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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, a small town in the majestic mountains of Colorado. A town where legacies began centuries ago, bloodlines run deep, and dark secrets abound. A town where nobody is what you think, where truths pose as lies, and where myths blend with reality. A place where everyone has a story. Including the high schoolers. This is only but one . . .

      Miranda Saunders has spent her sixteen years playing by the rules. She’s known for her impeccable style, good grades, and overall positive influence in Havenwood Falls. But in the vampire community, she’s an oddity. Born a vampire, from a situation deemed impossible, Miranda’s origins are an enigma to everyone. When a photo surfaces that brings up questions about her long lost father, she is determined to find the answers. That search lands her directly in the path of trouble—fellow vampire Kai Reynolds.

      Having recently graduated from Havenwood Falls High, Kai is tired of being told how to behave. Ready to break out of the mold he’s been cast in by his parents and the town’s supernatural leaders, he becomes a prospect for the SIN motorcycle club—something his parents loathe.

      But when he catches Miranda snooping around the clubhouse, he has to choose: turn her in and prove his loyalty to the club, or help her find the answers she’s looking for. If they work together, they’re both taking risks far more dangerous than they understand. And the mystery surrounding Miranda’s father is only the beginning.
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      A bell rang. The loud clanging resonated from somewhere nearby. I was certain it was a familiar sound, yet at that moment, it seemed foreign. I couldn’t register the meaning, only that it was annoying, and I wanted it to stop. I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples.

      “What’s wrong with you?” a grating male voice spoke near my ear.

      I snapped to attention. “What?” I turned to find myself uncomfortably close to Gary Smithson, one of our notorious school bullies. His dark eyes stared back into mine. I placed a hand on his chest and pushed him away. “Nothing. I’m fine.”

      “You don’t look fine. Are you on drugs or something?” He smirked, and I knew he’d just love to spread that specific piece of gossip around school.

      “No, moron. I’m not on drugs. I have a headache. Now go away before I tell the entire school that you still sleep with a night light.”

      His eyes grew wide. “What? How . . .” He looked around and ran a hand over his brown buzz-cut hair. “You’re suck a freak.”

      Then he strolled away, his stocky build shifting side to side as he pretended I hadn’t just nailed his fear of the dark, which was common knowledge in vampire circles, or more precisely due to the vampires in those circles.

      I sat at my desk a moment longer as the classroom continued to empty. I’d done it again. For the past several weeks I’d been having involuntary moments where my consciousness seemed to check out, like my body was present but my mind was elsewhere. Each time I found myself mentally transported, often surrounded by mist or fog, and I was always looking for something . . . or someone. I never found whatever it was, and it always left me feeling empty. I also woke from this odd trance with a headache.

      I gathered my books and made my way to my locker, willing my head to clear before I had to face the rest of the day.

      My best friend Zoey reached my locker about the same time I did. “I’m so glad it’s Friday and only a half day. I’m already tired of this school year,” she moaned.

      I chuckled. “It’s barely been a week.”

      “I know. I’m just over it already,” she grumbled.

      “One day you’ll look back and wonder how it all went by so fast.” I repeated the words I’d heard adults say dozens of times.

      She rolled her eyes. “Hey, I’ve gotta help my dad at the shop for a little while after I leave here, but then I’m free if you wanted to watch a movie at my house or something.” Her mood brightened significantly at the subject change.

      “Uh, yeah. Sure.” I dug through my purse, looking for my house keys.

      “Are you okay, Miranda? You’ve seemed kinda distracted lately. And you look tired.”

      “Do I?” I glanced at myself in my locker mirror. I did look a little tired, although only those closest to me would have really noticed it. My shiny long blond hair was still perfectly in place. My makeup was flawless and accented my features impeccably. Looking amazing was just one of the perks of being a vampire. My eyes, though . . . the gold flecks that were scattered within the dark irises were usually luminous. Now they seemed dull and joyless.

      “Have you been sleeping okay?” She placed a hand on my arm.

      “Mostly. I seem to just randomly zone out a lot. And I’ve been having some strange dreams. Like I’m chasing something or being chased. For some reason, I’ve had a lot of anxiety off and on. It hits at weird times. I can’t seem to shake it.” It sounds odd, vampires sleeping, but my mom and I, we’re not your average Gothic vampires. Truth be told, we’re not average in any way.

      I hadn’t told anyone about the dreams, the anxiety, or the trances, but Zoey was my confidante. I could tell her anything. She knew my darkest secrets, like the fact that I was a vampire. And I knew hers, such as her being a dragon shifter. Those were the kinds of things you took to your grave when roughly half the population in your town was human.

      “Want to talk about it?” She glanced at her watch, and I knew she needed to get to her dad’s shop.

      “We can later. I’ll meet you at the store after I’ve dropped some stuff off at home.” I gave her a quick hug.

      “Great, see you in a bit.” She dashed down the hall and out the front doors of the school.

      I loaded my backpack with the books I needed to take home and slung it over my shoulder. It was a relatively nice day, and I was glad I’d left my old car at home. It hadn’t been running particularly well, and I enjoyed walking, when the weather was nice anyway. The exercise gave me time to think, and this was a day I needed it more than ever.

      I mulled over various issues as I walked, trying to decide which one might be the cause of the unsettled feelings I’d been fighting. I’d just celebrated my seventeenth birthday, but it wasn’t a major milestone like eighteen or twenty-one. It didn’t have the feeling of big changes and responsibility that I assumed would come with those ages. I hadn’t seen a lot of my mother lately, but I assumed that was due to a heavy workload. Being a marketing analyst could be demanding work. Most of the time, she worked remotely, but now and then she had to travel to the main headquarters in Denver. I didn’t even know what her company sold. It had something to do with computers or something. Whatever it was, it paid the bills. It was just her and me, and Mom worked hard to provide for us. I had no siblings, and I didn’t even know who my father was. Mom didn’t talk about him.

      Nothing I thought of fit. I couldn’t describe the feeling other than to say it felt like I’d lost something important. And that I only had so much time to find it before it was gone from me forever. It was ominous and frightening. Despite what the movies said, Gothic vampires couldn’t see into the future or read minds. At least, I’d never met any that could. And although I wasn’t a normal Gothic vampire, I still didn’t think visions or trances were something I should be experiencing. It felt . . . wrong. So I’d been left with this void I didn’t know how to fill, and disturbing episodes I couldn’t explain.

      I unlocked the door to my house and put my backpack on the kitchen table. I scribbled out a note for Mom letting her know I’d be with Zoey the rest of the day, then I locked back up and walked toward the town square and Simple Treasures Pawn Shop. I hadn’t quite made it to Eighth Street when I heard a noise from behind me that sounded like thunder. I felt it as well. The ground vibrated beneath my feet, and before I could even turn around, my senses were telling me to be alert and careful. I looked back just in time to see three large men on motorcycles roar past me. They were wearing leather cuts with the Swords of the Infernal Night logo on them. SIN was their acronym, and it seemed to fit them to a tee. While they appeared to be ordinary bikers, something about them gave off a vibe that they were anything but. That ominous feeling intensified, and I was anxious to get to the pawn shop.

      I reached the store and walked in to find Zoey dusting a shelf loaded down with various old junk. None of it looked very valuable on the surface, and I couldn’t see why anyone would want to buy it. There were belt buckles, military patches, medals, watches, small trinket boxes . . . all of it appeared beat up and dull. I assumed they held some kind of historical value, so maybe that was the attraction.

      “What’s all this junk?” I asked as Zoey lifted a small metal box.

      She quirked one eyebrow up at me. “Junk? It’s not junk. It’s . . .” She waved her hand over it, as if that would somehow explain the purpose of the items before her. “It’s . . . sentimental history.”

      “To who?” I crossed my arms. “The people that should care about it have pawned it.”

      Zoey opened her mouth, then shut it again. “Good point.”

      I laughed and nudged her side with my fist. Just being with her lifted my spirits. “How long do you work today?”

      “Not much longer. I have to finish this shelf, then Dad said I had the rest of the afternoon free as long as nothing else came up. What kind of movie should we watch?” She pushed her raven black hair behind one ear, revealing some of the mother-of-pearl strands that ran through her tresses. Her hair was gorgeous, although she thought it was odd. I’d often told her it was a perfect accent to her stunning blue-gray eyes, but again she disagreed.

      “Something funny.” I didn’t need anything scary or with major drama.

      She glanced at me sideways as she continued to dust the shelf. “What? No campy slasher film? Blood and gore?” She turned to me. “Are you afraid it’ll make you hungry?”

      “No!” I nudged her again. “You know I’m not that kind of vampire.”

      “So if they were slaughtering woodland animals, you’d get hungry?”

      I glared at her. “How do you like your humans? In barbecue sauce?”

      Zoey laughed. “Sorry. You know I gotta tease you now and then.” She dropped her rag on the counter and turned to face me. “Okay, well, what’s the plan?”

      “A funny movie. Or we could just hang out around town. See if there’s anything new at Callie’s . . . something like that.”

      Zoey shrugged as she picked up the rag once more and wiped down the last belt buckle on the shelf. “Sure. Any of that’s better than doing nothing.”

      “Well,” I sighed with dramatic flair, “I’m glad hanging out with me ranks just above ‘doing nothing.’”

      She put her hands on her hips. “Don’t go all diva on me. You know what I meant.”

      I smiled. Someone in the hallway at school had once loudly called me a diva because I wouldn’t hang out with her. While I was particular about my clothes, food, and who I spent time with, I was far from a diva. I was just very discerning where my tastes were concerned. That, and I wasn’t your average vampire, so there were things about me I’d rather not divulge except to my closest friends. Spending time with me would ultimately bring those things to light. The biggest one was that I couldn’t stomach human blood. I’d bring it back up every time. So instead, I fed on animal blood, which in my mind seemed cruel too, but it was better than starving to death. Human food was okay, and I’d eat it at times, but to really survive, vampires needed blood.

      It was my turn to tease her. “Oh, you haven’t seen a diva attitude yet. Just wait until I get my hands on Jordan. I’m gonna unleash the beast.”

      Zoey laughed. “Why?”

      “Because I expected him to bring you one of those gorgeous flowered dresses from his vacation in Hawaii, and instead he brought you a T-shirt,” I grumbled.

      “Oh, you wouldn’t. Besides, this is the first real vacation Jordan and his mom have taken since . . . ever. His dad wouldn’t do things like that for his family. I’m glad they got to go. All I asked him to bring back for me was his gorgeous smile, tan buff bod, and photos from the island.”

      “I’m glad he went too, but still . . .” I crossed my arms in front of my chest. “I wanted to see you in one of those dresses like they always show people wearing on TV.”

      Zoey laughed. “Yeah, that wouldn’t stand out on my super pale flesh at all.”

      “Hey, I’m the fashion maven of the two of us, and I’m telling you. It’d be perfect on you.”

      She waved me away as she put her cleaning supplies under a nearby cabinet. “Let me go see if Dad needs anything else. Maybe I can knock off now and we can grab lunch before we take off for the day.”

      I browsed around as she disappeared into the back room. The bell above the door rang, and I turned to see Zoey’s grandfather, Lawrence Mills, slowly stroll into the room, his cane clicking on the hardwood floor as he moved. A young man with blond hair and an armload of boxes followed directly behind him, the pile teetering precariously every time he took a step. I recognized him as Glenn Williams when one of the boxes shifted and revealed his face. He used to go to school at Havenwood Falls High before he graduated last year.

      “Miss Miranda. How are you today?” Mr. Mills smiled at me, but it never felt like he meant it. He had a tendency to creep me out.

      “I’m well, thank you, Mr. Mills.” I stood with my hands behind my back, hoping he didn’t sense my discomfort.

      “Glad to hear it.” He turned to Glenn behind him. “You may put those on the counter.”

      Glenn did as he was told. Mr. Mills handed him some cash, and he scurried out of there as fast as he could. I didn’t blame him. I didn’t want to be around this cranky old dragon any longer than I had to, either.

      “Please tell my son that I have some new items for inventory. He can keep what’s valuable for the shop and toss the rest. I have an appointment, so I can’t stay.”

      I nodded. “Happy to pass the message along, Mr. Mills.”

      “Thank you, girl.” He turned and walked out of the store, not appearing to give me, or the business, a second thought.

      Zoey and her dad, Tristan, came out of the back room a moment later.

      “Was someone here?” Tristan glanced around. “I heard the bell, but I was on the phone.”

      “Yes, Mr. Mills dropped off those boxes for you. He said to keep the valuable stuff for the store and throw away the rest.” I gestured to the boxes stacked on the glass countertop.

      Tristan nodded. “Okay. Listen, girls, before you take off for the day, would you mind sifting through the boxes and let me know if there is anything special that catches your eye? I have a few more phone calls to make before I can take a lunch break.”

      “Sure, Dad,” Zoey replied.

      I nodded in agreement. I was happy to be helpful in any way I could.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, we’d just finished rummaging through the fourth box and still had one box to go. My stomach was growling. Tristan had ordered pizza for us. And while I was happy to help eat it, I’d soon need real vampire nourishment. I’d have to run by Sanguine Elixirs to pick up my own special blend.

      We nibbled on the pizza as we sifted through the last box. I was mindlessly examining a small photo album, enjoying all the old photographs and wondering what kind of life each person led. Most of them looked to be taken sometime in the sixties or seventies. But one photo stood out from the rest. I removed it from its sleeve and studied it closer.

      “This is weird,” I said as I continued to stare at the photograph in my hand.

      “What is?” Zoey leaned over to see what I was looking at.

      “That’s my mom. It’s many years ago, but that’s her.” My mom was a vampire as well, so she didn’t age, but it was obvious by the clothing style that the photo had been taken sometime in the nineties—a few years before I was born, at least. Her blond hair was a tad longer than it was in its current shoulder-length cut. Unlike me, she had bright blue eyes. Her slim five-foot-seven-inch frame wore a tight pair of stonewashed jeans and a tank top with what I assumed was a band name. She stood with a group of tough-looking motorcycle guys, her arm around one man in particular. He was a few inches taller than her, with sandy blond hair and dark eyes. His build was lean and athletic. He had more of a southern rock look going on, with his leather pants and tattered cowboy hat.

      The smile on Mom’s face was huge. She looked carefree and truly happy. I wondered why I’d never seen that side of her before. Sure, she smiled and laughed at times, but even then, there was a solemn sadness underneath. I could sense it, and it made me ache for her. Her most common mood was stern, serious, and worried. I’d never understood it.

      “The back has names written on it.” Zoey took the photo from my hand, flipped it around, and quickly put it back in my grasp.

      I squinted at the faded names. They’d been written in blue ink, and some weren’t legible, but I could clearly make out my mom’s name. Sade Saunders. The name next to hers read Baxter Morrison. I studied him closely, noting that something about him seemed familiar, but not quite putting my finger on what it was.

      “Hey, girls. Find anything good?” Tristan walked back into the room with a stack of mail.

      “Yeah, a few things.” Zoey picked up a few forty-five records that had been bundled together in the first box. “This vinyl will probably be popular, now that records are kind of cool again.”

      Tristan frowned. “Records were never not cool. You kids just didn’t understand the value in vinyl until recently.”

      Zoey smiled. “If you say so.” She winked at me and leaned forward to whisper. “Never argue with old people about nostalgia.”

      “I heard that, young lady,” Tristan said, never looking up from his pile of mail.

      We both laughed, and I held up the photo. “Should we ask him?”

      Zoey shrugged. “I guess it wouldn’t hurt.”

      “Mr. Mills? Can I ask you something?”

      He turned his head to look at me. “Only if you agree to call me Tristan. Mr. Mills is my father, and since I can’t disown him, I’d at least like to distance myself from him in whatever way I can.”

      I nodded. “Sure, Tristan.” It was weird saying that out loud, even though I’d always thought of him that way in my head for the same reasons.

      I stood and took the photo to him. “Do you know any of these people? Did you live here then?”

      He studied the photo and then glanced at me. His expression turned from humorous to concerned. “Where did you get this?”

      “It was in one of the boxes.” I pointed at the photo. “That’s my mom.”

      He nodded. “It is indeed.”

      “Who are these other people?”

      He cleared his throat. “This is a motorcycle club.”

      “How do you think my mom knows them?” I had a hard time envisioning my prim and proper mother hanging out with bikers. It just didn’t seem like her thing. But the proof was there before my eyes.

      “If you want to know more, you should ask your mother. This isn’t my information to share.” His voice was firm in that no-nonsense tone that I’d heard him use with Zoey many times. Asking him further questions would be futile.

      “Okay, thank you. May I keep this picture?”

      He was silent for a moment, then nodded. “Sure, but don’t flash that around. Show your mom, and only your mom.”

      I nodded.

      “I’m serious.” He looked at me, and then at Zoey.

      She nodded. “We understand, Dad. We’ll be careful.”

      He handed the photo back to me, and I tucked it into the back pocket of my jeans.

      Zoey slipped her arm through mine. “Can we go now, Dad? We have plans for the afternoon.”

      “Sure, go have fun.” He waved us away and turned back to the paperwork in front of him.

      Zoey and I stepped outside, and I pulled the photo from my back pocket.

      “Whoa, maybe you should put that away until we get somewhere private. Dad acted like the very sight of it would start World War III or something.” Zoey was trying to shield it from view.

      “I will, I just want to look at it one more time.” I shook my head. “There’s something about that guy next to my mom. He looks familiar, but I can’t figure out how I know him.”

      She leaned closer and inspected the photo with me once more. “I’ve never seen him, but it’s funny. He kinda looks like you.”

      I froze. He looks like me. Or rather, I looked like him. “Zoey, I think Baxter Morrison is my father.”
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