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Blurb





Gregory has never felt the need to change for anyone or anything. It’s who he’s always been, and he’s gotten through life like that just fine so far. Some would even go as far as to say he’s set in his ways, but what do you expect from a four-hundred-year-old vampire? 

Knox is down on his luck.  Just lost his job, and he’s about to be kicked out of his apartment.  Matty told him to go see about a job at his uncle’s hotel, but Knox doesn’t like feeling like someone’s charity case.  Personally, you would think his predicament rather strange for a vampire, but he’s still rather new to the whole vampire life since he’s only been one for about twenty years now.  

He hasn’t gotten into the swing of investing or planning for a future that’ll stretch over a span of several hundred years.  However, when Knox stumbles into Gregory’s life, everything becomes chaos, and yet it all starts to click into place.  Whether either of them would care to admit it, though.
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A Word of Caution





Trigger Warnings

Dear readers, 

While this book is meant to be more of a cozy, cute type of book about vampires, it is still for a mature audience.  I don’t like putting this in as a warning, but I also know that everyone has their preferences.  This book is about a blooming relationship between two men.  If that’s not your cup of tea, please see your way to the exit.  Thank you. 

This book is intended for a mature audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic sexual content and language.  Due to the content in this book reader’s discretion is advised.

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Sex without a condom.  Light degradation.  



If these are triggers for you, then please do not read.  Thank you.
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“We are programmed to receive


You can check out any time you like


But you can never leave”


-Hotel California, Eagles
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Prologue


Knox





Aweek ago 

NOTICE TO VACATE.

I stare at the slip of paper taped to my shitty apartment door in defeat.  Fuck, is this really my life now?  My chest tightens, and I hate that fucking feeling.  You know the one where you feel like the rug is being ripped out from beneath your feet.  Yeah, that one.

  It feels like no matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to catch a break.  I could have sworn I paid my rent on time… or maybe not with how the red blocky letters glare back at me as if taunting me.  My undead heart gives a phantom kick in my chest from the anxiety rushing through me.  I swallow hard as I let out a harsh breath through my nose.  This is not at all what I need after the night I’ve had.

I press my forehead against the wooden door and try to push back all these ugly feelings swirling inside of me.  I’m stronger than this.  I’ll figure it out like I’ve always done.  Even my inner monologue doesn’t sound convincing.

“Great,” I mutter to the empty hallway before leaning back and pulling the notice off the chipped wood, “just fucking great.”  Balling the notice in my fist in anger, I slam the key into the lock, nearly breaking it in half.  I thrust the door open hard enough for it to slam against the wall.  

“First the job, now this,” I grit out to my dark, silent apartment.

Granted, I didn’t care for the dead-end security job I lost anyway.  It was long hours and shitty pay.  Or at least, I’m trying my very best to convince myself, but that doesn’t stop me from needing the money.  Can anything else go wrong today?  I probably shouldn’t ask that with how my luck has been going so far.  

My hand finds the light switch in the dark, and when I flip it, nothing happens.  I let out a groan before throwing the door closed behind me.  I feel like I’m on a one-way ticket to a mental breakdown.  I grit my teeth and run a frustrated hand over my scalp.

I should have known better than to tempt the gods.  It’s like they were out to get me at this point.  My apartment looks like a crime scene as the light of the flickering streetlamp bleeds through the blinds.  I take in a deep breath even as my frustration begins to overwhelm me.  

I can make out the couch that sags like an exhausted corpse in the middle of my pathetic excuse of a living room.  I walk over towards the window in the dark, trying to avoid tripping on anything.  I tug the string and pull the blinds up, letting in a little light.  

I pull out my night-shift paycheck, tossing it on the kitchen counter with a defeated sigh.  I already know it’s not going to cover the rent.  It might just barely cover the blood bags I’ll need to keep myself sane while I look for another job.  It’s too fucking early for all this bad news.  I’m so fucking screwed.  

I yank out my phone from my pocket and open my banking app.  The numbers glow back at me, pitiful and depressing.  I’ve stretched every single dollar as best I could.  Even with working long, horrible shifts, the balance still mocks me.  My gaze finds the check lying limply on the kitchen counter.  I can either sit here feeling sorry for myself, or I can go out and forget about this for a little while.    

The decision is easy for me to make as I glance back down at the phone still clutched in my hand.  I flip over to my text messages, quickly finding Mat’s number.  I just need a distraction, even if it’s only for a little bit.  

I need to forget about how my life is crumbling down around me.  He’s probably not going to get this message until later this morning, but hopefully sooner than later.

Me: Hey, are we still on for today?

As I wait for Mat’s reply, I ball up the eviction notice and toss it toward the trash.  It misses.  Of course, it fucking misses.  Another groan escapes me as I bend down to retrieve the piece of paper.  

“Perfect,” I grumble under my breath to the empty room.  I’m not going to let this get to me. 

  Hopefully, Mat gets back to me before my phone dies, since I have no way of charging it.  I slump down in defeat on my pathetic excuse of a couch, and a spring digs into my back.  Gods, this has been one hell of a messed-up day.  I swipe a hand down my face.

Tomorrow, I’ll find a way out of this mess.  Today, I’m going to pretend like my life isn’t crumbling down around me.    
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Chapter One


Gregory





Present day 

Four hundred years, and I still prefer the silence of the nights at my hotel, instead of the hustle and bustle of the nightlife out here in New York.  Silence and solitude are my happy place, and I quite enjoy my own company.  There’s no better feeling in the world than sitting down in my armchair and reading over my ledgers or a good book.    

  I stretch until my back gives a satisfying pop, and I let out a sigh.  I may still look like I’m in my mid-twenties, but these bones still feel worn down by age.  Glancing over at the old grandfather clock that has been with me longer than some of my employees, I realize it’s already getting late.  Yes, midnight is late for someone as old as I am.  

I try my best to stick to my routine, but lately things have been a bit uncertain.  I’m still looking for management for my Boston hotel, and with Matty no longer available, I’m juggling more than I’m used to.  Normally, I spend my nights alone in my private suite, but now I’m taking night shifts here.  

The night has passed with the same usual rhythm.  Check-ins and enchantments.  Every cog in its place.  That’s how I like it.  How it's supposed to be.  I let out a groan into the silent lobby and cringe when it echoes through the large room.  

I’m drained from the day, and I would rather be off my feet right about now.  My body aches for the new scheduling that it’s not used to.  Mathew, my nephew, needed the time off from basically running the hotel by himself.  The fact that he was working himself to death over a guy was ridiculous, but I guess it runs in the family.

I’ve always done stupid things in the name of so-called love.  Foolish as it might be, but I’m happy to see that what my nephew has now seems real.  I’m sure that Malcom would never cross Mathew, and if there were ever to come a day that he did, I’ll be right there with a shovel in my hand.  I shake my head; four hundred years have made me cynical, clearly. 

I am truly happy for him that he’s finally found his other half, no matter my trust issues.  However, that doesn’t make me crave a nap any less.  Malcom is a good kid, and he seems to make my nephew happy.  That’s all I could ever ask for him. 

 The lobby of The Haze Hotel smells faintly of polished cedar and lilacs.  A silent reminder of the small, old-fashioned life I came from.  Lately, I’ve been missing those days increasingly.  The fact that I can no longer leave the hotel has me restless.  I’ve been the proud owner of The Haze Hotel for the last hundred years.  Give or take a decade.  

I needed a sustainable income because, at the time, I didn’t know how long my life would last, given the fact that I was a vampire.  I never planned on becoming a part of the supernatural world.  Most don’t, I suppose, but I like to think of myself as a reasonable man, and reasonable men always have a plan.  That’s how the Haze Hotel came into being and has been running strong ever since.

  Sometimes, I find myself missing the simplicity of those faraway days.  Back when I was still able to walk in the sunlight.  I can still remember the creek behind my family’s cabin.  I let out a wistful sigh before shaking my head.  I guess I’m also becoming sentimental in my old age.   

The old grandfather clock near the elevators ticks away lazily.  Beyond the windows, the city is a wash of silver and shadow.  The moon is lighting the sidewalks and rooftops as the rain hits the hotel windows overhead.  I blink slowly, leaning against the front desk even as my fingers twitch with restlessness.  I can almost believe the night is mine alone.

Order and control are small luxuries of immortality.  Mortals reinvent themselves every decade.  New fashions, new gods, new excuses.  I’ve watched empires crumble into nothingness while I keep the same suits I’ve always worn.  Change is for mortals, and I have no interest in it.  I finish checking over the ledger, straighten a vase on the front desk that doesn’t need straightening, and let the quiet settle over me like a well-known friend.

“Mr. Vale,” Elisa says softly, appearing beside me.  I jolt with surprise, forcing me out of my thoughts.  Her heels didn’t even make a sound to alert me to her presence.

“The witch from the 5th floor has requested a soundproofing charm.  She claims the fae next door are being… loud.”

“And?” I ask, arching a pale eyebrow.

“She wants it done tonight.  She says she’ll hex the plumbing if it isn’t,” she murmurs with slight amusement gleaming in her eyes.

“Elise,” I sigh, pinching the bridge of my nose, “you know I have a policy about appeasing guests who threaten the plumbing.”  

“Yes, sir, but… her coven pays a premium rate,” she reminds me.  I exhale slowly through my nose.  I’ve been running this place for what feels like forever, and still, supernatural drama always seems to find its way in.

“Fine,” I say through another sigh, “do it.  But charge her double for the warding service.”

Elise hides a smirk, “of course, sir.”  She moves away with her usual grace.  When the lobby empties, I pour myself a drink behind the bar, blood wine.  I’ve never cared for feeding from a vein unless absolutely necessary.  It’s too personal, too revealing.  I prefer things sterile, measured, and bottled.

One sip and the burn slides down my throat, leaving the faintest trace of warmth in its wake.  A lie of humanity, but a pleasant one.  I turn toward the window.  My reflection staring back: a man in a perfectly tailored suit, centuries of civility stitched into every line of fabric.  

My daylight ring glints faintly on my hand.  A small, dark ruby set in silver.  It hums when the sun rises, keeping the fire at bay.  It’s the only reason why I can still walk through the day without turning to smoke and ashes.  I remember what burning feels like.  

The light eating through bone, skin, and pride.  The memory causes a shudder to roll down my spine.  There are days when I would give just about anything to forget those memories.  The screaming and the silence afterwards.  It may just be an irrational fear, but I try to avoid the sun at all costs.  I wear the ring, but it’s not a blessing.  It’s a leash.  A constant reminder of what I owe.  And what I can never have again.

The front doors slam open with a sound that makes the chandelier tremble.  I freeze mid-step, glass halfway to my lips.  The wards rippling caused a surge of magic, startled by the intrusion.  Elise rushes from the hallway, voice sharp.  

“You can’t just… sir, you can’t be in here!”  

Then I hear it, a voice.  Young and restless.  It reminds me of Mathew, and how everything is so dramatic with the youth today.  Always fighting over what generation they all seem to hail from.  Generation X.  Millennials.  All the while, I feel like generation death.  I snort into my tumbler of blood wine with amusement at my own thoughts.    

“Look, I’m not here to cause trouble.  I just… need a job.  Mat sent me.  So, you got one or not?”  The sheer audacity, I think to myself as I set my glass down.  I straighten my cuffs and step into the lobby.

Rain is still falling outside, and in the doorway stands a disaster of a man.  He’s drenched, shirt clinging to his broad, muscular chest.  He fills the doorway like a sinful shadow.  Broad shoulders, thick arms wrapped in a leather jacket.  His head is shaved, jaw sharp.

I hate that my first thought is that he’s beautiful… in a brutish sort of way.

“Uh… hi,” he says, voice coming out low and rough, “you guys still hiring?”  Elise sputters, “you can’t… sir, you can’t just walk in-”

“Apparently, I can,” he says with a slow smirk curling the corner of his mouth.  

He meets my eyes and doesn’t look away, like he’s daring me to blink first.  I bite down on the inside of my cheek and keep my expression neutral.  His red eyes are a dead giveaway.  A vampire, though barely.

  He’s young, maybe twenty years turned, if that.  Practically a child.  He looks exhausted, yet still defiant.  I’m not sure why, but I find myself entranced by him in a way that I haven’t felt in quite some time.  Alive in a way that I’ve forgotten how to be.  I stop a few feet away, letting silence settle between us. 

“Do you make a habit of bursting into establishments uninvited,” I ask quietly.

The man meets my gaze.  His blood-red eyes are sharp and entirely unimpressed.

“Look, are you guys hiring or am I just wasting my time here,” he says with frustration leaking into his voice.

“Name,” I ask slowly.

“Knox.”

“Last name?”

“Doesn’t matter, does it?”

I remember Mathew saying something about one of his friends needing a job and probably a place to stay.  My eyes travel the length of Knox’s body involuntarily, like I don’t know what else to do.  Obviously, I wasn’t expecting someone like Knox.  I’m half-tempted to call Mathew about him, but I doubt that’ll get me anywhere.

He’s soaked to the bone, dripping on my marble floors, and still manages to look like a man who could pick me up one-handed and make it look effortless.  I should throw him out on principle, even if he’s a friend of my nephew.  Instead, I find myself saying, “follow me.”

“Sir,” Elise questions as her eyes dart between us.  I don’t explain.  I just turn and lead the way to my office, every sense trained on the heavy footsteps behind me.  His scent follows.  Leather, rain, and something darker.  When the door shuts behind us, the silence hums with tension.

“Most people make an appointment to see me,” I say quietly, crossing my arms over my chest as I turn back to look at him.  He shrugs, water dripping down the black leather of his sleeves, “I guess I’m not like most people.”  

I would snort at that, because that’s beyond obvious.  He’s definitely not like most people.  Instead, I stay professional.  

“This is a private establishment,” I continue, carefully, “you’re lucky I didn’t have you removed.”

He steps closer, close enough that we’re nearly touching, “you gonna?”  It’s a challenge, and I have to force myself not to squirm.  I hold his gaze, pretending I’m unaffected, though the air between us vibrates.  His eyes steadily drag down my frame before coming back up to meet my gaze once more. 

And for the first time in centuries, my carefully crafted order falters.  

“Elise,” I call softly.  My voice comes out thinner than I’d like. 

“Bring him a towel… and a uniform.”  When she’s gone, I add, “you start tomorrow night.” 

He blinks slowly like his brain is processing my words, “that’s it?  You don’t even know what I can do.”

“Oh, I have some idea,” I murmur, swallowing hard.  I step closer this time, close enough to smell the rain still clinging to his skin.  Close enough to see the faint scar on his throat.  He doesn’t move away.

“You’ll follow my rules,” I murmur, “all of them.  His grin is slow, a dangerous thing. 

“We’ll see,” he grunts out.  Knox.  The name fit him.  Sharp, abrupt, and impossible to ignore, just like his very presence.  I allow the tiniest curl of amusement to tug up the corners of my mouth.

“Welcome to the Haze, Knox,” I say, “let’s see if you can survive the night.”

My stomach swoops with the way he’s looking at me, making me feel off-balance.  And when he turns for the door, the scent of him lingers in my office like a warning.  Or a promise.
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