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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 . . .

      After being gone for several decades, Gabriel Doyle feels drawn to his former hometown in Colorado. His memories are vague and blurry, but he can’t resist the urge to go, especially when the woman in his dreams begins to appear in real life. What he’s not so sure about is what he faces on his return—leading the Lilith Nest vampires.

      Needing a fresh start, Alina Anand takes a nanny job for a mage family in Havenwood Falls. At first, life is great. She loves her charges and finds the town quaint and welcoming, but everything changes when her employers steal her amulet—and take control of her wish-granting powers. Bound to them by tradition, she has no choice but to serve them.

      When their destinies collide, Gabriel and Alina discover a connection that goes beyond their undeniable passion. But to save Alina, Gabriel must decide whether to pick up the dark life of bloodshed and revenge he left behind, or to ask for help from those who demand sacrifice. Nothing in life is free. The star-crossed lovers must fight for what they desire most—to be who they are, love who they want, and escape the bonds of their pasts in a town that forgives little and forgets nothing.
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          GABRIEL

        

      

    

    
      Her skin was smooth and flawless like Chinese porcelain, and the way her heart drummed excitedly in her chest when I touched her drove me wild. She was a drug I was hopelessly addicted to.

      “I’ve missed you,” she whispered, dropping the sheet she had wrapped around herself.

      The scent of her arousal invaded my senses and blurred any clear thoughts. All-consuming, that was what the vixen was to me.

      Tugging my shirt over my head and throwing it to the ground, I strode toward my prize. Her nipples were drawn up into tight buds as I crossed the expanse of my hotel suite to her. Oh yes, she wanted me. She rubbed her thighs together as if it could relieve the pressure of her desire.

      “You’re all I can think about. Even when I’m awake, I feel like I’m just passing the time until you’re in my arms again,” I confessed.

      My nameless beauty closed the gap between us, nipping the tender flesh over my collar bone and sliding down me, sinking to her knees. Her hands worked quickly to free me from my slacks. My cock sprung free and her eyes devoured every inch. Her pink tongue swept over her lips, and her eyes dared me to deny her what she wanted.

      “Hungry?” I teased, stepping out of my pants and fisting my throbbing cock.

      She nodded slowly, leaning forward until her breath fanned over me, making me damn near lose control on the spot. Her fingers skimmed over my sensitive skin before wrapping around me securely. Her hand slid up and down my length lazily, and I let my eyes fall closed, relishing every second. Her hot, slick tongue traced the thick shaft from the bottom up, and her lips enveloped me as she reached the top.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, my hips flexing instinctively and driving me deeper into her mouth.

      I could feel the muscles of her mouth stretch into a coy smile just before she set about her task, taking me in as deeply as she could. Pressure was growing low in my belly, and every nerve was firing like a Fourth of July display. Picking up the pace, her head bobbed up and down as she pushed me faster toward my peak. Her deft fingers worked furiously between her legs. It was a sight that would drive a lesser man to his knees with need, but she was mine, only mine, to savor.

      She repeated the same pattern, taking me in deep and then flicking her succulent tongue over the head of my dick. The woman was driving me wild and playing me like a well-loved instrument. Her free hand snaked down, cupping my balls and dragging her nails over them, bringing me to my tipping point.

      “Christ, you need to stop, or I’m going to come,” I warned her, holding back and giving her plenty of time to release her hold, but she didn’t.

      Her devious eyes darted to my own, dancing with mirth as she sucked harder. I was a goner under her skilled touch. Not two minutes later, thick ropes of cum erupted from me, coating her throat as I roared in ecstasy. The vixen swallowed down every drop like she was starved for it, drawing it out until my last spasm faded.

      She licked her lips with satisfaction, her heavy-lidded eyes betraying her arousal.

      “I want more.”

      Drained of energy, I crossed to the bed and held my hand out to her. Just before she came close enough, the room faded to black, and she was torn away from me.

      My eyes cracked open before I could reach her. The room was dark, but I could tell the sun was beginning to set. It was another dream.

      Every day for months, the bronzed goddess had visited me and drawn me into her thrall. Women had thrown themselves at me, yet the nameless woman from my dreams had been all I could think about. Hell, my dick wouldn’t even respond to another anymore, not of its own volition anyway. My cock was painfully hard, and my fangs dug into my lower lip with my desire, despite the exotic woman’s absence.

      I could still see her stunning figure standing before me as vividly as though it had just happened, begging me to come for her. Her sensuous voice called to me, telling me she was waiting for me in Havenwood Falls, and I couldn’t live on dreams anymore. I had to know if she was real, no matter what.
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          GABRIEL

        

      

    

    
      There it was again. The relentless pull to leave. This time was different, though. This time, it whispered a name I’d heard before . . . in my dreams. My recurring vision came back to me. An exotic beauty and somewhere called Havenwood Falls. The name had been repeated until it was all I could think about. When I’d done a search, nothing had shown up. I decided to make some calls. Eventually, I’d been able to narrow it down to the mountains of Colorado. No one could remember the town, nor its location, but I’d been told at least twice that I should check out the majestic mountains of the western state. With the red-eye tickets booked, I gave my thoughts back to the beauty who’d been haunting me. I could still picture her sensual form standing before me in my Paris hotel room, whispering for me to come to her in the mysterious town. She was waiting for me.

      In the many nights we’d shared, never had I learned her name. It tormented me incessantly. When I ventured out into the city, it never failed that I’d catch a glimpse of a woman who shared some feature with the woman I’d come to care for—long black hair like a raven’s feather, a rich tan, eyes like a smooth cognac. Those women were never her.

      I pushed the thoughts away, not wanting to obsess over the identity of the mystery woman more than I already had. Swirling my whiskey around the tumbler, I stood on my suite’s balcony overlooking Montmartre.

      Paris had grown gray with the late autumn season. Rain drizzled down on the city, and I found I wasn’t sad to be leaving. When you lived as long as I had, cities like London, Rome, Paris, and Prague lost their luster.

      Home.

      It was an odd thought. The closest thing I’d ever had to a home had been with my closest friend and sire, Viktor. He’d settled somewhere in Colorado and started a small empire for himself.

      He was gone now, which had been a large part of why I’d stayed away from America as long as I had. Would home still be home if the person who made it special was no longer there? That was still to be seen.

      “Lorenzo!” I called out, striding into the parlor and abandoning the balcony overlooking the narrow streets of France.

      “What can I do for you, sir?” the small Italian man chirped, appearing almost out of nowhere.

      “You may let the staff know we will be departing for America in the coming week. Have you ever been to Colorado, Enzo?” I asked, loosening my tie.

      “No, sir. This will be my first trip.” His thick Italian accent was barely comprehensible. “I hope you’ll let me know what to expect and what I should pack for.”

      “It’s late autumn. The Colorado mountains are cold, damp, and could be snow-covered. Layers, my friend.”

      “Grazie, sir. I will make the necessary arrangements. May I ask why the sudden change in plans? I was under the impression we’d be staying in Paris until the end of January before continuing on to Amsterdam.”

      Lorenzo was good people and the only person I fully trusted. He was nearly forty and had been in my service since he’d reached adulthood. As a blood servant went, he was top notch, and as a friend, he was one of my closest. His family had served me since Viktor had raised me out of the gutter and turned me into a proper gentleman over three centuries earlier. Blend in, watch, find a weakness, and exploit it—those had been my first lessons. I’d done that when I’d stumbled across Alessio De Luca, Lorenzo’s seventh great grandfather. He’d been able to do something I’d thought was lost to me since becoming a vampire: he could make me laugh. Instead of killing the poor bastard, I’d offered him a job. The rest, as they say, was history.

      “It’s hard to explain. I’ve always been a nomad. However, there’s something different about Colorado. It’s the closest thing I’ve ever had to a home, even more than Ireland,” I joked, letting my natural brogue slip back into my words.

      “How long?” Enzo asked, concern written in the shallow creases beginning to form from age.

      Despite being a few hundred years younger than me, Lorenzo looked older than my frozen twenty-eight years.

      “I haven’t been home in more than forty years. Not since before Viktor passed,” I answered, ignoring the pangs of loss that could still send me reeling, if I let them.

      “Understandable, sir. He was a father to you, and that sort of grief is felt for a lifetime,” he replied.

      He was right. I knew Viktor was gone, but going home without his warm welcome would be difficult. That was the thing about vampires—we’d grieve a loss for centuries, because time no longer mattered. Things were felt on a deeper level because such things are fleeting.

      “I suppose you’re right, but there are other matters to tackle while on this trip,” I answered, and there were.

      Being a vampire came with its constraints, like not being able to walk in the daylight, but it also gave those like me ample time to grow a fortune. Unlike some, I’d grown with the times, seeing no point in dwelling on the inventions and ideals of the past. When the internet had come along, I’d invested, knowing that it would somehow change the future of the modern world. Then had come the capability to conduct such investments online, and I never needed to work again. When you’ve been around longer than the stock market itself, you pick up a thing or two about money, stock trends, and good investments. Having spent the better part of two centuries building a fortune, I was now in a position to make moves and flex my muscles. Everyone, regardless of species, could recognize that money was power, and whoever had the most made the rules of how the rest played the game.

      “I’m sorry, Gabriel. I don’t follow,” Enzo said.

      I frowned slightly, realizing I hadn’t mentioned the dreams or the side trip.

      “I apologize, old friend. Things have been difficult. These dreams I’ve been having . . . I’ve never experienced anything like them. Actually, I don’t believe I remember ever dreaming until a few months ago.”

      “Would you like me to search the archives? Perhaps there could be an answer there as to what this means?”

      I nodded. “Sure. Thank you, Lorenzo. That would be helpful, though my point was that in these dreams, a voice keeps saying Havenwood Falls. I think it’s in Colorado, near Viktor’s old home. I need to know if there’s something to all of this there.”

      “I understand. I’ll make the necessary preparations. In the meantime, you haven’t fed in a few days,” he stated, undoing the button holding his sleeve together.

      “I’ve already booked our flights, but other transportation will need to be arranged.”

      Enzo pushed his sleeve up, exposing his arm to me. He sat on the sofa, leaving room for me to join him. A pinch in my gums was all I needed to know my fangs had extended, ready to feed. The tight hold I kept on the monster inside me slipped a little, and I pounced on Lorenzo’s offering. My fangs tore through his flesh like a hot knife through butter. His blood was like cinnamon and cloves, spicy and aromatic. I drank until the beast inside me was sated and released before I’d taken too much. Like the professional he was, Enzo produced a small hanky and wiped the crimson smear at the edge of my mouth before wrapping his wound tightly. He rose a little unsteadily, my only indication that I’d gotten a little carried away this time. With a quick bow, Lorenzo turned and exited the room.

      Shame coursed through me.

      There was a time I wouldn’t have felt anything for those I’d fed from. Anyone who was unlucky enough to cross my path was lower than me on the food chain; it was natural. That’s what I’d told myself for years. Hell, I’d lived for the hunt. The feeling when life finally left someone and the light faded from their eyes had been a drug to me. Viktor and I had even gone to war on several occasions, making a game of killing our foes in the most imaginative way possible. Grown men had fallen in shreds at my feet. Then one day, all of that changed.

      I couldn’t put a finger on what had been the turning point for me, but after almost a century of living in a constant bloodbath, I’d found myself wanting more. Viktor was calculating. One always had to be on their toes around him. He’d taught me a lot, yet there no longer seemed to be a point to life without someone to share it with, on a different level. I wanted to watch art be born from a beautiful mind and bright thinkers rise to the famed pages of history. I wanted to experience it all as a free man.

      As a mortal, I’d been nothing more than a slave. Despite the practice being considered illegal, I’d been taken after the soldiers slaughtered my mother at the Siege of Galway, when King Charles II’s men came to topple Catholicism in Ireland. My father had succumbed to the pox a year earlier, along with my little sister, Mary. In my twenty-eight years as a human, I’d never known what it was to do as I pleased. As a vampire, I was desperate for a taste of freedom.

      My change of heart had driven a wedge between Viktor and me, but eventually, he came to understand that I needed more than he could give me. Like a baby bird, I had reached the time to leave the nest and spread my wings. So, I did.

      In my arrogance and stubbornness, I’d lost almost thirty years with my sire. He’d been gone more than ten years now, lost to the insanity that came with drinking drug-tainted blood. I couldn’t help feeling responsible for it. If I had been there, would things have gone differently for him? I’d spent far too long running away from my past, and it was time to go home. It was time to say my final goodbyes to Viktor Azimov, my father and sire, and it was time to look to the future and the mysteries that Havenwood Falls would offer.
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