” she cried. “Please... do it now.”

      Thwack!

      Savannah cried out at the sudden sharpness. Conflicting feelings of humiliation and increased desire soared through her. She’d never experienced anything like this before, never been with someone so overwhelming, so passionate. Her burning buttocks felt some relief when he placed his cool hand on the site where he had just hit. What shocked her most was that she wanted more.

      “All those furtive looks. Then turning away. Teasing me. You know exactly what you’re doing.” His voice lowered to a sensual tone just above a whisper.

      When she perceived his arm move, the anticipation heightened. Her fingers dug even deeper into the upholstery, bracing herself for what was to come next.

      Antoine smacked the other cheek, and she cried out again. It still hurt like hell, but since she knew what to expect this time, it wasn’t as shocking.

      “You deserve to be punished, don’t you?”

      Before she could summon a defense since she’d done nothing wrong, he slapped her again. “Don’t you?” he repeated.

      Despite the pain, she didn’t want it to end. She cried, “Yes.” She’d never felt anything like this before, never even thought she’d like it. But the more he touched her that way, the more she wanted it.

      “Do you want me to stop?”

      “No,” she all but begged.

      “Because you like it rough like this. I knew you would.”

      He did? How? It was new to her.

      “More.” She uttered a request she never thought she’d say.

      “Say please again.” His voice was a low rasp. “I liked hearing you say that.”

      “Please,” she begged.

      He swatted her twice more on each cheek. The anticipation rose each time, leaving her both quivering with expectation and anxiety for the next sting of his palm against her flesh.

      “I’ll take it easy on you tonight, but the next time...”

      The excitement bolting through her was unsurpassed. They hadn’t even kissed, and yet Antoine drove her wild with desire in only a few minutes in his presence. When he spoke about their next time together, the joy that bubbled through her was enough to make her burst.

      Antoine slipped his fingers inside the edge of her thong, down where the fluids moistened the thin fabric.

      “Look at you. So wet. You liked a little pain, didn’t you?”

      She bit her lip.

      He removed his hand and smacked her again. “Didn’t you?”

      “Yes!”

      “Good girl.” He covered the sore spot with his hand and the coolness of his skin again soothed it.

      Antoine found his way back inside her panties. As he explored her sensitive flesh, she squirmed on his lap. When he found her sensitive spot, she gasped. He inched a finger inside, and she pressed against his hand to encourage him in deeper.

      “You want more, don’t you?”

      “Yes. Dear God, yes.”

      He removed his finger. As she was about to protest, he said, “Tonight, just a morsel. You don’t know how much I want to taste you.”

      The image of him exploring her with his tongue sent another wave of need through her.

      “But not tonight. Stand up,” Antoine commanded.

      Savannah stumbled to her feet, a little wobbly from being bent over his lap with buttocks stinging. A forceful need overpowered those sensations. She wanted Antoine inside her.

      “We have to wait.” Antoine ran a hand from the bottom of her bra down her midriff to the top of her thong.

      “Why?” she cried out, more a desperate plea than a question.

      “The greater the anticipation, the greater the reward.”

      “No, Antoine.” She shook her head. “I don’t want to wait.”

      “Trust me,” he said, “it’ll be worth it.” He stood, looming over her, and pressed her hand against his stiff erection. “It’s just as difficult for me as it is for you.”

      He kissed her gently on the lips. When he pulled away, she noticed gleaming white fangs. She hadn’t seen them before; they confirmed what she’d suspected but didn’t dare believe. He wasn’t an ordinary man.

      She stepped back toward the door. “Oh my God. Are those—fangs?” The words echoed in her head. It sounded insane to even ask that question.

      His penetrating stare was so powerful, she’d been sure it couldn’t be human. He rarely blinked. Although this should terrify her, she’d lived in the castle with him for weeks. If he posed a danger to her or others, something would have happened by now, right? By this point, she knew him as a person, a fellow artist, not a threat. A part of her remained wary, but was dwarfed by the attraction.

      “Excuse me?” He mustered a confused expression. Then he flashed a gentle smile, revealing only perfectly even white teeth.

      Had she just imagined it?

      “I’m sorry.” She gazed at the floor. “That was rude. I must have thought I saw something.”

      It must have been a play from the light and shadows as there were no signs of them now. Either that or she was losing her damn mind.

      “Don’t be sorry.” He distracted her by tracing the right side of her body from breasts to hips. “One day I have to sculpt you—your lines, your curves—make you immortal.” A wry smile came over his face.

      “Immortal,” Savannah repeated.

      He bent down to pick up her dress and helped put it on over her head. “It’s such a shame to cover up such a beautiful figure.”

      She raised her chin. “Then why do it?” The slight catch in her voice betrayed her attempt at projecting confidence.

      “I have something in mind that will make it better.” Antoine leaned close to her ear and spoke in a low sensuous tone. “I want you to go back to your room and climb into your bed. Think of me. Run your hands over your body the way you want me to touch you. Think of me licking you the way you want. Think of me inside you.”

      Her knees almost buckled. Why was he torturing her this way? His seductive voice saying things that made her want him with an even deeper intensity.

      As difficult as it was to leave, she wanted to play along with his game. See where it led. She didn’t see how she could want him any more at the moment, but she forced herself to adjust her dress and agree. Then she walked toward the door.

      “I’ll be here, thinking of you, my sweet Savannah.” He touched his chin. “Thinking of the way the light shines in your eyes. The way your lips quiver when I touch you. The softness of your skin. Of making you moan when I do all the things I want to do to you.”

      Her eyes dropped to the floor as her cheeks burned.

      “Come back at sunset tomorrow.”
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      Flushed and dazed, Savannah walked back to her room. Her muscles tightened in her frustration, yet other parts of her tingled, eager to play this game. Thankful she didn’t run into any of the other residents on the way back, Savannah climbed the stairs to the second floor and entered her room, wishing it was closer to Antoine’s. His library was on the lower level—or one of his many rooms, she supposed, since he owned the castle.

      Where did he sleep?

      Her room was as bright and cheery as Antoine’s sitting room was dark and masculine. A white four-poster bed with a fluffy white down comforter faced two windows that overlooked the Atlantic. A matching writing desk, bureau, and nightstand with a vase filled with daisies dotted the room. She often wrote at the desk during the times she wanted solitude in her room. Her favorite feature was the Papasan-style chair with oversized periwinkle blue cushions and pillows where she could curl up and read or write with a magnificent view of the ocean.

      The faint sound of the waves crashing against the rocks behind the window carried white noise she’d associated as one of the most soothing sounds she’d ever experienced. Now she’d forever think of those moments bent over Antoine’s lap in his chamber. She longed to open her window to hear the mighty roar of the ocean. Since it was February and the brisk winter wind would lash at her, she abandoned that terrible idea.

      She pulled on a white cotton and lace nightie and crawled under the covers. And then did as Antoine directed, running her hands over her breasts as she thought of him. Imagining his fingers traveling down her skin, down to her legs, her inner thighs, and higher. Trailing her fingers between her legs, she pictured his dark eyes as he kissed down her body, stopping to gaze at her before he kissed her there. Bringing her to a slow, sensuous, delirious state.

      Was he touching himself as he thought of her? Stroking himself as he fantasized about her mouth on him?

      Envisioning him doing the same thing intensified her fantasies. Each time she grew closer to climaxing, she pulled back, not wanting the sensual experience to end.

      Tomorrow—where would they continue tomorrow? Savannah’s mind burst with erotic possibilities. If he could make her tremble with a lingering gaze, what would he do with his touch?

      She imagined how his hands would rove over her flesh, those of a patient lover, one skilled at making something magical. To touch him would be exquisite in itself, but to kiss him—she might lose all reason.

      Too often when she’d seen him at dinner or in the community rooms, she visualized touching his rich lips before she kissed him. The times he didn’t appear at dinner were drawn out with agony. Where was he? How could he deprive her of what she looked forward to each night?

      Now with her fantasies so close to coming true, the longing grew so intense she could barely take it.

      To finally be with him. She couldn’t stifle the soft moans through the escalating tension. As the waves rolled through her, her inner walls pulsed. She yearned for him inside her and whispered his name. Her body rose as she crashed over the edge, as violently as the ocean hitting the cliffs.

      For several moments she lay still, letting the aftershocks rock through her.

      As her heated body cooled, thoughts of Antoine still consumed her. Was his hearing acute enough to hear her from below?

      

      The next morning, Savannah floated through the castle like a ghost, bewildered by the night before. She counted down the minutes until sunset. Was her attraction to him real or had he put some sort of spell on her? She’d never felt this way about anyone before and the intensity of her feelings scared her.

      At breakfast, she barely greeted Mark and Gina, two other artists in residence as she spooned the freshly made oatmeal into a bowl. She didn’t know Mark well, but she considered Gina a friend.

      Savannah flavored her oatmeal with fresh fruits, nuts, and spices in the hopes of spurring her appetite. The chefs here were spectacular, trained in the finest restaurants in the world. It would be a shame not to relish each meal while she was here before she returned to meals of peanut butter and jelly.

      “What’s up with you this morning?” Mark Waters asked, a violinist who had played in the performance the night before.

      “Nothing. Just have an idea consuming me. I have to get it out on paper before I forget.”

      “I can understand that,” Mark said.

      “You played wonderfully last night,” she told him as she emptied the barely touched oatmeal from the bowl.

      “Good luck with whatever you’re working on,” Gina said as Savannah filled up her coffee mug. If anyone could relate, it was Gina. She was a painter who often holed herself up in a painting studio for days at a time, barely eating or sleeping when hit by overpowering inspiration.

      Savannah didn’t have an appetite, but she’d drink piping hot coffee all day long if she had the choice. Part of what kept grad students going and going and going.

      The idea of being consumed by art was one that wasn’t just accepted here, it was expected. They were here first to work on their art. Socializing was secondary—although many great ideas came out during meals or evenings in the salon during discussions with fellow artists. However, first and foremost, they were at the art colony to focus on their passion.

      Mark added, “Did you hear about what happened to the dockworker?”

      “No,” Savannah said, taking the first glorious sip of her coffee.

      “His body was found in the woods,” Mark added.

      She put her coffee cup down. “What happened?”

      Mark replied, “They think it was some kind of accident.”

      “What kind of accident?” Savannah asked.

      “I wonder if it was a wild animal,” Gina piped in, her eyes widening.

      Savannah shot her a skeptical look. “What lives on this tiny island that could inflict such damage?”

      Gina clucked her tongue. “True.”

      “What else did you hear?” Savannah asked Mark.

      “Nothing,” he replied. “One of the delivery guys mentioned it this morning.”

      “I’ve been on this island long enough to know how rumors spread.” Savannah raised her eyebrows in skepticism. “News gets amplified and distorted pretty quickly in paradise.”

      Gina gave her a half-nod. “Nevertheless, maybe you should think twice about going for a walk today.”

      Savannah took another sip of coffee. It was too early for this conversation. “Why, for an unconfirmed report of an accident? Come on, I’m not going to get spooked over something that was probably blown way out of proportion. I bet it was just some guy who had a minor injury. The next person says he lost an arm. The next, he was killed. And so on. You know how it goes.”

      Gina titled her head as she glanced at Mark. “City girls. Always so skeptical.”

      Mark laughed and then added, “Suspicious of anything without cold hard facts.”

      

      As Savannah bundled up with layers of fleece, gloves, and furry snow boots to go on her morning walk, she did have a minute of hesitation. All the talk about the accident did have a way of setting her imagination rife with possibilities of what actually happened.

      Nah, she dismissed with a shaky laugh. They were just trying to spook her out. The guy was perfectly fine. Perhaps needed a few stitches from a minor work accident. They’d probably hear the real story in due time, if there even was one. Anyway, she chose to stay close to the castle just in case, no need to seek danger in the woods on the other side of the island.

      She walked throughout the snowy trails through the trees near the coast. With each step, she forgot about the dockworker as her thoughts were drawn inward, to a much darker place, remembering what happened with Antoine last night. His dark eyes, full brows, strong nose, and defined lips were imprinted in her mind.

      Stepping out of her good girl role into that naughtier version of herself last night had given her a taste of decadence she didn’t want to relinquish any time soon. Giving up control to let Antoine lead her down this sensual path fascinated her in ways she never would have expected.

      What would happen when she returned tonight? How much further would they go?

      The anticipation excited her, like Antoine promised it would. How much more she could take without imploding.

      Navigating the unplowed areas was trickier than she thought, and it required her concentration. On her ascent, patches of ice hid beneath the snow. The island was filled with hiking trails, through a variety of terrain from woods and ravines to cliffs on the coast.

      Away from the castle, signs reminded visitors and residents to leave the island in its natural state, not to litter or impact the ecosystem. The colony’s residents or locals who lived on the island pledged to keep the island from becoming overdeveloped. Much of its charm emanated from its rugged natural beauty. If too much of the land was built upon, it would lose the appeal that made it the ideal remote paradise many found it to be.

      Some residents who came to the art colony found the island a backward way of existence that lacked all the conveniences of the modern era. Although it had running water, electricity, and cellular service, it didn’t have all the time-saving elements of a fast-paced society. Many romanticized the idea of a castle on a remote island, but once they arrived, faced the reality of not having a variety of fast food restaurants and box stores nearby, were disappointed. Those who came here and embraced the slower, simpler pace of life, reveled in the opportunity to work on their art.

      Finding a less steep pitch, Savannah descended to more level ground. She meandered without a destination in mind to clear her head of its turmoil and questions—and longing for night to fall. She didn’t go as far as the lighthouse and fishermen’s cottages on the opposite end of the island, exploring these trails through the snow was enough of a challenge.

      Although she admired the scenery of snow-covered trees, she pictured what the island looked like the rest of the year. What would it be like in the spring when the snows were replaced by nourishing rain, welcoming green growth? What types of flowers and grasses would grow? A part of her longed to stay here year-round to see how the island changed from season to season.

      No, she was definitely not fantasizing about being a full-year resident of the island, she told herself. Certainly not.

      The last thing Savannah expected when she came to Chateau DeRoche was to meet someone like Antoine. He appeared to haunt the castle in the evenings, never appearing in daylight. He told them his internal clock was set to be a night owl, and he did his best work in the evening when most of the rest of the castle’s occupants were sleeping.

      She had suspicions that there was more to the story than he revealed, which were all but confirmed when she saw the gleaming fangs. Could he be―?

      No, that didn’t make sense. Vampires didn’t exist. There had to be some other explanation.

      Like what?

      She’d never noticed the fangs before last night. Sharp white fangs.

      A frightening thought entered her mind. Could he have lured residents here to this isolated world to—feed? From the beginning, she’d sensed something different about him. And fangs indicated he was a predator. Were there here not as residents, but to serve a much darker need?

      No, no, no. You sound paranoid. You’ve been here for six weeks. Has he attacked you? Attacked anyone? Has there been any indication that he poses a danger to any of you?

      Savannah shook her head at how ridiculous she was being. Instead of being grateful for the opportunity to live and work here, she concocted some wild nightmare of Antoine luring artists here to feed in a frenzied bloodlust.

      He had you alone last night. Don’t you think he would have used that opportunity to attack if that was his intent?

      Yesterday evening when he asked her to come to his study, she never dreamed what he had in store. Her body heated remembering his touch, the way his eyes traveled over her and the sting of his hands against her skin, drawing out such pain and pleasure in one. No signs of wanting to harm her.

      Yes, she was being foolish. She followed the perimeter of the island along the coast and returned to the cobblestone path that led to the castle. At least this stretch was cleared of snow, so it would be easier to transport the weekly deliveries of food and supplies. When she approached, the many gargoyles perched among the ornate stone carvings welcomed her back.

      She reached the grounds, but wasn’t ready to go inside. It would be agony while she waited for sunset to go to him, when she knew he was so close.

      Instead, Savannah headed down to the shore. The breeze off the Atlantic was mild enough today that she didn’t run back inside for cover. She ventured down to the rocks near the ocean’s edge and walked the sands keeping watch for signs of driftwood and sea glass. A piece of driftwood peeked through a tangled of seaweed. She unwrapped the salty-scented, olive green mass from the smoothed bark. Then she walked over to place the driftwood along with others she’d collected, further up the beach away from the tide.

      For several more minutes, Savannah stared out into the waves, watching them crash. The eternal sound of ebbing and flowing lulled her into a near meditative state. When she felt restored enough to head back inside the castle, she caught sight of one of Antoine’s sculptures in the foyer. A marble rendition of a nude couple. The male draped his arm protectively around her waist, drawing her to him. She appeared more fluid, standing before him and leaning forward in response to his touch. The movement was almost visible—it was as if Antoine caught a private moment in the midst of two lovers’ passionate embrace.

      Savannah ran her finger down the man’s back, down his muscular thigh, letting her skin react to the coolness of the marble, remembering Antoine’s whisper after she touched another one of his sculptures. Closing her eyes to replay the scenario, she was reminded of the tingles spreading through her when his hand took hers.

      White skin. A protective embrace. A man so intoxicating, the slightest touch drew his woman to him.

      A wave of inspiration hit her, not unlike one she mentioned to Gina at breakfast. She went back to her room and grabbed her writing pad and iPhone and then wandered the hallways to find an empty sitting room. Her favorite one was free; a circular room that left the gray rocks that formed much of the exterior uncovered and had enormous windows overlooking the sea. She curled up on a dark blue chaise and played Morphine’s Cure for Pain, a sexy, soulful album she often listened to when writing.

      Savannah wrote with such a fierce hold on her pen that her fingers hurt. When she finished scrawling several pages, she reread what she wrote. Dark poems, full of longing and passion. The deep, inner desires of a woman pushing her limits while exploring her lover. Intense fantasies described through metaphor.

      Holy hell. What was Antoine bringing out in her?

      She flipped through the beginning and read some earlier attempts at love poems written back in Boston, inspired by unrequited schoolgirl crushes. They seemed so light and superficial in comparison. Since she’d come to the castle, her work had taken on a darker, more sensuous nature. Perhaps they were influenced by the brooding setting of this castle perched above these untamed cliffs. Or had her fascination with Antoine’s brooding nature inspired more than just her art?

      She shook her head. Why was she complicating her stay? What was she was getting herself into? Artists could come to the colony for as little as two weeks or as long as six months. Savannah had chosen three months, which was a reasonable compromise for how long she could get away from her university life. And now with half of that done, it already seemed far too short. Was it foolish to begin something with an expiration date, which would make it even more difficult to leave?
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      Late that afternoon, Savannah asked to have a dinner plate sent to her room. If Antoine was at dinner this evening, she couldn’t bear the heated looks in front of the others while she waited for them to be alone. Knowing how on edge she was already, it would be apparent to other residents that something was up.

      While she waited for dinner to arrive, she took a long shower and groomed herself to perfection, spraying herself with a wildflower mist. She wanted to smell nice for Antoine, but didn’t want to overdo it with perfume. Who knew how sensitive his sense of smell was? A light scent seemed like a suitable choice.

      A dinner tray was waiting when she stepped out of the bathroom. A sumptuous plate of lamb kabobs, Greek salad, and buttery rice. Oh, how she loved this colony. If it wasn’t for all the hikes and yoga, she probably would have packed on a few pounds from all the delicious entrees.

      After she ate and brushed her teeth, Savannah dressed in sexy red lingerie, a lacy ensemble with black thigh high stockings attached to a garter belt that made her feel like the sexiest woman to walk the earth. Every woman should own an outfit like this. She appraised herself in the mirror, imagining how Antoine’s eyes would linger over her body later on.

      When she applied makeup, she added an extra coat of black mascara and smudged kohl eyeliner under her blue-gray eyes that gave them a smoky appeal and set off the color. Then she found a redder shade of lip gloss she reserved for special occasions and pouted in the mirror to see if it gave her the vampy look she was going for.

      Not bad, you sexy bitch. You don’t look the part of a teacher’s assistant tonight.

      Savannah slipped on a black wraparound dress that set off the highlights in her chestnut hair and slipped into sexy, black, strappy heels. Then she gazed out at the setting sun, waiting for night to fall. The sunsets blazed with a magnificent array of colors reflecting off the waves, highlighting the coastline rocks and cliffs as though it were artwork itself. She made it a point not to miss any during her time here. Where else would she have the luxury to enjoy such a magnificent view evening after evening? When she left the colony, the frescoes in the sky would remain imprinted on her mind for a long time.

      Among other memories.

      After the last vestige of the fiery, orange glow was swallowed by the sea, she forced herself to wait an extra few minutes. She didn’t want to head down to his library too early. Appear too eager.

      Finally, it was time to go to Antoine.

      In the hallway, she passed Tim, another resident. She’d hoped not to run into anyone to have to explain anything, but that plan had failed.

      “You look nice, Savannah.” He glanced at her outfit. “Very nice. Where are you off to?”

      “Uhh…” She didn’t have an explanation. “I’ll tell you later,” she said. “I’m running late.”

      Real smooth, Savannah. Now what are you going to tell him next time you seem him?

      Oh, who cares? That guy rarely showers or knows the definition of personal hygiene. I’m sure I can come up with something.

      She practically skipped down the stone stairs leading to Antoine’s study. When she reached the door, she hesitated. A warning returned, reminding her of the fangs. Her pulse raced, and her stomach performed more twisted lurches than any yoga moves she’d ever attempted as she argued with herself. One side warning her against making a poor decision, the other yearning to go in there, desperate to see him all day. After an eternity of internal debate, she knocked.

      “Come in.” His deep voice spoke of his confidence, underscored by sensuality.

      His voice alone captivated her. Savannah opened the door and found him sitting in the velvet chair, onyx eyes fixated on her. Whereas last night her mind was full of uncertainly as to why he called her down here, tonight was different. She had an inkling—she just wondered how far it would go.

      “I’ve been waiting for you.” His voice sizzled with hunger.

      And I’ve been thinking about you non-stop like a sex-crazed harlot since I left…

      “I’m here.” She forced it to sound nonchalant, despite the escalated workings of her body systems.

      A smile curled from the corner of his mouth. His lips were so perfectly shaped they must have been carved by a sculptor like him.

      “You look stunning tonight.” He lifted his chin. “You know what I want you to do next.”

      Savannah shifted from one foot to the other, biting her lower lip.

      “Don’t be shy. We’ve gotten past that last night.” Antoine leaned forward, eyes never leaving hers. “Strip.”

      She knew it was coming, but still hearing the command sent electrified pulses through her. She hesitated before untying the belt of her dress and let it drop to the floor.

      “Mon Dieu.” The natural confident expression he usually wore faltered, and he shifted in his armchair.

      A hint of a smile escaped her lips. Seeing Antoine’s expression as his eyes fixated upon her body made blowing a chunk of her paycheck at Victoria’s Secret worth every penny.

      “I know what you’re doing,” he said, regaining his composure. “You’re trying to tease me.” He leaned back and smiled with a gleam in his eye. “You must want to be punished.”

      She wanted it. But hearing him say it turned her as red as her ensemble.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Sir?” he repeated. “I like that.” He rubbed his bottom lip. “Come here.”

      He stood up, and she walked over to him, peering at him with expectation. He brushed her arm before he stepped behind her.

      “Bend
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