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      Jack Peters is everything a girl could want in a bad boy. Blunt, aloof, and ready to whisk you away on the back of his motorcycle. And that’s just the way he likes it. Simple relationships. No commitment. High adrenaline. A shapeshifting hellhound with a look that kills—literally—Jack hides behind his sunglasses and skulks in the cemeteries, biding his time until he’s out of Havenwood Falls and on the road to bigger adventures.

      He doesn’t plan on Cressida Manos.

      A seventeen-year-old mountain nymph, Cressida has it all. A great family. A quiet life. And an annoying habit of being overly helpful and friendly with everyone. She’s sunny, cheerful, dependable, and . . . a vandal?

      Caught on camera tagging buildings in the middle of the night, no one can believe Cressida Manos capable of malicious destruction of property. Especially Jack Peters, who stumbles on the redhead in the middle of graffitiing a tombstone.

      Only Cressida doesn’t remember her crimes, and the only one who believes she’s innocent is the guy who caught her in the act.
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        “Walking with a friend in the dark is better than walking alone in the light.”

        ~Helen Keller~
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          JACK PETERS

        

      

    

    
      No matter the time of day, the clubhouse was rarely empty. Unconscious bodies littered the space, the forms sprawled across the floor, the threadbare sofa lining the walls, and the pool table resting in the center of the room. Half-naked women spooned with men in leather vests sporting a sword-impaled skull and patches. Empty beer bottles and specially mixed brews from Sanguine Elixirs dripped sticky liquid onto scarred hardwood floors. Blood, alcohol, and God knew what else.

      I snorted. The prospects were going to hate cleaning up the mess.

      Club SIN. That was the name I called it in my head. The place where the Swords of the Infernal Night congregated. A motorcycle club on the wrong side and the right side of the law. One percenters. And my dad was their leader. I was the prodigal son, the tattooed jackass he hoped would take over for him one day.

      Maybe I would.

      Picking my way around the bodies, I walked toward a door at the back of the room, my stride full of purpose and determination.

      I knew he was in there, and I knew he was awake. He always was.

      The door made no sound when I opened it.

      Inside the room, a man sat at a long mahogany table, his head bent over a stack of papers, his fingers twirling a knife. I watched it spin on the wood.

      “Pops.”

      Liam Peters looked up, his hard gaze finding mine, the sunglasses he always wore pushed up on top of his head. My father was light where I was dark, his sandy hair a little too long, his face covered in scruff. Tattoos lined his arms. His chest and shoulders were broad, filling out the leather cut he rarely removed. Havenwood Falls’ finest nearly untouchable outlaw. He and his business partner, Tychon Savage—or just Savage, as everyone knew him—were the epitome of good and evil. For them, there was no line separating the two. They were the line.

      “Pops, I need your help.”
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          CRESSIDA MANOS

        

      

    

    
      FIVE DAYS EARLIER . . .

      “What is a four-letter word for ‘being connected to someone’?” Paris asked, her pencil poised over the page of her open book, the front cover folded under the back. Light poured in through a large picture window overlooking Main Street, the glow highlighting the stained concrete flooring, light yellow walls, and multicolored display cases lining the interior of my family’s art business, Apex Art Studio. It was early June in Havenwood Falls, the ease of summer already sinking into the bones, comfortable and unhurried. A peaceful respite before Midsummer’s Night Terrors, a festival held in the square on the Summer Solstice.

      Wet clay covered my hands, my fingers working the lump on the potter’s wheel. I was responsible for the handmade pottery the customers painted—the pieces we didn’t have shipped in—and I loved it. The entire creative process was soothing. Hypnotizing.

      “Is that the only hint?” I asked, pressing my thumb into the center of the lump, my gaze flicking to the dark-haired, dark-skinned girl sitting cross-legged on the floor next to my stool.

      Named after the place where her parents met and where she was conceived, my best friend Paris Francine Callahan was fascinated with crossword puzzles and had been since the day we were introduced in elementary school. Paris was human—an important distinction in Havenwood Falls, where a substantial portion of the population was supernatural—and shy. Extremely shy. Even though she was stunning enough to grace the cover of Vogue. I was the plain one out of the two of us, all five foot one, redheaded, pale-skinned, button-nosed, freckled inch of me.

      “One of a matched pair?” Paris added, reading. “Third letter is a T.”

      “Mate.” The word slipped off my tongue too easily.

      Paris penciled it in. “It works. How did I miss that?” She glanced up at me. “How did you get that?”

      I kept my gaze locked on the vase forming before me. Having a mate was common in the supernatural world, depending on the species. I was an oread, a mountain nymph, and while we didn’t mate or bond, I knew enough supes who did. As for Paris, she was completely oblivious to Havenwood Falls’ supernatural side. If she suspected something was off, she never mentioned it.

      There was a rumble down the street, the sound of revving motorcycles getting louder as a group of men in leather vests cruised past our shop window.

      Paris set her book aside and hugged her knees. “Do you think they’re dangerous?”

      I was too close to finishing the vase to look away. “SIN? No doubt.”

      SIN, or Swords of the Infernal Night, was Havenwood Falls’ local motorcycle club. The club kept to itself, which was why it was rarely a topic of conversation in town. It was no secret they existed. They owned a delivery company, Cerberus Delivery Inc., and their trucks were the main means of delivering goods from outside town to businesses and individuals in Havenwood Falls. The sister of the club’s vice president also owned Silk, an exclusive nightclub. But no one discussed them or their businesses, especially Silk’s private clientele. I knew more than I should, because my father tended to talk too much about work at home. Not only did Cerberus—more commonly referred to as CDI—deliver unique goods to my father’s business, but many of Silk’s well-off clients liked buying expensive jewelry.

      What was a secret—to the mortals anyhow—was that the leader of SIN, Liam Peters, and his business partner, Savage, were shapeshifting hellhounds. Most of their club members were supernatural. Maybe even all of them.

      “The dangerous part is kind of hot,” Paris admitted. “Though I wouldn’t want to find out how dangerous,” she rushed to add. “It’s like wanting to eat an entire plate of chocolate. Tempting, but no.”

      Paris was diabetic, which played into her reserved nature. Her mother was overly protective, and Paris wasn’t fond of testing her blood sugar or giving herself insulin shots in front of people.

      “Why, Paris, are you into bad boys?” I teased.

      She snorted. “As long as they’re more ‘rebel without a cause’ and not Hannibal Lecter.”

      Finishing the vase, I glanced at her. “So, you’ll warm the bed of a heartbreaker with a rap sheet, but not a serial killer. Noted.”

      Neither one of us had warmed anyone’s bed. We were both going into our senior year at Havenwood Falls High in the fall, and neither of us had even been kissed. Paris was too shy, and I was always friend-zoned.

      The studio door opened, and my sister, Leda, walked in, her brows arched. Pulling her key out of the lock, she shook it at us. “Why bolt the door when you have the closed sign up?”

      The door being locked wasn’t a bad thing, but it annoyed Leda when she had to dig for her keys instead of being able to just walk in.

      “We’re keeping rapscallions out.” I gestured at her. “Case in point.”

      “Rapscallions?” Leda laughed, her gaze passing between us. “You two say the weirdest things. That word is seventeenth-century old.”

      “Tell that to Dad.”

      “Yeah, well, Dad’s . . .” Her sentence trailed off, but I knew what she left unsaid. Dad’s age predated the word. At six hundred ten years old, he predated a lot of things. “Can you catch the shipment for Apex out back and put out new inventory before we open on Monday?”

      “Wasn’t that supposed to come in yesterday?” Standing, I rushed to a paint-stained, industrial-sized sink built into the wall at the back of the room. The clay on my hands turned the water tan as it circled the basin to disappear down the drain.

      I was a study in disarray, my unruly red hair bunched on top of my head, my body hidden by a light blue button-up shirt, overalls, and an apron. I was the complete opposite of my sister. She was tall where I was short, slender where I was skinny, blonde where I was redheaded, and elegant where I was laidback and disorganized.

      Leda’s heels clicked on the concrete floor, her red shoes complementing her black dress pants, black suit jacket, and red blouse. Her fingers sparkled. Rings were an everyday fashion accessory for her, and she had easy access to them. Not only did my family own the art studio on Main, but we also owned a jewelry store, Summit Jewelry, on the corner of Eighth and Main, next door. Like my sister and I, the two stores couldn’t be any more different. While Apex was a chaotic, colorful shop that smelled like paint, Summit Jewelry was an elegant store with shining hardwood flooring, hanging chandeliers, and a showcase floor full of glass cases.

      “Dad got word of a rare jewel he wanted at an auction outside town. He won the bid on it, and CDI was kind enough to wait the extra day to deliver. For an added fee, of course. I’ve already got the shipment for the jewelry store and locked up Dad’s new prize. The jewel is pretty, I’ll give him that, but it probably cost us a fortune.” Bitter humor colored Leda’s voice. “I’m headed back to the store. Make sure they don’t break anything.”

      Tucking my hands into the pockets of my apron, I turned to Paris. “Want to help?”

      “SIN is out back? As in now?” Her eyes went wide. Paris worked part time at Apex, but her hours rarely coincided with shipments.

      “It is their delivery company.”

      She launched to her feet, instantly towering over me, and touched her hair nervously.

      Leading the way, I opened a door at the back of the studio and stepped into a storeroom. Another door led into the alley, and it stood open, no doubt courtesy of my sister.

      A boy I instantly recognized but had never met ducked into the space, wheeling a stack of boxes in front of him. He was tall, at least six feet two, and while that was intimidating, it was nothing compared to most hellhounds. He had a lot of room to grow. The white short-sleeve T-shirt stretched across his torso was mostly hidden by a plain leather cut, which meant he wasn’t a part of the motorcycle club, but—if the rumors I’d heard were any indication—he also wasn’t opposed to it. He was ripped, his muscles straining against the fabric as he unloaded the boxes. A thick chain tattoo wrapped his left arm, starting somewhere beneath his sleeve and circling down to his forearm. Other tattoos I couldn’t make out peeked at us from under his right sleeve. Dark hair, cut close to his head but left longer on the top, fell carelessly onto his forehead, bringing attention to the expensive sunglasses covering his eyes.

      Paris inhaled sharply behind me, trying desperately to make herself as small as possible, even though I made a terrible shield.

      Jack Peters. Middle son of SIN’s leader, Liam Peters. Although I didn’t know him, I recognized him easily. He was seventeen and a rising senior at the prestigious Sun and Moon Academy, and we had a lot of the same acquaintances. I’d say friends, but I wasn’t sure he had those. He was as elusive as his father and his father’s club.

      “Hi,” I greeted him cheerfully. Jack didn’t respond. I wasn’t even sure he looked at me.

      “You need help moving this stuff into the store?” a deep, raspy voice asked, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. Paris squeaked.

      A man entered, his large body completely stealing whatever oxygen and space was left in the room. This man, everyone knew. While I was used to CDI and their deliveries, I’d never actually met the head of the motorcycle club. Sightings of Liam Peters in town didn’t count.

      Liam surpassed his son by several inches, his massive build filling out a leather cut plastered in patches. Sunglasses shielded his eyes, his chiseled jaw covered in scruff. He wore his sandy blond hair a little long, his obvious tattoos far outnumbering Jack’s.

      “That’d be good,” I managed, backing me and Paris into the studio. Paris’s fingers dug painfully through the back of my overalls.

      “They’re massive,” she breathed.

      “Shh,” I hissed, lightly kicking her.

      “Isn’t that Jack Peters?” she asked, nodding at the younger man, completely ignoring my attempt to shush her. If only she knew how well hellhounds could hear.

      Liam and Jack unloaded boxes along the wall, an awkward silence falling.

      “Do you think they kill people who can’t make conversation?” Paris mumbled.

      I jabbed her with my elbow, and while I didn’t have the hearing hellhounds did, I didn’t miss Liam’s faint chuckle.

      Too much time passed, all of it in silence, the sound of boxes thudding the only noise in the room.

      “What’s takin’ so long?” a petulant voice called, followed by feet stomping into the studio.

      Now this voice I was used to. Cade Peters. The youngest son of Liam, and a literal pain in the rear on a good day. He often rode along on deliveries, and he was really good at driving me crazy. Full of confidence, he strutted across the room, his sunglasses resting securely on his nose. I just hoped he didn’t remove them. It wouldn’t affect me if he did, but it would hurt Paris. If a human or a non-immortal supernatural peered into a hellhound’s eyes three times, it was a death sentence. Hence the sunglasses. It was also the reason all the Peters boys attended the Academy rather than Havenwood Falls High.

      Cade barely spared me a glance, but he gave Paris his undivided attention. “What’s up, Manos? Who’s the friend you got there?”

      “Nope,” I said, nose scrunched. “You can take your fourteen-year-old hormones to someone else’s door, Peters.”

      My words did nothing to deter him. After a wholly appreciative once-over—this would be impossible for anyone else while wearing shades but was somehow completely possible for a Peters—he glanced at my potter’s wheel. I slid in front of it, arms crossing. The last time he appreciated my art, I lost two vases and a really awesome unicorn. Kids loved the unicorns. And the dragons.

      “Whatcha workin’ on there?” he asked, attempting to dodge me. At fourteen, he was already taller than me, but I was quicker. “Ponies and rainbows?”

      “Depends. You interested in ponies and rainbows?”

      Again with the Liam chuckle.

      Cade scowled. “The only thing I like to ride, Manos, is⁠—”

      “Cade,” Liam warned, the rumble of his voice enough to make both Paris and me jump. “What have I told you about respecting ladies?”

      “Really, Pops, that ain’t no lady, that’s just Cress⁠—”

      Jack popped him on the back of the head, having come up behind him too quick for any of us to see. When Cade tried to protest, Jack popped him again.

      “Isn’t a lady,” he corrected. “And be glad it wasn’t Pops.” His voice was as deep and raspy as his father’s.

      “Sorry, ladies,” Liam said, finishing up with the boxes. “He hears crap from the boys
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