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Blurb: 

 

Julianna can’t stand Buck Abercrombie! He’s rude, chauvinistic, and exasperating, and 
he’s her new boss.  
 
Why couldn’t the bank see that she’s done a good job cleaning up The Welcome 
Inn? Why wouldn’t they loan her the money to buy the Inn? Now Buck comes along and 
reaps the benefits of all her hard work.  
 
Oh, and don’t forget his nasty, criminal brother Travis. He works for Buck, and her friend 
Melanie has a crush on him! 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

One 
The hot, heavy darkness, as cloying as dusty velvet, pressed relentlessly upon the 

two struggling figures.  
 

“Let me go you pig, you... you... pervert!”  
 

Two well-placed kicks and a jab of the elbow later, Julianna Martin broke free.  
 

“You swine,” she raged. “How dare you come to MY motel and attack me!” She 
shoved the man’s chest with all her strength, and he stumbled backwards and fell against 
the stairs leading into the pool.  
 

Julianna waited for him to get up, but instead he gave a loud snort, mumbled 
something, and curled up into a ball on the side of the pool, presumably to sleep it off 
since he reeked of alcohol.  
 

She approached him cautiously, but when he still didn’t move, her temper flared, 
and she aimed a swift kick at the prostrate, drunken figure by the pool.  
 

“Really, Miss Martin, that’s not very nice,” a voice protested from the shadows 
near the office door. “Do you make a habit of kicking a man when he’s down?”  
 

Julianna whirled around to confront this new and unexpected danger. The man 
threw his hands into the air, palms out, and backed up a step. “Hey, I promise you’re safe 
with me. I was in my room reading when I heard the commotion, and I came out to see if 
you needed my help.”  
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“Do you know this... this... thing?”  
 
“Oh, you mean Tim. He isn’t a thing, Miss Martin; he’s a man. He’s one of my 

best workers. Unfortunately, he had a little too much to drink tonight and tried to steal a 
kiss from a beautiful woman, but he’s harmless. He wouldn’t have hurt you.” 

  
“That’s what you say. Are you his boss?”  
 
“Yes, I’m...”  
 
“I don’t care who you are. I’m calling Sheriff Mitchell to hold him until he sobers 

up.”  
 
“Please, don’t do that. I’ll see to it that he doesn’t cause any more trouble, and 

he’ll apologize to you tomorrow.”  
 
Julianna hesitated, but it was late and she was tired. “Oh, all right,” she crossly 

conceded. “Get him back to his room, and I’ll let it go this time.”  
 
“Thank you. I appreciate it.”  
 
“Until Mr. Abercrombie shows up and says differently, I’m the manager of the 

Welcome Inn, and I don’t allow drinking around the pool. It doesn’t matter if your 
construction crew works for Abercrombie or not, I still don’t allow drinking at the pool, 
and you’d better see to it that all of your men know it.”  

 
“Yes, ma’am, I’ll be sure to tell them, but...”  
 
“Good night,” Julianna interrupted, and she silently vanished into the manager’s 

apartment.  
 
A smile played across the lips of her would-be rescuer who shook his head before 

dragging his fallen comrade back to his room. 
 
 

Two  
“Good morning, Dennis. Did you have a quiet night?”  
 

Dennis Payne, the Welcome Inn’s night auditor, frowned and stared pointedly at his 
watch. “You’re ten minutes late, Melanie.”  
 

"I know, and I’m sorry. My car had a dead battery.”  
 
“Well... as a matter of fact, we did have some excitement last night.”  
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Melanie’s clear, blue eyes sparkled with amusement. Dennis liked nothing better 
than a juicy bit of gossip and undoubtedly forgave her because he wanted to tell her about 
the excitement. “Tell me about it, Dennis. What happened?”  

 
“One of those construction guys got drunk last night and grabbed Julianna when 

she went to lock up the pool.”  
 
“Did he hurt her?” cried Melanie  
 
“No, she’s fine, but boy was she mad.”  
 
“I guess so. He probably scared her to death too.” 
 
Dennis threw his empty coffee cup into the trashcan. “It’s a shame she couldn’t 

raise the money to buy this place.”  
 
“I know,” Melanie mourned. “Julianna took over when The Welcome Inn was just 

a dump, and now that she’s built it up somebody like Buck Abercrombie comes along 
and takes it from her.”  

 
Dennis shrugged. “He had the money and she didn’t.”  
 
“Yes, but don’t forget he’s an Abercrombie.”  
 
“You can’t blame Buck for what his brother did.”  
 
“Travis was lucky to stay out of jail,” Melanie said. “Blackmail is a serious 

business.”  
 
“I guess he’s still paying for what he did. Abercrombie Construction has lost a lot 

of money. “  
 
Melanie reached around Dennis to put her purse in a drawer under the desk. 

“Maybe that’s why Buck took over the family business.”  
 
“Probably. I feel sort of sorry for Travis if you want the truth. They say that Buck 

won’t even speak to him, and I know from when we were in school that he always looked 
up to Buck and tried to please him.”  

 
“I never thought of it like that,” Melanie thoughtfully answered. “I always felt 

sorry for his victim, not him. I guess he deserves Buck’s anger, but I know how I’d feel if 
my family wouldn’t speak to me.”  

 
Dennis finished his gossip and clocked out, and for the next hour or so Melanie 

kept busy with early checkouts. The front desk phone rang just as Julianna reported for 
work. “The Welcome Inn. How may I help you?” Melanie answered.  
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“Bad news,” she told Julianna as she hung up the phone. “One of the 

housekeepers isn’t coming in this morning.”  
 
“Who?”  
 
“Mavis Brady. Says her son is sick.”  
 
“I doubt it, but even if he is sick, he’s twenty-five years old. Can’t he take care of 

himself while his mama’s at work?”  
 
“I guess not. It’ll kill Mavis if he ever leaves home. What could she use for an 

excuse then?”  
 
“I’m thinking that Mavis may need to look for a new job,” Julianna declared with 

a toss of her auburn hair. “I need people I can depend on, and I can’t depend on Mavis. I 
had a lot to do this morning, but now I’ll have to pitch in and help clean rooms.”  

 
Julianna stalked out of the office with a scowl, and Melanie continued with her 

work. She had just completed a reservation when the door opened again, and one of the 
most striking men she had ever seen strolled into the office.  

 
He was tall, maybe six three or six four, with broad shoulders and a body layered 

in muscles. His eyes were a penetrating blue, his features rugged, and his dress caused 
Melanie to think he belonged to the construction crew that Buck Abercrombie had sent to 
do renovations on the Welcome Inn. 

 
He swept off his hard hat, revealing a shock of dark hair. “I’d like to see Miss 

Martin, please.”  
 
“Miss Martin’s busy at the moment. Could I help you instead?”  
 
“No, ma’am. I’m Buck Abercrombie, and I need to see Miss Martin. Could you 

tell me when she’ll be free?”  
 
“Mr. Abercrombie! I’m so sorry, but I didn’t recognize you,” Melanie quickly 

apologized. Great. Just great. She prayed he didn’t think she had spoken rudely to him. 
She needed her job, and no one knew if he planned to keep the current staff or bring in 
his own people. “Miss Martin is cleaning rooms. One of the housekeepers didn’t come to 
work today and Julianna is helping out.”  

 
Abercrombie’s eyebrows raised in surprise. “The manager cleans rooms?”  
 
“Not usually, no sir, but in an emergency Julianna pitches in and does whatever 

needs to be done.”  
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“I see. Where can I find her?”  
 
“She’s doing rooms 101 to 105.”  
 
“Thanks.”  
 
Buck strode from the lobby and found Julianna in room 103. “Miss Martin, I’d 

like a word with you.”  
 
The woman gave a pillow a final thump and turned around. In spite of his rule 

against mixing business with pleasure, Buck’s breath caught in his throat. The bad 
lighting around the pool the previous evening had concealed Julianna Martin’s riotous 
auburn curls, clear, emerald eyes, the cutest nose that he’d ever seen, and a body with 
enough curves to make a man break into a sweat. And this was the manager of his new 
motel? The woman needed to be on TV for crying out loud!  
 

Julianna looked as surprised as he was. “You’re the man I talked to last night, 
aren’t you?”  

 
“Yes, I am. I’m surprised you recognized me. It was pretty dark out there.”  
 
“I guess so, but I recognized your voice. What can I do for you?”  
 
“I’d like to sit down with you and talk about the renovations and tell you what I 

have in mind,” Buck said.  
 
“That’s nice of you, but I think you’ll need to discuss it with Mr. Abercrombie. 

He owns the Welcome Inn, you know.”  
 
Buck removed his hard hat once more. “Buck Abercrombie at your service, 

ma’am.”  
 
He saw Julianna stiffen. “Why didn’t you tell me who you were last night?”  
 
“I tried to tell you, but you wouldn’t let me.”  
 
“I’m sorry about that, but I was upset. Your man scared me.”  
 
“He’ll be apologizing to you before the day is over. I won’t tolerate bad behavior 

from anyone who works for me.”  
 
“Thank you. I’ll have the manager’s apartment vacated by the weekend if that’s 

convenient.”  
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Buck cocked his head and thought about it. “Frankly, Miss Martin, I’m surprised. 
I was told that you like your job and would probably want to stay on. Why do you want 
to quit? Don’t you want to work for me? Did I make that bad of an impression on you?” 

  
“Well, I do want to keep my job,” Julianna said, “but I have no idea about your 

plans. I thought that maybe you’d want to run the Inn yourself, and if so you might want 
the apartment.”  

 
“I don’t plan on making any changes right now. You’re the manager, so the 

manager’s apartment is yours.”  
 
“Thank you.”  
 
“If I were you, I’d fire that housekeeper. I admire your willingness to help out, but 

the manager of a successful motel has better things to do with her time than clean 
rooms.”  

 
“Thanks for the advice,” Julianna quickly retorted.  
 
Buck saw the sparks shooting from her eyes but decided to ignore the imminent 

explosion. His manager obviously didn’t appreciate his advice one bit. “If you’re free, 
why don’t we meet at one?”     

 
“That’s fine. I’ll see you then.”  
 
Julianna turned her back to him and continued her work in the room. He paused to 

watch her for a moment. Most people who worked for him were a little bit more 
courteous than Miss Julianna Martin. Something’s eating her, he decided, but as long as 
she does her job she doesn’t have to like me. His foreman gave a shout, and Buck hurried 
outside to see what Sam wanted. He didn’t have time to stand around mooning over red-
haired motel managers.  

 
He found Sam beside the pool. “Buck, the guy from Mason’s just delivered a load 

of ceramic tile. Where do you want us to put it?”  
 
“Store it in room 130. That’s a central location.”  
 
Sam gave the order to Harve Pressley who went to tell the man what Buck had 

said. "Did you talk to Miss Martin, Buck?" Sam asked. 
 
 “Yeah, I did, but she doesn’t like me very much.”  
 
“What did she say?”  
 
“It wasn’t what she said. She was very polite, but real cold too. She doesn’t want 

us here.”  
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“Probably doesn’t want to deal with the mess we’re making.”  
 
“No, I don’t think so. Oh, wait; I bet I know. It’s because of Travis. This isn’t the 

first time his reputation has caused me trouble.”  
 
“I don’t know. Maybe,” Sam said.  
 
“Damn. He’s doing it to me again! Travis isn’t even here, and he’s causing me to 

waste my time.”  
 
“Then let’s get back to work.”   

 

 

Buy link: http://www.amazon.com/Welcome-Inn-Elaine-
Cantrell/dp/1597057762/ref=sr_1_5?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1206943094&sr=1-5  

or 

 http://www.wingsepr ess.com/Bookstor e/The%20Welcome% 20Inn.htm 
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Blurb: 

 
Baris had everything…a wife he worshipped, a child he adored, a life of comfort and 
security. But it changes suddenly and dramatically, with no explanation. Anika, his wife, 
shuns him and orders him to leave her side. His child claims that his mama is not really 
his mama. And Dierdre, a devastatingly beautiful young woman slides into Baris' life, 
seduction on her mind. 
 
When Baris attempts to take his wife to the Lair to be healed, she flees, leaving him alone 
with his child and Dierdre. To add to his agony, the child is bitten by a poisonous snake 
and Baris takes him to the Lair to save his life. Once reunited with Dierdre, the pair set 
off in search of Anika. But as the days turn to weeks with no sign of his wife, Baris must 
accept that possibility that she does not wish to be found. 
 
As his life grows increasingly entangled with Dierdre, he makes the mistake of feeding 
on a young man who is addicted to a powerful drug called Hack. Baris is soon addicted as 
well, and now must struggle to reclaim everything that he once held dear. Or die. 

 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 
Adan pulled his black cloak tighter about his lithe frame.  His breath frosted in the 

cold, dank air of the dark alleyway.  The moon was high but shed little light on the lands 
below. Perfect, thought Adan.  His gaze shifted toward the streets beyond the alley.  
Soon, it would be soon.  He could feel it.  The taverns were closing up. The intoxicated 
patrons would be disgorged like so much vile waste, to sully the streets and dark alleys 
until next eve's revelry. 

 
A shudder ran through Adan, but it was not from the cold.  The tremors always got worse 
before they got better.  He knew that.  He lived with that.  And he could fix that.  He just 
had to have patience. 
 
 His keen hearing picked up the sounds of footfalls, echoing dully against the tall, 
wooden structures on either side of him.  He remained still, waiting, blending into the 
darkness surrounding him.  In a moment, a young man stumbled down the alley, 
muttering softly to himself.  Adan drew a deep, slow breath, reaching out with his Vector 
magic.  Yes, this man had just recently taken a dose of hack, the drug Adan craved, the 
drug Adan needed.  He waited until the man was almost past him, before he stepped into 
his path. 

The man stumbled to a stop with a gasp.  His gaze lifted to study Adan's face.  
Though he was not a small man, Adan, at well over six feet, towered over him, and the 
man staggered backward to get a better glimpse, blinking rapidly, eyes obviously blurred 
from drink or drug. 
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 "Good eve," Adan said quietly. 
 
 The young man frowned, as if unsure how to respond. He shrugged, and 
attempted to pass Adan. 
 
 Adan stopped him yet again, gripping his arm.   
 
 "What do you want?" the man slurred. 
 
 "You," Adan answered quietly, and pulled the man toward him. His bite was 
vicious, his feeding more so, his lust brought on by his need for the drug in the man’s 
blood. It had been too long since he’d fed. Lost in the euphoria of the hack that now 
coursed through his body, Adan released his grip on his victim. The man sprawled to the 
cold ground. Adan stared down at him for a few moments, then, snugging his cloak, he 
turned and melted into the darkness. 
  

Chapter 1 
 
 Baris looked up from his journal at the sound of voices. Voices he knew.  A surge 
of joy coursed through him as his wife, Anika, led a tall, dark haired man into the study.  
Baris rose, extending his hand.  "Jaeger!  What are you doing here?  It's been a long 
time.” 
 
 The man smiled, accepting Baris' forearm embrace.  “It has.” 
 
 “Did you bring Rhiannon?  And the children?" 
 
 "No, I'm afraid I didn't.” He paused. “I…I need to speak with you on an important 
matter.” 
 
 Anika tipped her head at Jaeger. “I’ll fetch you a drink, then leave you two to 
talk,” she said and quickly slipped out of the room. 
 
 Baris smiled and motioned Jaeger to a chair beside the desk, then lowered his 
towering, lithe frame back into his own chair.  "So, what's wrong?  Something with 
Rhiannon?" 
 
 "No, Rhia is fine.” He let out a heavy sigh. "I came at the request of Darius." 
  

Baris drew back.  A momentary surge of panic swept through him, and his hand 
reflexively moved toward his left arm.  "Darius?" he whispered.  "What does he want 
with me?  What have I done?" 
 
 Jaeger smiled, his gaze moving momentarily to Baris' arm, though he said 
nothing. He reached out to give Baris' shoulder a reassuring grip. "Old ways die hard. Do 
remember that Darius is not Cardiss. He does not have the same punitive rule as Cardiss 
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did. Besides, you have done nothing.  Sovereign Darius only wishes your expertise, shall 
we say." 
 
 "My expertise?  What could I possibly know that he doesn't?" 
 
 Jaeger started to answer then stopped as Anika returned with two tankards of cold 
ale.  She sat them on the table, cast a quick glance at Jaeger, and left as quietly as she had 
come in.   
 
 Jaeger looked at the closed door thoughtfully.  "Doesn't she like me?"  
 
Baris was startled by the words.  "Of course she does!  I think she's a bit intimidated by 
you is all." 
 
 It was Jaeger's turn to be surprised.  "By me?  Why?  I'm not even full Vector." 
 
 Baris managed a small smile, despite the fact that his heart was doing double 
time. "Perhaps intimidated isn’t the right word. Embarrassed might be better. She's still a 
bit unsettled about all that occurred between her and I almost two years ago.  I have to 
admit, I'm highly embarrassed over that whole incident myself.  I wish I could erase it 
from my past, and my memory." 
 
 Jaeger took a sip of his ale and fixed his dark gaze on Baris.  "Well, actually, 
that's exactly what I'm here to discuss with you." 
 
 Baris felt the color drain from his cheeks.  "I thought you said that I'd done 
nothing wrong. Why would Darius –" 
 
 "I told you," Jaeger interrupted.  "He needs your exper – assistance with 
something.  It seems that there is another Vector who has fallen prey to the ravages of 
hack.  He is refusing to even acknowledge his pledge to the Sovereign.  He has basically 
gone his own way.  Darius would like us to intervene.  He doesn't want this to become a 
nasty state of affairs." 
 
 Baris digested the words slowly, trying to drown them with a large swallow of 
ale.  Just the mention of hack set his skin crawling.  He'd had enough of that torture.  The 
days he had spent under the influence of the powerful drug were only a blurred memory, 
but he could still clearly see the dead body of the boy he had taken as his consort during 
that time.  A boy who had died because of him. He had used the boy as a food source, but 
more than that, he has used the boy as a way to ease his own cravings for the hack. Even 
now, he could remember the euphoria that had swept through him each time he had taken 
the blood of a person high on hack. It was a euphoria not met by simply ingesting the 
drug in its leaf form. A shudder ran up his spine and he took another long pull on his ale, 
only wanting to distance himself from any more conversation.  "I…I don't see why 
Darius just doesn't take this Vector into the Lair by force.  It’s his right as Sovereign." 
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 "That has been the right of the Sovereign in the past," Jaeger agreed.  "But do 
remember that when Darius assumed the position of Sovereign, he gave the Vectors freer 
rein to pursue their own lives." 
 
 "Then why does he care what this Vector is doing?" 
 
 "Because this Vector is giving us all a bad name, Baris.  I don't need to tell you 
how tenuous our acceptance into this human society is.  One Vector out there doing ill 
deeds affects us all. We certainly don't want to get back to the point of being hunted and 
killed simply for who we are.  At least, I don't. And I don't wish to jeopardize my family 
either." 
 
 The words startled Baris.  "You think that would happen?  All of our spouses are 
Wiccan.  I don't think common folk would dare to –" 
 
 "Think, man!"  Jaeger interrupted.  "Rhiannon's clan were hunted and killed for 
years.  In fact, it's only their association with the Vectors that has brought them any peace 
at all." 
 
 "Then perhaps the common folk having a fear of Vectors is a good thing," Baris 
returned. 
 
 Jaeger sighed. "To a point, I agree.  But only to a point.  I would much prefer that 
we were respected, not feared.  And I certainly don't like the fear this particular Vector is 
spreading about him. He has done a lot of killing. And he's not been too particular about 
his victims either.  From the reports, he's killed men, women and even children." 
 
 Baris drew a deep breath and rose, gripping his tankard with both hands.  He went 
to the window and peered out, though he focused on nothing beyond.  His mind's eye 
again saw the body of the boy he had commanded.  He couldn't get rid of the image 
despite the fact that he had been assured that Antyn's death was not his doing.  It had 
been an overdose of the hack that had killed him.  Something that probably would have 
eventually occurred with or without Baris being involved.  Still, the boy wouldn’t have 
been attacked, nearly beaten to death, if it hadn't been for his relationship with Baris.  
And he wouldn't have tried to calm that pain with more hack than his frail body could 
endure.  Baris felt almost as if he owed it to Antyn to stop this other Vector from 
claiming victims. Almost. 
 The thought of once again entering the dark and vile world of the drug abusers 
was not a pleasant one.  He didn't relish the thought of slinking through dark alleys, of 
rubbing shoulders with those associated with the drug. 
 
 "I'll leave you to think on it," Jaeger said, rising.  "But do let me know.  If you do 
not wish to accompany me, I shall have to go it alone." 
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 Baris turned to fully face the man.  "Jaeger, you don't know what you're putting 
yourself into.  You may think you're strong, but just one wrong person to feed on, and 
you'll be swept into living hell." 
 
 "Then I'll have to be careful." 
 
 "You may not be able to sense those who have used the drug," Baris pointed out 
gently. 
 
 Jaeger drew himself up stiffly.  "I am aware of my human half, Baris. I am aware 
of my weaknesses. I have always compensated for them in the past.  I shall continue to do 
so.  Good day."  He gave a tip of his head and disappeared, using his Vector magic that 
would spirit him back to the Lair where he would report to Darius. 
 
 Just the thought sent quivers of fear through Baris, though what Jaeger had said 
was true.  Since his rise to Sovereign, Darius had allowed the Vectors to live their own 
lives.  Gone was the constant intrusion and brutally enforced loyalty of his predecessor.  
Obedience was now done out of respect, not tyranny.  Still, Baris remembered all too 
well his time spent under the rule of first Sovereign Cardiss, then his High Chancellor 
Riden.  Old habits, and fears, did indeed die hard. 
 
 "Baris?"  Anika entered the room quietly, stopping before her husband. Her blue 
eyes held worry and fear. "What's wrong?  What did Jaeger want?" 
 
 Baris hesitated.  "He brought a message from Sovereign Darius, that's all."  Baris 
drew her into his arms, burying his face in her dark hair, savoring the feel of her pregnant 
belly against his hard, flat one.  "It’s nothing." 
 
 She was quiet a moment, her arms wrapped about his waist.  Then she pushed 
back and looked up into his eyes.  "It was something.  Something that has disturbed you a 
great deal. Will you share it with me?" 
 
 Baris sighed, not because he didn't want to share with her, but because he didn't 
want to even think about those awful times.  He stroked her cheek gently.  "He wanted 
me to help him find another Vector.  Seems the man has gotten himself involved with 
hack.  Darius wanted me to assist Jaeger in curing this Vector of his addiction." 
 
 "And you will help?"  Anika asked, her blue eyes searching his. 
 
 "Help?"  He released her with a heavy sigh.  "How can I help, Anika?  I took that 
long road hack offered.  It was hell, Anika.  I don't want to travel it again." 
 
 "But why would you?  Darius isn't asking you to get involved with taking the 
drug, Baris.  He only wants your help in freeing another of your kind from its evil 
clutches.  You, above all, should know what this Vector is going through. Why won't you 
help?" 
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 Baris studied her a moment, then returned to his desk.  He picked up the quill and 
fiddled with it, avoiding her gaze.  How could he tell her that even now memories of the 
hack stayed with him?  That even now, so many months later, he could still remember the 
euphoric rush the drug provided?  Yes, it had been hell purging it from his body, but 
while he took it, he had wanted nothing more than to continue to do so.  And perhaps he 
still yearned for it. He wasn't so sure that he could resist the lure of the powerful drug.  
And that irritated him. 
 
 He had always prided himself on his Vector strength.  For most of his long life he 
had been in control.  The fact that Deirdre, one of his wife's clan members, could so 
easily seduce him, manipulate him with her magic, was bad enough.  But the ease with 
which hack had claimed him was too much for him to accept.  Yet, it had happened.  
Baris wasn't so sure that it wouldn't happen again.  He just didn't want to take that risk.  
Besides there was always the implant to contend with.   
 

Anika didn't know of that. Neither did Jaeger, or so Baris hoped. It was 
humiliating enough that he, himself, knew. He purposely kept his gaze from his arm, 
from the small, nearly invisible red patch of skin that belied the presence of the implant. 
It was his only punishment, his only payment for the men he had killed while under 
Deirdre's seduction. At times he felt as if he didn't deserve it, at times he felt as if he 
deserved so much more than having his Vector strength sapped by the presence of the 
implant. Your strength killed the victims, Darius had said. It seems appropriate that your 
strength is now the victim. Baris wasn't sure he agreed, but he'd had little say in the 
matter at the time. It was either the implant or a gaol cell somewhere in Terska. At least 
with the implant, he could be here with his family. Something those men he had killed 
were denied. 

 
 Anika approached him, and squeezed his shoulder gently. "It's your choice then, 
Baris," she said quietly.  "Now, come, dinner is ready." 
 
 "Let me finish my journal entries," Baris returned, his heart burdened with guilt. 
  

"Don't be long, else it'll have gone stone cold.  Not that it matters much to you, 
since you seem to take your meals that way by preference." 
 
 Baris managed a small smile at her gentle teasing.  He was prone to spending far 
too much time at his books, and often made it to dinner late.  He took her hand and kissed 
the back of it, then released her.  "I won’t be long," he promised, and bent to his books 
once again.  He didn't hear her leave. 
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Blurb: 

 

Brian Cummings has come a long way from Leicestershire, England. Miles of hard road 
lay between then and now—hard road he’s kept hidden—until the nightmares begin 
again. 
 
Diane Starling loves Brian. If she were not carrying his child, she’d still do anything to 
make him happy—even letting him go to someone else. Who is the woman in his nightly 
dreams? Why does she make him scream? 
 
Valerie Leonard, journalist, dredges up history that should remain buried; history that 
could ruin Brian and hurt the people he loves most. Should Val keep his dangerous past 
to herself? Doesn’t Diane have the right to know the truth about the father of her child?  
 
Brian and Diane fight to overcome the past, embrace the present, and build a future as 
they travel with ShadowsForge on “THE LONG WAY HOME.” 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter 1 

Leicestershire, England, UK 

 

Brian Cummings glared through blood-shot eyes at his rampaging father, hoping 
this lecture would soon be over so he could get some sleep. 

 
“What kind of lot are you running with? Street trash!” Joseph thundered at his 

sixteen-year-old son. He seemed to scan his three younger children lined up at the side of 
the room, as if assuring himself they were also paying attention. 

 
Brian knew his father believed a lesson taught to one child could be beneficial to 

them all if they witnessed the discipline of the offender. 
 
Brian tried to keep his speech clear and his muscular body from swaying as he 

responded. “People I work with.” 
“You don’t work. Banging on skins with a stick isn’t work. I don’t like that pub 

and I don’t like who you hang about with.” Joseph faced his son. “I won’t pull you out of 
the borstal again; not after the last time. Once more and they can keep you.” 

 
 “What do you know?” Brian stood up to his father, arms crossed over his chest, 
feet planted firmly apart as much for stability as attitude. He looked his father in the eyes. 
In another year, he would be the taller Cummings. 
 
 Joseph frowned. “I know when to knock a lad on his arse for back talking.” 
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 He curled a large hand around the sweet smelling leather pouch he’d confiscated 
from Brian’s jacket. He backhanded Brian with his fist. Brian rebounded from the sofa to 
the floor before he knew what happened. His three siblings cringed. 
 
 “Joseph.” Susan Cummings gasped, a mother’s desperation apparent on her face. 
 
 Joseph waved off Brian’s mother, as he stood over Brian, while he pulled himself 
to his feet. 
 
 Brian pressed the back of his hand to his mouth, as much to halt the words that 
would probably get him a further beating as to blot the blood from his lip. He stood, 
shaking his silvery blond hair from his face. 
 
 Joseph crushed the pouch and stabbed a thick finger at his son’s face. “What else 
are you doing?” 
 
 “Nothing. I’m a freaking model citizen.” Brian spat out the words and pushed out 
his chest. Being the oldest, he wanted his brothers and sister to know he wasn’t 
intimidated. His sculpted body and arms were a replication of his powerfully built father, 
though hours spent practicing on his drum kit and fistfights on the streets of Leicester 
added to his build. It made him appear older than his sixteen years. His hands hung at his 
sides, fists clenching and opening. He could feel his lip swell as his father continued 
yelling. 
 
 “Watch your mouth.” Joseph raised his fist, glanced at his wife and dropped it 
again. “You drinking? Smoking besides this? Women?” 
 
 “No.” 
 
 Actually, well, yes. To all the above and more, but it would have been certain 
death to admit it. When a bloke appeared to be eighteen or nineteen anything was 
available for the taking, especially the women. If they offered, Brian took. 
 
 Joseph paced toward the fireplace as he examined the zippered pouch. He poured 
the contents into his large hand: a lighter, a pocketknife, a pipe and papers. He pulled out 
the packet of sickly-sweet scented leaves. For a moment, Brian thought his dad would 
throw the packet into the flames. The thought struck funny. He laughed. 
 
 Joseph turned on him, his glare ablaze. Brian brought himself under control and 
smirked. 
 
 “Sure, Dad. You put that in the fire and the whole family will have a better 
outlook on life.” He laughed again and glanced at three fear-stricken faces. 
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 Twelve-year-old Pamela pleaded with teary eyes as she mouthed the word, 
“Stop.” Brian winked at his sister and turned to grin at their father. 
 
 Joseph’s ruddy complexion turned dark. His father threw the packet on the floor 
and round it under the heel of his work boot, before he grabbed Brian by a handful of his 
jacket. Brian instinctively raised his fists. His mother gasped. Joseph frowned. He 
slapped Brian across the face several times. He caught his father’s hand and shoved it 
away. As his father dragged him to the front door, he struggled against the instinct to 
strike back. 
 
 Joseph thrust his first-born ahead of him out into a heavy snowfall. He bashed 
Brian in the center of his chest. Brian tumbled down four cement steps and splayed out 
on the snow-coated walk. 
 
 Joseph pointed at him, obviously declaring his final judgment. “You’re not 
welcome in my house if you have no respect for me and mine.” Joseph returned to the 
house and closed the door. 
 
 The light went out, leaving Brian in the cold darkness. The snow fell thick around 
him. He pulled himself to his knees and shook crystals from his hair. His shoulder and 
elbow ached from the impact and it was painful to breath. Brian packed a snowball and 
threw it hard at the sitting room window. When his father looked out, Brian held up his 
fist and converted it into a not so respectful gesture.  
 
 “For you, Dad,” he shouted. His father frowned and dropped the curtain. 
 
 Brian crossed the yard to the street. Ten o’clock at night and it was damn cold. 
What a perfect night to get thrown out. He wanted to be in his room, in his bed, sleeping 
off the effects of the smoke and alcohol his mate Royce and he had indulged in most of 
the day. 
 
 He should have stayed at Royce’s. He’d be warm, dry and still have his kit. Now 
he was out in the cold and out of smoke. He doubted that Royce was conscious enough to 
let him in. The two boys froze all day with the windows open in Royce’s room to keep it 
aired out. Royce looked like he could bleed to death through his eyes. Brian didn’t think 
about what his own eyes looked like. His parents convicted him when he came face to 
face with his father. The sight of him had set into motion the touching father/son bonding 
ritual that escalated when Joseph found his kit. 
 
 Brian pulled up his collar, shoved his hands into his pockets and walked away. 
  

* * * * 
 

Mia Sutton couldn’t believe how foolish she was. After all of the resisting, 
standing her ground for seventeen years, she had given in. Now she hated herself for 
being weak. She had allowed herself to be bedded by Nolan Radley. It was not making 
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love, not what it should have been. Not what she expected. Animal lust was more the 
proper term for it. 

 
 Weeks later, Mia was still in shock over the occurrence. They hadn’t used any 
protection either, and now she was only too pleased she hadn’t caught anything from him. 
Mia chewed her lip as she carefully drove through the snowy streets of Leicester. It was 
nearly eleven and she hadn’t had the nerve to complete her task. Time was running out. 
 
 Nolan became cold and distant after the escapade. He was no longer interested in 
her. Obviously, all he wanted was her virginity. Now that he had taken it the relationship 
was done. Mia would be damned if it was going to turn out like this. Nolan would pay for 
treating her this way. She decided she’d hit him where it would hurt the rich boy the 
most. She’d become a liability to his financial future. 
 
 She turned down a residential street as, again, the warnings of her friends about 
rich older boys came to mind. They had been right. But she was determined to exact her 
revenge. Nolan would find out just what kind of trouble Mia could cause. Mia took the 
first step toward hitting him where it hurt. She sent a letter to his parents stating Nolan 
Radley was going to be a father. It was a lie but she wondered how he would weasel his 
way out of it. 
 
 Three weeks after her initial mistake, Mia compounded it by her accusations. By 
decree of his family with the blessing of hers, she was committed to marry the creep. Not 
only that, but how could she fake a pregnancy? There seemed to be no other way than to 
actually get in the pudding. It was her first thought, until she found Nolan would be gone 
right up to the wedding day. She had no luck in getting him to re-enact his original 
offense before he left. The thought of touching her was obviously as repulsive to him as it 
was to her. She could see it in his eyes. 
 
 Now she drove around Leicester late at night in the snow, seeking the only 
resolution she could think of. Mia had to find a willing but unknowing donor. She had 
dressed herself up, in the hope of appearing to be on the game. Surely she was too young 
to be a part of the world’s oldest profession but what choice did she have? She only 
hoped to find someone who wasn’t too horrid, or infested with something she didn’t want 
to take home with her by the end of the night. She grimaced. If she used protection it 
would defeat the purpose of the encounter altogether. Once more, as her car slid around 
another corner, she realized what a dolt she had been. 
 
 The headlights of her gray sedan swept the street ahead. Someone stood on the 
corner beneath the light a block away. She turned the wheel and trained her headlights on 
the form huddled against the flurries of snow. As she neared she straightened the vehicle. 
However, the icy road beneath the tires had other ideas. 
 

* * * * 
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Brian stood on the corner, head down to keep the swirls of snow from hitting him 
in the face. His hair, jacket and trousers were soaked and his legs were frozen. His cheek 
felt tender where his father had landed several blows. He was distracted from the pain 
that thrummed in his chest when he heard a car. The headlights swerved. At the last 
minute, he realized the vehicle was sliding. It was not moving fast but it did not turn 
either. 

 
 “Bloody hell!” Brian pulled his hands from his pockets at the last moment as he 
bounced off the cold gray metal. His hip slammed against the fender as he was knocked 
to the ground by another sobering jolt. The vehicle scraped past the light post and 
crunched to a stop. Brian pulled himself up; his anger created a warm spot in his 
otherwise frozen being. He tromped to the driver’s door and jerked it open. 
 
 He shouted, “If you can’t drive the damned thing, park it and leave it.” As he 
huffed and pressed his hand to his throbbing hip, he focused on the driver. 
 
 The young woman looked terrified. “Are you all right?” Long legs topped by a 
short skirt stretched out of the car as she tried to stand. He caught a glimpse of smooth 
thighs as she slipped and fell back into the seat. Brian grabbed a handful of her sweater 
and pulled her up. Her eyes widened. A squeal escaped her lips as she stiffened. 
 
 “Relax.” Brian looked down on her and the sight generated a warm spot deep 
inside of him that had nothing to do with anger. “You wanted to stand up. So—I stood 
you up.” He released her and stepped back. He took inventory of her curvy build as she 
smoothed the formfitting pullover and tight skirt. Wool stockings stretched from her short 
boots to the skirt. Her brown hair was shoulder length, curled under. Dark blue eyes 
blinked at the falling snow and flakes caught on dark lashes. She was attractive—not 
much older than Brian, if at all. 
 
 She surveyed the side of her car and then looked at Brian’s face. She grimaced. “I 
did that?” Lightly, she touched his cheek with cold fingertips. Brian turned his head as he 
brushed her hand aside. 
 
 “Yeah, you really messed me up.” He tried to maintain his anger. “Is this your car 
or your daddy’s?” 
 
 “It’s mine.” 
 
 “Are you going to pay me for this?” Brian pointed to his face. 
 
 “If we report the accident.” 
 
 Brian shook his head. “Never mind.” He pushed his hands into his pockets and 
walked away. 
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 “Hey,” the girl called after him. He turned but said nothing. “Can I give you a 
ride?” 
 
 “Not the way you drive.” Brian smiled at her. Her face lit up when she grinned 
back. 
 
 “What if you drive?” She put one hand on her hip and one foot in the car, her skirt 
pulled tight across her thighs. She tilted her head and waited. 
 
 Brian briefly wondered how she made her living. Her outfit reflected the 
girlfriend he could rent by the hour. What kind of ride was she talking about? He 
shrugged. As cold as he was he could use a bed warmer. Hopefully she could provide the 
bed as well. If so, it could turn out to be a good night after all. 
 
 “Sure.” He strode to the car and moved up close to her. He placed one hand on the 
door, one hand on the roof of the car and trapped her in the circle of his arms. “I like to 
drive. Get in.” 
 

* * * * 
 

Brian pulled the car into gear as she settled into the passenger seat. He palmed the 
wheel and eased the vehicle into motion. The heater blasted and slowly thawed his frozen 
being. 

 
 He took a long look at her as they drove through the late night Leicester streets. 
His gaze played across exposed flesh between skirt and stockings. Each time she shifted 
in the seat the view improved. He raked his hair from his face. 
 
 “Do you have a place?” 
 
 She frowned and looked out the side window. “I have one but I don’t want to go 
there.” 
 
 Brian nodded and checked non-existent cross traffic. “I’ve got no where to go.” 
He pressed his lip with the back of his hand. It hurt but the swelling wasn’t bad. “So, we 
can save the petrol—pull up somewhere and get cozy.” 
 
 “You’re sure of yourself, aren’t you?” She kept her gaze on his profile. 
 Brian grinned. “Sure am. What did you expect?” He traced one frozen finger 
across an exposed thigh. She gasped at his touch. 
 
 She tugged her skirt down. “The question is—what did you expect?” 
 
 “I expect what ever I can get.” He turned up a side street, pulled to a stop and 
turned to her. “So, how about it?” 
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 “How about what?” She stared at him, her eyes wide. 
 
 “You think I’m going to pop into the back seat with you on a whim? I don’t even 
know your name.” 
 
 “Is it easier for you if you do?” He stretched his arm across the back of the seat 
behind her. Her nervousness amused him. He toyed with her hair and waited for an 
answer. 
 
 “Yes. I mean no. I’m not agreeing to anything. I would like to know your name, 
though.” 
 
 “Brian. Remember my face. I’ll be famous some day.” He lightly stroked her 
cheek. “Yours?” 
 
 “Mia.” She sat rigid, seemingly captivated by his honey brown eyes. 
 
 “What are you doing out so late, Mia?” Brian curled her hair behind her ear and 
ran his fingers along her jaw line. “It’s late. Evil men are about their business this time of 
night.” 
 
 
 Mia swallowed as he cupped her face. “Could we get moving?” 
 
 “Where do you want to go?” He traced the neckline of her sweater. She shivered. 
He liked that. 
 
 “We shouldn’t keep driving around. I’ll get you a room. Then I’ll go home.” She 
swallowed again. “There’s an inn on Abbey Street.” 
 
 Brian grinned. “I know the place.” They didn’t ask questions and, more 
importantly, they didn’t ask for your age or identification. “Sure.” He eased the car into 
motion, warmed by the anticipation of what the next few hours might bring. 
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Blurb: 

 

Sinatra is the fabric that holds her family together. Her world begins to unravel when she 
finds lipstick on her husband’s briefs that isn’t hers.  
 
A businesswoman, wife, and mother, Sinatra Graham’s life is good. She chauffeurs her 
children to their football games and cheerleading practices while running her own beauty 
salon with a staff of close friends. Unfortunately, life takes a sudden detour when she 
discovers her husband’s briefs smeared with lipstick—and it’s not her shade.  
 
With her marriage on the rocks, Sinatra confronts her own relationship demons and 
revisits a past love, the father of her first child. But after she watches how her cousin 
struggles to find a good man and fails miserably, Sinatra decides to take a closer look at 
her marriage and decide how to proceed. Sinatra keeps her children’s home life stable 
while She’s Gotta Have It, her beauty shop, keeps her busy as she tries to develop it into 
a successful business. But an unexpected pregnancy and uncertainty over who the baby’s 
father is adds a whole new dimension to her life.  
 
A Little Bit of Sin explores infidelity and forgiveness in a story filled with verve and 
charm. You’ll root for Sinatra as she transforms from a woman scorned to a woman 
empowered.  

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter 1 

 
“Sweet Pea?” My wannabe comedian husband, Tyrelle, popped open the flip cap 

on my latest Bath and Body Works purchase and sniffed its contents. 
 

“Umm, that smells tasty,” he said, giving the lotion his stamp of approval, as he 
placed the bottle back on my-heavily-cluttered-and-in-dire-need-of-a-good dusting 
dresser. “But I wouldn’t have named it that,” he said, twisting his mouth as if he were 
giving it real serious thought. 
 

“What would you have named it?” I rolled over in our bed to face him. Fifteen 
years of marriage and thirty-something years on this planet gave me the insight to know 
that what was about to come out of my husband’s mouth was definitely linked to pumps 
and a bump. Men are to coochie as Pooh is to Hunny. 
 

Tyrelle rubbed his chin for a second and gave me a devilish grin. “How ’bout 
Sweet Poontang?” He wriggled his eyebrows at me and palmed my ass as I got up and 
made my way into the bathroom to run water into the tub. 
 

I hardly ever took long, luxurious bubble baths due to the lack of time to actually 
enjoy one, but I attempted to just soak for a while. Within the first ten minutes, I 
squashed three quarrels amongst my litter of teenagers: a set of thirteen-year-old twins 
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and a sixteen-year-old wannabe soldier. Then I attempted to return some phone calls of 
daily gossip check-ins—nothing serious, I hoped. 
 

I dialed my favorite cousin, Roz, in the Big Apple to see what was so urgent that 
she called twice in the same evening. She answered on the second ring, sounding like she 
was expecting Ed McMahon. 
 

“Hello?” she answered hurriedly. 
 

“Girl, whassup?” I knew Roz was waiting for her boyfriend to be sentenced by 
the Feds for tax evasion amongst other things. 
 

She hesitated before speaking, which I took as a prelude of bad news to come. 
“Oh, hey, Sinatra,” she said drearily. Obviously, I wasn’t who she hoped would be 
calling. 
 

“Um, what’s going on?” I pressed on, ignoring her tone. I put her on 
speakerphone and slid further down in the warm water. It felt so good to just sit and soak. 
I needed to consider mounting a plasma in here so I could really get my relaxation on, 
now that’d do a body good. Sit, soak and watch my favorite television shows?When I hit 
the lotto, that’ll be the first thing on my “to do” list, I planned. 
 

“Humph, nuthin’s up but fifteen to twenty.” 
 

My jaw could’ve caused a splash larger than Shamu the Killer Whale, Sea 
World’s most famous attraction, when she spit that one out. “They offered Jamal fifteen 
to twenty? Ain’t that a bitch?” What kind of raw deal was that? I know a brother been in 
jail five or six times for the same thing, but damn. They want to release a brother when 
he’s blind, gray, crippled, and crazy? The man will be ripe for SSI, if there’s a dime left. I 
secretly hoped she’d reconsider her previous plans of marrying this fool. She barely 
accepted the first collect call when he began pledging his undying love to her and their 
two-year-old son whom we called Bookie. Can you say conjugal visits? 
 

But still, she was my relative and I loved her dearly. I felt her pain like it was my 
own. “So, whatcha gon’ do?” My phone call was interrupted by Tyrelle’s entrance into 
the bathroom, carrying a DA REALEST RIDES car audio and half-naked chick magazine 
in hand, and a wrapped sweet-smelling Philly blunt dangling from his slightly parted lips. 
I knew what time it was; he was about to blow out the bathroom. Damn, and I was having 
such a good time soothing and soaking. See, this is why folks nut up. Here I am, minding 
my own business, trying to let Calgon take me away, and in comes Shabba Stanks 
messing up my program. I was too through with my husband. 
 

“How you just gonna come in here funking up the bathroom while a sista is trying 
to get her relax on?” I playfully but seriously asked my husband, who ignored me and 
plopped his sexy brown ass right on the commode, magazine in hand. 
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A recent refinance allowed us to upgrade our house a little bit here and a little bit 
there. Unlike most or probably all of the houses on our block, we had purchased the small 
four-bedroom house nearly twelve years ago as a fixer upper. It wasn’t in bad shape at 
the time of purchase but it definitely needed a little love. Most of the houses on our block 
had beautiful manicured lawns maintained by Spanish-speaking landscapers, non-leaking 
roofs, stucco that was the same color all over, windows that open, carpet or hardwood 
floors that glistened and a yard that didn’t resemble a gravel pit.  
 

So, after sacrificing for many moons and growing tired of the endless petty 
conversations with neighbors about “doing something” with our yard we chopped off a 
large area of the gravel pit for a small family room, a half bathroom between Kerry and 
TJ’s room which allowed babygirl to have damn near complete control over the main 
bathroom. What was left of the gravel pit is now lush and green and maintained by Beto 
and his crew and lastly, expanding my bathroom to include double sinks, double 
showerheads and a nice deep tub. If MTV’s Cribs could set-up shop in my bathroom I’d 
fit right in with the rest of the ballers but the remainder of my house wouldn’t make the 
cut. But, hey it’s a work in progress. So when I say a sistah is trying to get some peace 
and tranquility within the sanctum of her bathroom, I’m serious as a heart attack. My 
mortgage jumped up $500.00 a month. Them kids and Tyrelle’s stankin’ ass better leave 
me the fuck alone when I’m in my tub and that’s real shit. 
 

He pulled an incense from behind his ear and winked at me. “I came prepared, 
see?” Tyrelle lit his blunt and the incense and placed the scented stick in an incense 
holder close to my near-death Boston fern. The plant looked like an octopus dying a slow 
death by strangulation. Limp arms drooping and tongue all out, the whole nine. A green 
thumb I did not have. Now, my mother could grow some shit. National Geographic 

ought to consider shooting a cover from her living room; throw some butt—naked 
Pygmies up in that bad boy, and no one would know the difference. 
 

I dismissed Tyrelle’s single incense. “Bro, you need a whole pack of those, some 
candles, and a can of odor neutralizing spray. We might as well have a séance in this 
muthafucka while you trying to hold back some funk.” He and I both started laughing, 
completely forgetting about Roz, who was running up my bill just listening to Tyrelle and 
me. 
 

“What scent is that anyway?” I asked out of curiosity. The names of incense 
always tickled my funny bone. 
 

“Mystic Haze,” he said slowly, trying to invent an aura of mystical haze, I 
guessed. I just shook my head and slid the shower doors as close to closed as possible, 
leaving only a slit open so I could hear Roz. 
 

“Ah-hem!” she interrupted. “Sinatra, I’m gonna let you go. Sounds like y’all got 
some personals going on.” She sighed long and heavily, her voice echoing loudly, 
making her sound even lonelier. “I’ll call you when it’s all said and done.” 
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I scowled at Tyrelle. “I’m sorry, boo-boo. How’s Bookie?” 
 

Here we were kicking it cozy when my poor relative was living in her own world 
of solitary confinement. 
 

She sniffled a bit. “He’s fine.” 
 

I could practically hear her lip trembling, see the tears rolling down her face. 
Good lawd, I thought, feeling like I needed to cheer her up. 
 

“You know what? I’ll see if I can get away soon and come out for a visit. In the 
meantime, keep me posted, okay?” 
 

Tyrelle shot me a ‘oh no you ain’t’ look which, of course, I ignored. She sniffled 
a bit more, but accepted my offer as a temporary Band-aid. 
 

“Okay, cuz. Peace out.” 
 

“Peace,” I responded and ended the call. “Damn. I wish Roz would hook up with 
someone else, but that ain’t my business,” I thought out loud. 
 

Which was true. If I could choose mates for folks every time some shit went down 
because I thought they deserved better, folks would be changing lovers like wireless 
services. I looked to Tyrelle for his two cents, but he was engrossed in his car stereo 
magazine, or ignoring me, one or the other. 
 

I was about to step out of the tub when the phone rang again. It was my other 
favorite cousin, Berta. I hoped she didn’t have any depressing man drama to throw my 
way. I didn’t think my mood could take it. I went from feeling good and fancy free to 
“whatever” in less than fifteen minutes. 
 

“Girl, I just got off of the phone with Roz. The woman needs an attitude 
adjustment or something.” 
 

“Pah-leeze. She’s Jamal-matized. She’ll be his wife by the first of da month.” She 
sang the latter to the tune of Bone Thugs-N-Harmony’s welfare anthem The First of the 

Month in which the group invites folks to cash their checks and get their hustle game for 
the month crackin. 
 

“I hope not,” I said, disgusted. “If she marries dude knowing he’s about to do a 
gazillion years, she’s on her own emotionally, financially, and so on and so forth. Believe 
dat,” I announced. 
 

I don’t know why because I knew good and damn well if my cousin needed 
anything, whatever I had to give would be hers. And Berta did too. Her response to my 
last statement was a dry, “Whatever.” 
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“Anywho, I called because I wanted to know how long before you get to the 

shop.” 
 

“Soon. Why?” 
 

“Just to be nosy.” 
 

“Well, probably an hour or so.” 
 

“Cool, I told dude to meet me there in about an hour to get his shit.” 
 

Humph, here we go. The real reason for the phone call: man drama. Dude was 
obviously her baby daddy, Orlando or Londo as she referred to him, the niggaro she most 
loved to hate. This was an every day thing, so I played it off. No questions, no inquiries 
about the situation, no nothing. I acted as if I didn’t hear a thing. 
 

“Okay, well, I should be there shortly.” 
 

“Okay, because he is getting on my last nerves with his bitches and bullshit. That 
nigga needs to roll up outta here, pronto.” 
 

My phone line beeped. “Um hmm, girl, that’s my other line.” Since I wasn’t 
giving Berta the quality attention she wanted, she hung up, no goodbyes, just a click. 
“Right back at cha,” I said to the phone, as if it could respond. I answered the other line. 
“Hello?” 
 

A nervous sounding little boy answered back, “Yes, ma’am, can I speak to 
Shirelle?” 
 

Ma’am? Who was this little knucklehead calling ma’am? Now that was on the old 
school tip, for real. “Certainly,” I answered back and yelled to my daughter to pick up the 
phone. This little heifa was only thirteen years old. Nobody told her to be giving out my 
number. Time for a chat I thought as I stepped out of the tub and grabbed a towel on my 
way into my bedroom. Tyrelle stuck his head inside the bedroom long enough to blow me 
a kiss goodbye and inform me that his company, TNT Audio, was entering some type of 
contest and would be having a little sit down at Tiggy’s in the Valley later on this 
evening. And if I felt like sliding through, we could meet for drinks. Good looking out, I 
thought, the idea of a cocktail later with my husband sounded good to me. 
 

Once dressed and ready to go, I summoned my kids. “Little darlings?” I called 
out, walking down the hall. “Mommy’s little precious babies … where y’all be?” I 
probably scared them off, sounding like a June Cleaver wannabe. Where in the heezy 
were they hiding at? The house was kind of quiet, but I didn’t expect to be calling out and 
searching and stuff. 
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Shirelle, one of my twins, came running down the hall to meet me as if I needed 
to be escorted into the living room. She put her finger to her lips and told me to hush as 
she yapped into the phone. 
  

I don’t know whom she thought she was talking to, “Who’s that?” I asked with a 
wrinkled expression, “and why are you telling me to shush?” 
 

“Um, Zenobia, this girl from my cheer squad, she, um, gave PK, this other boy 
not from my cheer but, um, the football team, my phone number and he called me!” she 
said in all of two seconds while shaking her fingers as if she just burned them. Acting all 
willy nilly. 
 

I gave her a Valley Girl expression, “Like, um, okay.” 
 

The boys, Tyrelle Jr. or TJ, Shirelle’s twin, and Kerry my eldest, sat nonchalantly 
on the couch playing Madden on the PlayStation which had been muted, by Shirelle I was 
sure. They gave me sideways glances and hunched their shoulders, like who knows and 
who cares. Shirelle was huddled in the kitchen corner, laughing and giggling. Too bad I 
had to interrupt her afternoon delight. It was time for me to go to work and that meant 
going to Grandma’s or kicking it at the shop, both of which the boys enjoyed. Have 
PlayStation, will travel. Shirelle was harder to please. 
 

She took the phone from her ear and looked at the caller ID screen. “Mama, 
who’s Bertarene Samms?” 
 

Samms? I recognized the last name as Londo’s. This heiffa was really trippin’. 
“That’s your big cousin Berta. Gimme the phone.” As I reached for the phone, Shirelle 
made a screwed up face that almost got her choked. “You better hand over my phone, 
Miss Thang.” 
 

Shirelle told her friend to hold on and handed over the phone. “Hello?” I 
answered. “Hello … Berta, hello?” The sounds of bouncing bass and clinking items were 
all I could hear. Berta’s phone must have been in her purse along with who knows what 
and something must have pushed the send button. 
 

“Folks need to lock their keypads,” I said, handing the phone back to Shirelle. She 
clicked over before my hand left the receiver. “Dayum, girl. Let’s go,” I mouthed in her 
direction. “Tell Parkay bye.” 
 

“His name isn’t no Parkay, its PK,” she huffed. 
 

“Whatever.” I collected everyone else and shot Shirelle the evil eye. “Aw, Mom, 
just five more minutes?” Shirelle begged. Was this a sign of things to come? The twins 
were only thirteen years old. TJ hadn’t showed any signs of liking girls yet, thank the 
Lord. Kerry was a whole different story. His sixteen-year-old ass tried to keep everything 
on the down low, as if no one’s ever been sixteen up in here. He better ask somebody. 
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Girls were constantly calling my house, texting, emailing or sending him shout outs on 
one of the cyber sites he frequented. 
 

Thankfully, there’s cyber parental spyware, these kids is off the chain nowadays. I 
had my eye on them straight up and on the DL. As a matter-of-fact, they had better ask 
somebody. I shook my head and walked towards the door as Shirelle hurdled across the 
living room furniture to join us. A chiming sound from the computer caught my attention. 
I turned back towards the computer while hollering over my shoulder, “nann one of yall 
pay any bills up in here. Don’t be leaving the house without turning my damn computer 
off.” 
 

“Sorry,” they mumbled in unison. I reached the computer intent on turning it off 
when another IM popped up. A fake IM from a sex site. “What the fuck?” I muttered 
under my breath. I turned and looked towards the door for my eldest child. “Kerry, porn 
boy, bring ya ass,” I ordered. Kerry sauntered reluctantly over to the computer desk. 
 

“Before you even ask me I know what you’re gonna say and I didn’t do it. I don’t 
know why those pop-ups keep showing up,” he professed. He looked innocent enough so 
I left it alone. My cell phone rang. I recognized the ring tone as my husband calling. 
 

“Hello?” I answered the phone with one hand while battling pop-ups with the 
other. 
 

“Babe, I left my back-up battery for my Makita in the garage. Can you bring it 
cause we kinda busy today and I might need it,” he asked. Great, I thought, another 
errand for me to run. I already had to go by the cleaners. Thinking about retrieving my 
clothes from the cleaners reminded me about the heap of laundry I had mounting in the 
garage. Damn, there just aren’t enough hours in a day. I thought for a second then asked 
about the annoying pop-ups. 
 

“Yea, no problem. Um, do you know anything about these sex site pop-ups and 
IM’s that’s popping up on my computer?” 
 

“Your laptop or the one in the house?” He asked piquing my curiosity. 
 

“What? What do you mean? Yea, the one in the house,” I asked even more 
curious now. 
 

“Yea, Vernon told me about some group of poets that are coming to town soon 
and I was trying to check it out to see what was up with it and so I accidentally googled 
just the word ‘pussy’ instead of both pussy and poets or whatever and well…you know 
what’ll happen,” he kinda laughed it off. I didn’t see the humor in the situation. 
 

“You were looking for what?” I couldn’t believe this fool was telling me that he 
had been on the computer Googling ‘pussy’ like a fucking teenager. “Are you serious?” I 
couldn’t believe what my husband was telling me. 
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Tyrelle stopped laughing and cleared his throat. “Their called the Poets of Pussy 

or some shit like that and I heard that they put on a really good show and I think we 
should check it out, babe.” 
 

I couldn’t think about this right now. I had other things to do. “The Poets of 
Pussy? What the fuck is that?” Right after I asked I decided I didn’t want to know, “you 
know what? Nevermind. You let Vernon get your ass in trouble if you want to. He’s 
single and you ain’t … yet.” I said and pressed ‘end’ on my phone’s keypad. This nigga 
had me fucked up thinking I’m going to go and see some poets or anybody else give a 
literary discussion about their moneymaker. 
 

I shook the conversation with Tyrelle off. I didn’t have time to worry right this 
minute about what Vernon was trying to get my husband into. Tyrelle better recognize 
the real and keep his eyes on the prize which was his family. I regained my composure 
and returned to mama mode. “Kerry, go in the garage and find your dad’s back-up 
Makita battery. We’ll meet you outside,” I ordered on my way out the door. On second 
thought forget his damn battery, let Vernon fetch him a damn battery he sure had plenty 
of ideas and suggestions of what he thought my man needed. “Kerry, nevermind!” I 
bellowed towards the garage door as we got in the car. I started the van up and waited for 
Kerry to join us since he had already gone through the garage. Half way to my mother’s 
house to drop the kids off, I changed my mind about taking the battery to Tyrelle. 
“Damn,” I swore under my breath. I sure don’t feel like going all the way back home. I 
sucked my teeth. My stubbornness is going to be the death of me, I thought. 
 

The boys played Madden in the backseat on the Playstation while Shirelle rode 
shotgun to their grandmother’s house. Since I planned to meet my husband later that 
evening I arranged for the children to spend some time with my mother. Miss Gin lived 
in a suburban community not too far from us and so the ride was short. I decided to get 
the 411 on PK. “So tell me about your little honey,” I said. If Shirelle had been in 
possession of Harry Potter’s invisible cloak she would have slid into it quicker than a 
finger snap. She stretched out her long legs which made her jean skirt appear shorter, I 
noticed, while pretending to be checking for an old scab to pick or something, “Oh he’s 
a.i … i.i.ght. He’s not my honey, yet. He’s just a boy I like.” 
 

“Do you have some shorts or your cheer bloomers on under that skirt?” 
 

She nodded that she did and even pulled a little of the material from up under the 
skirt. Good girl, I thought then I pressed on, “why? Why do you like him?” I kept my 
eyes glued to the road hoping that would ease her nervousness. Your mother staring you 
in the face about a boy couldn’t be the most comfortable thing in the world if I 
remembered it well. 
 

She continued fidgeting. She reached over to change the station on my Sirius 
console. I had to stop her. “Um, ex-squeeze-u? Don’t get carried away.” I said keeping 
my eyes on the road. 
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She sucked her teeth and huffed, as if her very life hung on her changing the 

station. “Um, he’s cute and he dress really, really good …” 
 

“Well, he dresses well,” I interrupted. 
 

She shot me a sideways glance that communicated ‘that’s why I don’t want to be 
having the conversation with you’ in an instant. And? I thought. 
 

She continued her break down of PK, “well, he dresses well and he has all the 
new fitteds and his shoes match his hats and his shirts be on point. All the girls like him 
and he likes me so they be ha … tin’!” She was proud about that. I smiled, “I heard that 
Miss Thang. You better watch out because when other women want your man its bound 
to be some drama. You ready for that?” I asked not particularly sure what I wanted to 
hear for an answer. The answer came from the backseat. “I am,” Kerry intervened. “I 
wish a motherplucker would mess with my little sister,” he said. I was glad to hear that 
my son had his little sister’s back but on the real I had to know. “Whatchu gon’ do? And, 
uh, watch your choice of words, lil boy.” 
 

He dropped the controller in his lap and flexed, “maw, I got a rep in the town to 
uphold.” TJ rolled his eyes at that. “Yeah right,” he laughed. “Ain’t nobody scared of 
you, Baby KK,” his hand shot over his mouth as soon as the words were said. I adjusted 
my rearview mirror so that I could eyeball my eldest child, “of who? Baby KK?” 
 

All eyes were on TJ who still sat there covering his mouth. “I just use that name 
on the internet,” Kerry lied. He glared at TJ who appeared to be edging closer to the other 
door. Shirelle had a sly smile on her face. “Oh, you knew about your brother Baby KK, 
huh?” I accused her. “Um, hmm, Baby KK. I got something for you ass if I hear that shit 
again, do you hear me? Let me see some Baby KK anything and I’m gonna k-k-k-kick 
your little ass. Get the hell outta my damn van!” I commanded as we arrived on my 
mother’s street which was adorned with apartment buildings, single family homes, and 
the makeshift shanties of homeless people. Now I had to jump back on the freeway and 
go to my house to get my husband’s stupid back-up battery. Before scrambling to 
grandma’s door the usually request for money was made by Shirelle. “You know we need 
money for lunch or something,” Shirelle mentioned casually almost inaudibly. 
 

“Oh, now you can speak up, huh?” I gave her the ‘I don’t know why you’re 
mumbling because you don’t ever get out of the car at Miss Gin’s house with out some 
money. I know the woman, I grew up with her remember?’ look in the midst of reaching 
behind my seat to retrieve my purse. 
 

“Yall need to get some damn jobs or something. Always in my damn pockets. 
Didn’t yall eat last Monday?” I joked casually while fishing around the floor behind my 
seat for my purse. My hand felt something square and hard, “What the heck is that?” I 
asked nobody in particular. 
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“It’s dad’s battery,” Kerry answered placing my purse straps in my hand and the 
battery on the passenger seat. “I knew you’d change your mind so I grabbed it anyway.” 
 

I wasn’t surprised. Smart ass, I thought. “Oh, really?” 
 

Kerry remained in the backseat, his eyes glued to the Playstation to very last 
second. “Yeah, I knew you wouldn’t leave pops hangin’,” he said. TJ was long gone, he 
must have bounced the minute I hit the brakes. 
 

I started my van up and revved the engine. “Umm, Baby KK, I gotta go.” I said 
dryly, a hint of agitation in my tone. “How you tryna to roll with the big dogs and you 
stuck on the kiddie shit? Baby don’t you know, boys play games … men play sports. You 
ain’t ready.” 
 

He reluctantly ended the game and joined his sister on the curb. I handed them 
some money and drove off into traffic on my way to Southeast. 
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Blurb: 

 
Audrey Pearson’s life changed dramatically when WWII broke out and her large home, 
Twelve Pines on the East Yorkshire coast, became a convalescence home for wounded 
soldiers. Her life is no longer lavish with entertainment, beautiful clothes and surrounded 
by a loving family. Soldiers, physically and mentally wounded now fill her home. The 
smell of disinfectant replaces her mother’s perfume and gone are the friends and 
acquaintances - instead nurses roam the hallways.  
 
Captain Jake Harding, a doctor training in psychiatry arrives at Twelve Pines. Audrey 
immediately finds herself attracted to the Captain, but he is remote towards her. Puzzled 
by his cold behavior, Audrey tries to learn more about the handsome Captain. He reveals 
that he’s lost a wife and baby in childbirth and refuses to ever remarry. However, despite 
this, Audrey believes she can change his mind and make him aware he doesn’t have to 
spend his life alone.  
 
The ice around Jake’s heart begins to melt. For years he has rejected the possibility of 
finding love again because of the pain it caused him before, but the beautiful Audrey 
shows him her love and she needs someone to love her in return.  
 
Could he honestly walk away from her, from the love that could be his?  
 
 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 
 
East Yorkshire, England 

Spring, 1944 
 

Audrey wiped the sweat from her brow and arched her back to stretch the 
cramping muscles. The cold wind coming from the ocean blew her hair into her eyes, 
making her shiver as the beaded sweat dried cool on her skin. 
 

She glared at the conked out old tractor. A small sprout of steam erupted from its 
engine’s pipes and hissed before it lay quiet.  
 

“Damn! Blast!” Audrey slapped the top of the tractor and glanced to the uneven, 
ploughed field sloping away down the hill. Potatoes. An acre of potatoes she had to plant, 
and in the next field would be turnips. Same as last year. Same hard work, same 
relentless monotony. But soon it would be summer and if she had to work hard, she’d 
rather do it with the sun on her back than the artic winds of winter. 
 

“You all right then, luv?” A young man wearing brown corduroy civilian clothes, 
with a bag slung over his shoulder, cycled to a stop and hopped off his bicycle. “What’s 
the problem?” He peered over the dry stone wall at her; a cheeky grin flashed. 
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Pulling her coat tightly around her, Audrey looked at him with a wry lift of her 
eyebrow. He wasn’t a soldier, or looked like a simple postman. “As you can see,” she 
hooked a thumb at the broken down tractor, “I can’t get the thing going again.” 
 

“Aye, right.” He nodded and studied the old machine with interest. 
 

“Do you know anything about fixing them?” She asked hopefully, looking up at 
the low gray sky, and praying it wouldn’t rain again. 
 

“Well, not tractors exactly. I’m more of a motorbike man.” He grinned again, 
showing his white teeth. “There’s no call for those machines in the streets of my old 
home town of Newcastle, I’m afraid. I’m not used to country things.” 
 

Audrey sighed. Typical. He was the first able-bodied man under eighty she’d seen 
for months and he wouldn’t know a tractor from a cow. She glanced at the temperamental 
machine, not liking it that much. She now understood why Owen preferred the horse and 
plough. “Oh. Well then, I’d best get on.”  
 

“But I believe an engine is an engine.” He winked. “Let me have a look at it.”  
 

“Really? I do appreciate it.” 
 

“Sure.” He rested the bicycle against the wall, and climbed over to join her. 
 

“Thank you. I do hate taking up your time.” 
 

“I’m in no hurry.” The fellow grinned and walked with a slight limp towards the 
tractor.  
 

Audrey peered at the engine and pointed to where the steam had hissed out. “I 
think the trouble came from somewhere here.” 
 

After a few minutes of frowning, touching a few things and generally looking 
puzzled, the young man straightened and nodded. “There’s your problem. A blown hose.” 
He bent and pointed into the top of the engine. “See here? That split is the cause. It’ll 
need replacing.” 
 

“Blast.” 
 

He dusted his hands together. “I work part time at Potter’s garage in Bridlington. 
I’ll call in on the way back and see if we have a hose there that’ll fit.” 
 

Audrey walked back to the wall with him. “Thank you. I can send one of the men 
in to get it.”  
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“If they can’t manage to come in, I’ll bring it out to you in a few days.” He 
clambered over the stones and collected his bicycle. “You wouldn’t know where 
Pearson’s Lane is would you?” 
 

“You’re on it.” 
 

A look of amazement crossed his features. “Am I? Good lord. I’ve been pedaling 
for miles wondering if I was going the right way.” 
 

“Where you headed?” 
 

“Twelve Pines. You know it?” 
 

She nodded and smiled. “It’s another mile down that way.” She gestured towards 
an ancient oak woodland. “You can see the house chimneys through the trees as you go 
over that last bit of a rise.” 
 

“Splendid.” He adjusted his bag and swung a leg across the bicycle.  
 

“Why aren’t you serving?” She couldn’t help but ask. Seeing a man in civilian 
clothes was unusual now, after four years of war. “You’re not in uniform.” 
 

For a moment his expression tightened, before his grin returned. “I’m not enlisted 
for active duty anymore.” He tapped his leg. “Wounded in ’40. I left half my foot on 
some French field.” He shrugged.  
 

She wanted to say something soothing, like she did when she sat with the patients 
in the evenings, but instinct told her this man was beyond the need of smooth words and 
had picked himself back up and got on with living. 
 

“Why didn’t you go home to Newcastle?” 
 

“You ask a lot of questions.” 
 

She blushed. “Sorry.” 
 

“Nay, don’t be. There’s nothing for me at home. My parents died while I was in 
France. We used to come to Bridlington when I was a lad. So, I thought this would be as 
good a place as any to live for a while. When I’m not working at the garage, I’m helping 
the Home Guard and running errands for the army staff sometimes, when they’re short of 
man power.” He lifted the bag. “Letters. This was passed to me by some army officer 
whose car had a flat tire. He paid me a shilling to deliver them. I was going to offer to 
change the tire for him, but I doubt he’d pay me a shilling to do that, so I took the 
delivery job instead.” 
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Audrey chuckled. “In the end, you helped me. You’re a real knight in shining armour, 
aren’t you?” 
 

He laughed. “You’re better looking than the officer.”  
 

She couldn’t help but smile at his flattery and good humour. “When you get to 
Twelve Pines, go through the front door. The office is on the left. Ask for Sister Lewis, 
she’ll help you.” 
 

“Rightio.”  
 

“Will you deliver more messages?” 
 

“Depends on what staff is available. We got a hell of a raid last night. Head 
quarters in Brid are run ragged today.” 
 

She’d heard the siren last night and they’d spent four hours in the cellar until the 
all clear sounded. “Was it bad?” 
 

“Bad enough. Anyway, I should go. Thanks!” He pushed off, his steering a little 
wobbly, and waved. 
 

Audrey watched him ride around the bend until he was lost from sight by the trees 
lining the road.  
 

“Audrey!” 
 

She turned and walked around the side of the tractor. Lucy was walking up the 
field, waving, and knowing she could do no more for today, Audrey gave the tractor a 
loathing glare and went down to meet her sister. “Have you come to help me?”  
 

Puffing, Lucy brushed her black curls away from her face. “Not likely. You may 
enjoy getting your hands dirty, but I do not.” 
 

“You just missed a young man on a bicycle,” she teased.  
 

Lucy’s blue eye’s widened, her mouth pouting. “Young?” 
 

“Very eligible I’m sure.” She nudged her with her elbow. 
 

“Darn.” Lucy thumped her worn tweed skirt. “I’ve missed another chance. What 
did he want?” 
 

“Delivering a message from the army.” 
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“He’d not have noticed you, especially wearing that hideous brown overall you 
live in.” 
 

“It saves my clothes.” 
 

“It makes you look odd.” Lucy sniffed. 
 

They linked arms and headed back down the hill. Audrey eyed her younger 
sibling, who felt, at eighteen, her life was over because the war had taken all the good 
young men and so far had either killed them or maimed them. “So why have you left the 
house and come all this way? You hate walking anywhere.” 
 

“Valerie wanted you home and I volunteered to come find you because I had 
nothing else to do. She received a letter mentioning the possibility of some new arrivals. I 
think she’s worried we’ll not fit them all in, which we won’t. Father should complain.” 
 

Audrey frowned. “More? Why are they sending us more? We’re bursting at the 
seams now. I don’t understand why my letters are being ignored by the Army.” 
 

“The army does as it likes, you should know that by now. They won’t listen to 
you. They wouldn’t listen to Father either.” Lucy’s eyes narrowed. “I told you we should 
have closed the house and gone to Canada with Aunt Flo.” 
 

“And I told you, the army would have taken the house anyway, especially if it 
were empty. No, staying was all we could do, plus Father wanted it.” They reached the 
small coppice edging the formal gardens that no longer displayed beautiful blooms, but 
rows of vegetables.  
 

Following the service drive, they went around the back of the house and into the 
large cloakroom. Max, their father’s old arthritic black Labrador, wagged his tail from his 
basket in the corner. Audrey gave him a quick pat before changing her boots for shoes 
and taking her coat off. “Do I look tidy?” 
 

Lucy screwed up her face. “Overalls, with no makeup and that hair, I suppose it’s 
the best you can do.” 
 

“You are so charming.” Audrey touched her wild curling hair, cut short for the 
ease of working the numerous chores that were now hers alone. 
 

“I’m off to find Father. His cough isn’t too good today. I worry.” Lucy hung up 
her coat and shook out her long black curls and then efficiently tied them up again with a 
red ribbon. “Call me if you need me, which you won’t, as you and Sister Lewis are like 
generals when new arrivals come; all orders and frowns.” 
 

“Ha ha.” Audrey poked her tongue out. As they parted in the hall, Audrey made 
for the front of the house and the little office, which had once been a small parlor. The 
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wide entrance hall was quiet today, the patients, those who could get out of bed, stayed 
close by the fires in their rooms or lingered in the conservatory, which trapped any 
warmth the day might give. 
 

Audrey walked in and smiled at the surprised face of the bicycle man with the 
toothy smile, who stood in front of Sister Valerie Lewis’ desk. “You found us then?”  
 

“Yes.” He blinked and flashed his grin. “It’s grand it was you I saw and not 
someone else.” 
 

“No, you’d have been fine, as everyone knows Twelve Pines.”  
 

“You were cheeky not to let on you worked here.” 
 

“Yes, I know, very naughty of me. Sorry about that.” She held out her hand and 
shook his. “Audrey Pearson. This is my family’s home.” 
 

“Your home?” He whistled low and then grinned. “Nice to meet you. I’m—” 
 

“Oh my.” Valerie’s groan cut through the introductions. 
 

“What?” Audrey walked behind the desk, patting Valerie’s shoulder as she did so. 
“Is it something awful?” 
 

“Well, this young man…Robert…has brought us official papers, confirming the 
letter I received this morning. We’re getting new arrivals.” 
 

Audrey glanced away from the messenger, who held the same name as her 
brother, a brother lost to her like so many brothers were lost across the country.  
 

Valerie heaved a deep sigh. “We have been assigned a new doctor, at last. Poor 
Doctor Penshaw will be glad of the help. He’s getting too old…” 
 

Tired, and a little weary of upheaval, Audrey sat on the edge of the desk. “When 
are we to expect them?” 
 

“Today, I believe. A doctor, patients and two nurses, or so this informs me. No 
warning, so we could prepare, of course. Obviously can’t break the habit of the last year. 
When does the Army ever consider the rest of us?” Valerie glanced up from studying the 
papers. “We’re getting ten more, Audrey, ten. And these poor fellows are worse than 
we’ve ever had.” She shook the papers. “We’re a convalescent home not a hospital, but 
they seem to have forgotten that. How will we cope?”  
 

Audrey stared at her friend, seeing for the first time a sign of her fears at not 
managing a task given to her. Valerie Lewis had come to Twelve Pines with the first five 
men that came here to recover from their injuries, physical and mental, gained from the 
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front line battles. She and Audrey had become firm friends immediately. Never in the two 
years she’d been at the house had Valerie weakened, and for that alone Audrey would 
have been proud of her. But now—seeing her fragility for the first time, Audrey felt even 
more compassion for the wonderful young woman, who at twenty-five, was only a year 
older than herself.  
 

“We will manage, Val. Of course we will. We have no alternative.” She squeezed 
her shoulder. Then, aware they had an audience, she straightened and smiled at the 
message bearer. “Please go to the kitchens, R-Robert, and have something to eat. Mrs. 
Graham will fill you up.” She forced herself to smile and ignore the stammer of her 
brother’s name. 
 

He nodded. “Perhaps I’ll have a cup of tea before I start my ride back. Thank you 
kindly. And don’t forget about the engine hose. Come to the garage.”  
 

“I won’t forget.” 
 

At the door he paused and glanced over his shoulder. “You’re both brave lasses 
and let no one ever tell you any different. This country wouldn’t have survived like it has 
without our women. I know that, even if most other men will never acknowledge it.” 
 

“Thank you.” Audrey watched the doorway long after he’d gone. He was right. 
Without the women working the men’s jobs while they were away, the country would 
have suffered, but what about when the men came home again? At this thought, she 
forced herself to ignore her own questions. Torturing herself on what might be wouldn’t 
help.  
 

“I wouldn’t mind a cup of tea myself,” Valerie mumbled. “I think we’ll have a 
rough night of it, settling everyone in.” 
 

Scratching her head, Audrey contemplated the rooms left available to them to 
convert. Upstairs was full of beds; even she and Lucy shared one room now. Her father 
still had his room, but the few servants and nurses were in the attic. Valerie slept on a cot 
bed in the linen room on the landing, an option Audrey hated her enduring, but one that 
Valerie said she preferred so she could be nearer the men should they need her. 
 

Valerie stood and went to file the papers in the cabinet by the window. “We have 
the drawing room, rear parlor and the morning room. The dining room will have to 
remain as such; I really don’t want the men who can walk to have to eat in bed. While we 
can give them some sense of normality, I’d rather continue it, and eating in a dining room 
gives them that.” 
 

“I agree.” Audrey stepped towards the door. Opposite a convalescing officer 
strolled into the drawing room with a newspaper under his arm. “Come, let us inspect the 
morning room.” She indicated to the officer. “The men like the drawing room and they 
need somewhere to read and smoke in.” 
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Together they walked down the hall and turned left into the light sunny morning 

room, a room Audrey’s late mother, Joanna, had liked to sit in to write her 
correspondence. Being in the room always brought a smile to Audrey’s face, for her 
mother’s presence was closer here than anywhere else.  
 

Her attention was caught by a lady’s magazine on the chair by the window. Lucy 
now used this room for her private time, and would huff about another family area being 
taken over. 
 

Valerie paced out the floor. “The rug will have to go. If we move out all of the 
furniture…we could get five beds in here at a pinch.” 
 

Audrey ran her fingertips across her mother’s elegant desk. Like most of the 
family’s furniture and belongings, it too would be stored in the barns and outbuildings. It 
seemed that since the war started all traces of her life were being eroded away. The house 
no longer rang of laughter and friends staying to party the weekends away. Instead, 
whispers seemed to linger in corners, the smell of disinfectant coated every surface and 
strangers walked the halls. 
 

“Perhaps we can put another bed in with Major Johnson and Captain Watts,” 
Valerie said, striding to the window and inspecting the lace curtains and the horrid 
blackout drapes. “These will have to be washed and the floor scrubbed.”  
 

“Why didn’t they give us more notice?” Audrey rubbed her forehead, sighing at 
the amount of work to be done. She’d been up since dawn and hadn’t stopped all day. 
“I’ll get Alf and Owen to come in and take all this to storage, then we can wash the 
floor.” 
 

“There are cots in the barn. They’ll have to be disinfected and perhaps we can 
find an old table or something to put the medical supplies on.” 
 

“I don’t think we have any more.” She chewed a fingernail. “All the old nursery 
room furniture is being used.” 
 

“Perhaps we can get some tables in Bridlington?” 
 

Audrey nodded. “I’ll ask around when I next go into town.” 
 

“What’s that noise?” Valerie paused, her head cocked to one side. “A car? I do 
hope it’s our supplies. We’re low on so many things.”  
 

The loud rumble of the engines and the crunching of the wheels on the gravel 
drive were too much to be a single car.  
 

“Sounds like a truck.”  
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“More than one.” Valerie closed her eyes. “They’re here and we’re not ready.” 

 
They left the room and hurried up the hallway to the front door. Dragging it open, 

Audrey groaned as they stared at the three large army ambulance trucks in the drive.  
 

The first driver switched off the engine and jumped down. “Afternoon ladies.” He 
nodded and walked around to the back of the vehicle. 
 

“This cannot be them,” Valerie whispered. “We aren’t prepared…” 
 

Suddenly Lucy was standing beside them, staring at the trucks and the first man 
limping down from it. “That was quick.” 
 

Valerie sprang forward, remembering her duty was as a nurse first and 
administrator second. Audrey went down one step but then turned back to Lucy. “Find 
Owen and Alf, tell them to take all the furniture out of the morning room—” She stopped 
as Owen and Alf came around the side of the house to help offload the stretchers. 
 

Lucy stared as the gravel drive filled with people. “But—” 
 

“Tell Cook that we’ll need tea and have Betsy ready to wash the floor once the 
rug has been removed and—”  
 

“Enough. Go.” Lucy took one look at a man being brought out on a stretcher and 
then fled back inside to get help. 
 

Audrey quickly forgot about the space shortage and went to aid the drivers. Some 
of the patients had physical injuries, but many did not. A number of the men could walk 
into the house; however, their faces wore masks of pain, their eyes vacant and staring. A 
male voice, not loud but authoritative reached her, though as yet she couldn’t see the 
person it belonged to. She rounded the first truck and immediately helped a wounded 
man step down onto the ground. “Here we are.” She smiled into his agonized face. “Let 
me help you inside.” 
 

“No, I can make it, help Mick there, he’s had a bad trip.” The soldier pointed to 
another man in the darkness of the truck, before hobbling away to the house. 
 

Audrey peered into the back of the truck at the man sitting hunched over. The 
bandages on his thigh were blood stained. “Can you manage to come to the end of the 
seat?” 
 

He looked up, slowly focusing on her. “I don’t…think so.” 
 

“No bother, I’ll come to you.” Audrey heaved herself up into the truck, once more 
thankful for wearing her overalls, which had become a habit now. “So, let’s be having 
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you out of this old thing and into a nice comfy bed.” She said this cheerfully, trying to 
make the man forget his pain, if only for a minute. “What’s your name?”  
 

“Hughes, Sergeant Hughes.”  
 

“Put your arm around my shoulders then, Sergeant Hughes. That’s it, I’ve got 
you.” 
 

Somehow she managed to get him to the end of the bench without either of them 
falling over, bent as they were.  
 

“Need some help?” Robert stood looking up at them. 
 

“Oh, you’re still here. Good. Yes, please.” Between the two of them, they 
succeeded in getting the injured man down from the truck and into the house, where they 
deposited him on a chair in the hall.  
 

Confusion and noise now reigned in the serene house, but above it all was a 
commanding voice that she’d heard earlier, but as yet Audrey couldn’t put a face to. 
Officers came down from their rooms to help in any way they could, but with so many 
people milling about, furniture being carried away, medical supplies brought in and cot 
beds erected chaos soon erupted and everything took longer to sort out and organize. 
 

“I say, the fire has gone out in the drawing room.” An officer stood in the hall, 
quite unprepared to fix the problem himself and succeeded in getting into everyone’s 
way. 
 

Walking past him into the room with a large box of bandages, Audrey gave him a 
quelling look over her shoulder. He was the one officer she didn’t like amongst those 
who billeted here to recuperate from their injuries. The stuffy colonel had been lightly 
wounded in the shoulder six months ago when a shell exploded close to his car. Audrey 
felt he was able to return to France and his regiment now, and that he pretended his 
shoulder was worse than it was. He liked the lifestyle of Twelve Pines too much to leave, 
and elderly Doctor Penshaw humoured him. “Perhaps you could relight it, Colonel 
Barnes?” 
 

He looked disgusted, drawing himself up to his full height. “Now look here, I’ve 
never lit a fire in my life!”  
 

Dumping the box on the floor with the others, Audrey raised an eyebrow at him. 
“Neither had I until this war started and soldiers came to live in my home. So, I believe 
it’s time you learned, sir, as I have done.”  
 

She turned and banged smack into a man’s broad chest. “Oh lord, so sorry.”  
 

“My fault.” 
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That voice. Distracted, she reached out to steady him thinking he was a patient, 

but when she looked up into his face, her hands hovered in midair. The bluest eyes, a 
light penetrating blue, smiled down at her from a handsome, but tired face. Audrey felt 
something stir in her chest, robbing her of breath and all thought. She wanted to stay right 
where she was and look at him forever. 
 

He held out his hand. “Captain Harding…doctor.” 
 

She slid her hand into his and the contact sent shivers up her arm to filter through 
her whole body. “Au-Audrey Pearson.” 
 

“Ah, Pearson,” his smiled widened, “daughter of the house?” 
 

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak coherently to this giant of a man. 
Although he was tall, it wasn’t just the physical size that made him appear large, it was 
his quiet manner and an aura around him that gave him the appearance of someone great, 
someone you could trust, someone you would want to have beside you. She didn’t 
understand how she knew all this from simply staring at him, only, there was a solid 
connection she felt with this man and the knowledge of it warmed her soul as nothing had 
ever done before. Just looking at him made her feel safe, warm. 
 

All at once, her senses became aware again of the surrounding clamor. She 
stepped back, her cheeks growing hot, and as if he sensed the change too, the smile 
disappeared to be replaced with a frown. Worry entered his eyes as he tore his gaze from 
her and swept it around the room. “I’d best get on with settling everyone down.” 
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Blurb: 

 

Nicholas awakens in a different place and time. The last thing he remembers is 
dying.  Anna tries to help him understand how he has left the death and decay of his 
world and arrived in hers. Just as the tension between the two reaches boiling, Nicholas 
awakens back in his old home. Finding a way to stay alive is his first priority, followed 
closely by his need to gain Anna’s trust and remain by her side. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

“I am not injured,” Nicholas protested. She did not listen and tried to turn him on 
his side to find any potential injuries there.  
 

“Dammit woman, I am not injured,” he growled. Anna’s hands stilled and her 
back stiffened. He hadn’t meant to sound so severe with her. “I am merely naked,” he 
offered softly.  
 

“I’ve seen you naked before,” she curtly replied. “And besides, I’m a nurse. I see 
lots of people naked.” 
 

“If you must look, then look. But I assure you, I am not injured.” His hands fell 
down on the sheets again and he turned so that she could see his back. Not declining his 
offer, she ran her hands over his backside and satisfied that he was not truly injured, 
allowed him to turn back over and recover himself.  
 

“I was worried because there’s so much blood on the sheets.” Her eyebrows 
knitted together. “Where did it come from?” 
 

“I don’t know,” he said, his voice gentle again. She’d obviously been sleeping 
before she’d encountered him. She stood before him in a t-shirt that fell to her knees. It 
was wrinkled and her hair was standing on end. He could see a faint silhouette of her 
body inside the shirt when she moved just so and he started to appreciate the soft 
material.  
 

She glanced into his face and went on guard. His green and brown eyes had 
darkened and were almost the same color. “What?” she demanded.  
 

He took one hand in his and placed his lips gently on it. He looked up into her 
face and whispered, “You are so beautiful.” 
 

Anna’s mouth fell open. She closed it again, but it opened on its own again. She 
immediately felt sticky and involuntarily removed her hand from his and took a step 
back. When his legs swung from under the sheets over the edge of the bed towards her, 
she stepped back again. The sheet fell away as he stood and she forced herself to not look 
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below his waist. Continuing to back up, she pressed herself against the wall until she 
could not move any further.  
 

“I’m not beautiful,” she stammered. “I have fat thighs and my boobs are too 
small.”  Sweat started to form at the base of her spine.  
 

His eyes lazily roamed over her from head to toe and he stepped slowly closer. 
Nicholas stopped just shy of his own body being pressed against hers and brought his 
arms up on either side of her head and splayed his hands against the wall. “You. Are. 
Beautiful.” 
 

Each word was succinct and full of expression. Doubtless, he would not be 
swayed from his opinion.  A gentle breeze fanned her cheek with each word. The damned 
sweat was now all over her back and heading south. She could feel the drops leaping onto 
her underwear.  
 

“You’re naked.” She couldn’t think of anything else to say to him. The obvious 
seemed the most logical choice.  
 

“You have seen me naked before.” He sniffed calmly at her hair. “Besides, you 
are a nurse. You see lots of people naked.”  
 

Anna couldn’t believe he could taunt her with those familiar words. She shivered 
as his lips touched the crown of her head. He trailed the kisses down the side of her face, 
stopping to play with her ear. When his tongue gingerly flicked at the lobe, her breath 
caught in her chest. He pulled his head back long enough to look at her again and she 
tried to stop shivering. 
 

“Are you naked under there?” he questioned gently. 
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Blurb: 

 
Two wounded hearts, one ancient mystery, and a love that’s more powerful than tragedy. 
 
After the tragic murders of her entire family, Olympia Abbott vows to continue their 
generations-long search for The Statue of Zeus. There are only two problems standing in 
her way—she’s run out of money, and she’s lost the willpower to deny her feelings for 
her long-term research partner, Lucas Cole. 
 
Lucas Cole is no stranger to vows. When his best friend, Troy Abbott, was brutally 
murdered, he had to swear to keep his hands off Troy’s sister. There’s only one problem 
with that—he can’t seem to fight his feelings for her any longer. He’s wanted her for too 
long, has loved her even longer. 
 
With the discovery of the Statue of Zeus drawing near, they’re both running out of time. 
Who will make the first move, and what will it cost? 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 
 
Abbott Archaeological Site 

Outside Olympia, Greece 
 
 If the heat didn’t kill her, Olympia Abbott was sure the sheen of sweat on Lucas 
Cole’s bare back would. Scrunching down in her lawn chair, she used her tattered ancient 
languages book to shield her face from view. She felt like a teenager spying on her first 
crush. It was ridiculous. 
 
 Lucas was all she could think of lately, when so many other things should be at 
the forefront of her mind. She’d do anything for just one chance to run her hands over the 
smooth planes and sharp angles of his body. 
 
 From the first moment her brother, Troy, had brought Lucas home, she’d wanted 
him—when he was nothing more than a lanky nerd with glasses. Even though it had been 
a year since Troy died, the thought of her brother still brought a sharp, breath-stealing 
pain to her heart. So many things had changed since then. 
 
 Especially Lucas. Once, he’d made it a point to show her that he was interested in 
her. Now he seemed to ignore the fact that she was a woman. 
 
 Like now, for example. Olympia was draped across a lawn chair, wearing as few 
clothes as she could get away with in public and he hadn’t even looked at her. His nose 
was inches away from the tablets he’d found weeks ago, brow furrowed in frustration. It 
was all she could do to keep from throwing a piece of rock at his stupid, indifferent head. 
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 Obviously, today wasn’t one of her more mature days. 
 
 “Damn!” The object of her disappointment slammed his fist down on the hood of 
his truck. He didn’t even look at her as he screamed her name. Typical. “Olympia! Would 
you please stop working on your tan and come here and help me decipher this 
Mycenaean?” He turned his attention back to the stones, mumbling, “I know I’ve seen 
these runes somewhere before.” 
 
 Olympia closed her eyes and sighed, doing her best to tamp down her temper. 
She’d let that go, because she knew he didn’t mean to snap at her. He always got this way 
when they were close to an important discovery. 
 
 She knew what they were doing was important. Hell, her family had given up 
everything for this dig. Just like Lucas, she could feel her fingers itching as they came 
closer to finding out the secrets of this place. The secrets she was sure her parents and 
brother had died for. She was so close to making their deaths mean something and 
validating all their hard work. But was it too much to ask to have a moment of happiness 
amidst all her grief? Was she never to be happy again? Or even feel alive? 
 
 “Olympia, please!” 
 
 With another sigh, Olympia slid back into her shorts and buttoned her shirt, 
covering the tiny slips of gold cloth that were passing as a bikini. She’d picked the suit 
out with the hope it would finally push Lucas over the edge. But again, no such luck. 
 
 She was going to have to amp up her seduction plan, because she knew when the 
dig was over, she’d never see him again. Not his choice, perhaps, but hers. Everyone 
she’d ever cared for had been brutally taken away and she wasn’t going to let it happen to 
Lucas, too. She’d settle for just one incredible night of lovemaking, a memory to last her 
a lifetime, and then she’d walk away. 
 
 She leaned against the side of Luc’s truck and tucked her hands into her pockets, 
resisting the urge to run them through his thick, dark brown hair. He wore it shaggy and 
she had always wanted to touch it... 
 
 “Would you try to pay attention? I don’t know what’s gotten into you. You 
always seem to be in another world.” 
 
 She cleared her throat and looked at her feet, ashamed of being caught looking at 
Lucas like he was the last piece of food on Earth and she was a starving woman.  
 
 “Oh. Um. You know, I’m just preoccupied. Lots of stuff on my mind.” 
 
 She peeked at him through her lashes, saw his eyes soften. “I know these past few 
months have been terrible for you. I don’t mean to be such a prick. You know how I get 
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when we’re on the trail of something important.” He pulled her into a brotherly hug, and 
she had to resist the urge to melt into his arms. 
 
 “No, no, I understand. We’re all under a lot of stress right now. No big deal.” She 
turned and started rearranging the tablet pieces. For the most part, it was something to do 
with her hands that didn’t include throwing Luc to the ground and having her way with 
him. But she also hoped this time she might catch something she’d missed. 
 
 Then it hit her. 
 
 “Lined up this way, these are almost reminiscent of the Rosetta Stone. There’s 
this first language which none of us recognize and then we have these other two here and 
here—” She touched one piece of stone, while turning another on a ninety degree angle. 
“This one’s definitely Mycenaean, but not true Mycenaean. It’s almost like the mother 
language.” 
 
 Lucas picked up the last stone and brushed away a bit of dust. “Well even I know 
this is ancient Greek and everything looks Greek to me.” 
 
 Olympia laughed at his lame attempt at a joke, but then inspiration hit her. She 
shuffled the bits of rock around and let out a whoop of excitement. “That’s it! This is the 
ancient Greek version of the Rosetta Stone. The same text, translated in three languages, 
so each can be a key to understanding the others. Do you know what this means? We can 
finally translate those maps my parents found!” 
 
 In her joy, she threw her arms around Lucas and felt her feet leave the ground as 
he pulled her close, twirling her around. When her feet touched the ground again, 
Olympia did an impromptu jig, not caring that she looked like the biggest idiot in the 
world. She’d never been so happy in her life. 
 
 Lucas threw his head back and laughed. My God, he was even more beautiful 

when he was happy. Before she could register what was happening, Lucas had grabbed 
her by the shoulders. Pulling her to him fast and rough, his lips were on hers. His tongue 
thrust into her mouth, licking and tasting every inch he could. 
 
 It was even more amazing than she’d imagined. A jolt of desire coursed through 
her body, so fierce she almost fell to her knees. She had to wrap her arms around his 
waist to keep from fainting dead away. 
 
 Then, just as quickly as the kiss had begun, it was over. She opened her eyes, 
expecting to see her desire mirrored in his face, but all she saw was Lucas walking away, 
his boots kicking up a wake of dust in his path. She’d been so caught up in the moment 
she hadn’t even felt him pull away. 
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 Olympia collapsed against the truck. Sliding down, she wrapped her arms around 
her knees. What the hell just happened? As soon as she could walk again, she was for 
damn sure going to find out. 
 

 

Buy link: http://www.whispershome.com/book_pages/the_way_to_olympia.html 
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Blurb: 

 

When Roxie and her friend, Candice, decided on a girls' night out she didn't realize the 
Wulf's Den would be more than she had anticipated. But Roxie soon learned to expect 
anything. The presence of a super-abundance of super good looking men surprised her 
and when the best of the bunch stared at her as if he wanted to devour her, surprise turned 
to amazement. 
 
Beouwlf recognized her as his mate the instant she crossed his path and her scent filled 
his lungs. But he had to overcome one hurdle. She was not one of his kind--a werewolf. 
He had waited for years to find his mate and he would claim her even if she was a mortal. 
He would soon teach her all about werewolves. 
 
Roxie is caught up in strange events. Archaic markings appear on her wrist, and strong 
forces threaten to tear her away from her love as two other male werewolves try to claim 
her as their own. Would Roxie and Beowulf be able to keep the bond love had forged or 
would they lose each other forever? 

 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One  
 
Roxie Stone was having second thoughts about what she had agreed to do that evening. 
She sighed as the cab slowed and pulled up to the curb in front of the club. She didn’t 
normally do the club scene. Even in her twenties, she hadn’t done the club scene. Now, at 
thirty-one, Roxie had no ambition to break a world’s record in barhopping.  

Roxie glanced over at the evil being who sat next to her, the one who used her 
evil powers to make this evening happen--Candice Taylor, alleged best friend. “What?” 
Innocence oozed from Candice’s voice.  

“I have no idea why I let you talk me into this. I feel like a fool.” Self-
consciously, she ran her hands down her skirt trying to smooth away non-existent 
wrinkles.  

Candice turned so she could look Roxie up and down. “You look hot, hon. You 
have nothing to be ashamed of, so no more second thoughts. Besides, you promised and 
I’m holding you to it.”  

Knowing there would be no budging her, Roxie reluctantly climbed out of the 
cab. She immediately began tugging on the hem of her short skirt. Candice came around 
the back end of the taxi and slapped Roxie’s hand as it twitched toward her skirt once 
more.  
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Candice arched a finely shaped brow at her friend. “Roxie.”  

Roxie sighed and let her hand fall back down to her side. “Okay, maybe I do look 
kind of good, but to say I’m hot is taking it a bit too far.”  

The outfit Candice had picked out for her had been chosen with meticulous care. 
The hoped-for end result of this evening was Roxie going home with a male of the 
species. So here Roxie stood in a light-weight black skirt that hugged her curves (what 
little she had), falling just slightly above her mid-thigh. A matching short-sleeved blouse, 
also on the tight side, veed down in a low cut neckline. The shoes on Roxie’s none too 
petite feet, matched the color of her outfit and were high strappy affairs.  

Candice ignored her and dragged her over to the entrance. Roxie glanced up at the 
bright neon sign above the door. Wulf’s Den. A shudder of apprehension ran down her 
spine. “I’m not so sure about this, Candy.” Wulf’s Den didn’t seem all that different from 
any other nightclub that could be found in San Francisco. Why Roxie suddenly felt chills 
even though it was a balmy July evening she couldn’t explain.  

“Nonsense, Rox.” Candice gave the bald muscle-bound bouncer her patent I-
wanna-do-the-nasty-with-you look and he waved them to the front of the line and into the 
club. Thank God, if they’d had to wait to get inside she would have lost her nerve and 
beat a hasty retreat back to her house.  

It took a moment for Roxie’s eyes to adjust to the dimness. She barely had enough 
time to get her bearings before Candice grabbed her by the arm and led her to one of the 
empty tables at the back of the club.  

The damn skirt Candice had been so insistent on made Roxie take quick, mincing 
steps in her high heels to keep up with Candice. It was by no means graceful, but it was 
either that or fall flat on her face on the floor. Coordinated, she was not. High heels and 
Roxie did not mix.  

Candice reached the table before her and sat down, immediately scanning the 
room for her next hunk du jour. Even sitting, her body moved in time to the music blaring 
out of the club’s sound system.  

Roxie made it to the table without killing herself and plopped down in the chair 
next to Candice. Maybe if she was lucky she wouldn’t have to move her butt off the chair 
until it was time to leave.  

Watching Candice crane her neck for the millionth time while she bopped away in 
her chair, Roxie had to ask. “What the hell are you doing? We haven’t even had a drink 
yet. You’re starting to freak me out.”  

Giving Roxie a winning smile, Candice said, “I’m manhunting of course.”  
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Roxie stifled a groan. She pitied the poor sod Candice set her sights on. He 
wouldn’t stand a chance. Her friend was a beauty. With long, wavy blonde hair, flashing 
blue eyes and the face of a beauty queen, Candice stood out in a crowd. This always 
surprised Roxie considering Candice’s full height was five feet three inches. She, on the 
other hand, could not claim to share any of her friend’s charms. She stood at five feet six 
inches tall, had straight brown hair (dyed a golden brown) that fell to the middle of her 
back, hazel eyes and was so average-looking she could easily disappear in a crowd.  

Resigning herself to being stuck at a nightclub, Roxie decided to check out the 
other people around her. The club was full but not a huge crush. Most of the tables were 
filled with people talking as they sipped on drinks while others were out on the dance 
floor moving to the music. She scanned the club and couldn’t help noticing there was 
more than one gorgeous guy present. Not just good-looking, but make-you-drool, want-
to-jump-their-bones gorgeous.  

The sound of Candice laughing drew Roxie’s attention back to her friend. “Are 
my eyes playing tricks on me or are there sinful amounts of hunks here?”  

Candice laughed once more. “Isn’t it great? Gail at work told me about this place. 
I didn’t believe her at first, but after I came here last Friday and found she was telling the 
truth, I knew you had to come check it out.”  

A perky little waitress stopped by their table and asked them what they wanted to 
drink. Roxie ordered a glass of white wine. When the girl moved to take Candice’s order, 
Roxie glanced over at the bar. She immediately felt all the air rush out of her lungs. She 
had thought the other guys she had seen were gorgeous, but the one standing behind the 
bar outshone them all.  

He had to be no less than six foot seven. His straight, soot black hair brushed the 
top of his shoulders, accentuating the sharp angles of his face. His shoulders were broad 
and padded with muscle, the same with his chest. He wore a tight, black t-shirt. Roxie 
couldn’t help but notice how the muscles in his arms bunched as he poured drinks. She 
wouldn’t be able to see what color his eyes were even if he had been looking at her, 
which he wasn’t. Drop dead gorgeous guys didn’t usually notice her.  

Sighing with longing, Roxie dragged her eyes off the bartender and looked over at 
Candice who had a wide smile plastered on her face. It took Roxie only a few seconds to 
figure out who her friend was seducing with her smile. A guy, not as good looking as the 
hunks but not shabby in the looks department by any means, sauntered over to their table. 
He smiled at Candice and asked her to dance. Candice looked at Roxie, who waved her 
friend to go. Candice was more of a party girl. At least one of them should be enjoying 
themselves.  

Alone, Roxie glanced back over at the bar to see if the waitress had picked up 
their drinks yet. Her breath caught in her throat. The bartender was looking straight at 
her, or at least she hoped he was. She turned her head to make sure there wasn’t anyone 
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else standing behind her. She couldn’t believe he was staring at her. And it wasn’t that he 
was merely staring, he seemed to be devouring her with his eyes. Finding no one at her 
back, Roxie gulped and stared back.  

She couldn’t tear her eyes away from him. The way his eyes moved over her, it 
almost felt as if he were caressing her. The world seemed to fall away. She no longer 
heard the loud music or perceived the other people around her. Her whole being centered 
on the man behind the bar. It had been so long since a man had looked at her in that way. 
Her sex-starved body thrilled at his touch, even if it was only with his eyes. She squirmed 
in her chair. Unable to take her eyes off him, Roxie watched his eyes drop from her face 
down to her chest. She felt her breasts swell and her nipples hardened into tight buds. 
They ached for his touch, for the feel of his hot mouth sucking her. Not wanting to be left 
out, her pussy demanded her attention too. A throbbing ache built in her core and wetness 
pooled. Roxie squeezed her legs together trying to alleviate some of the ache, but it only 
made the throbbing increase. Never before had she been brought to full arousal by merely 
being stared at. If he could do that with his eyes, what would happen if he actually 

touched me?  

The waitress returned and placed the drinks on the table. Roxie wrenched her eyes 
off the bartender and tried to calm her body down. Picking up the glass of wine, she took 
a big swig. It immediately went down the wrong way causing her to gasp for breath while 
she coughed to clear her lungs. By the time she got over her choking fit, Roxie’s eyes 
were streaming and she had the feeling her face was an unbecoming shade of red.  

Unable to look over at the bar to see if the bartender had been watching her try to 
cough up one of her lungs, Roxie slid out of her chair. She quickly made a beeline for the 
restroom. Splashing cool water on her face and giving her hair a quick fluffing, she 
prepared to face the world once more.  

Stepping back into the club, Roxie squared her shoulders and headed back to her 
table. Her luck ran out. One moment she was walking and the next her klutzy side reared 
its ugly head. She didn’t just stumble, not anything as simple as that, no. Stepping down 
with her right foot, Roxie felt her ankle twist over to the side. When the side of her foot 
hit the floor, she knew she was in trouble. She threw her hands out and prepared to meet 
the floor as she started to fall.  

Expecting to land in an undignified heap on the floor, Roxie was shocked when 
strong arms grabbed her around the waist, effectively breaking her fall. Her hands came 
to rest on a rock hard chest. Blinking in surprise, she looked up into the bluest eyes she 
had ever seen. She groaned in embarrassment. Her rescuer was none other than the hunky 
bartender.  

 

Buy link: http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com/books/beowulfandroxie.htm 
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Blurb:  

 
As the owner of The Body Electric, LA’s hottest new exercise studio, sexy, former film 
star Claire Calhoun has her pick of studly young men eager to do her bidding. Small 
wonder she’s used to calling the shots, both in and out of bed. But everything changes the 
night the actress-turned-entrepreneur has one mojito too many at a party and decides it 
would be fun to pick up her accountant, Mike Sherman. She's thinking fling. He's 
thinking forever. 
 
Claire has been Mike's fantasy since the first time he saw her bare it all for the camera. 
Now, she's in his bed and he'll do whatever’s necessary to keep her there. But he's not a 
stalker, right? He's just a devoted fan. 
 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Prologue 
 

Mike 
 

I guess you could say I fell for Claire Calhoun the first time I saw her up there on 
the big silver screen. I don’t know what it was about her that affected me so strongly. 
Maybe it was the Titian hair. The sultry shimmer in those hazel, hellcat eyes. The curve 
of her lips when she turned and smiled right at the camera—right at me. Whatever it was, 
it was simply... stunning. Literally. It hit me hard and low and just wouldn’t quit. 
 

She looked like an angel with all that California sunshine spilling down around 
her; like sweet, lust-inducing innocence dipped in honey. A vision straight from some 
Garden of Earthly Delights. 
 

But if her face was made for heaven, everything south of that had been built with 
a far different destination in mind. Her body was sinful enough to tempt even a saint into 
straying. Happily. Right through the gates of Hell. And I’m far from being a saint. 
 

Despite my on-going fascination with the woman, I’d just like to state for the 
record that I never deluded myself into believing we had a relationship. Claire could have 
been as fictional as any of the characters she played for all the good I figured it was ever 
going to do me. There had to be at least a million other guys in the world who wanted her 
as badly as I did and I knew any number of them were more likely than I to even meet 
her. Not that it stopped me from dreaming, of course. But dreaming, fantasizing, 
collecting memorabilia—along with copies of every one of her films I could get my 
hands on—that’s as far as it went. 
 

For a while, Claire’s name was box office magic. Everything she touched turned 
golden. But then a string of unsuccessful movies and even less successful relationships 
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caused her star to plummet. These days, her screen appearances are mostly limited to 
round-ups subtitled ‘Where Are They Now?’ 
 

To me, however, Claire would always be a major star, a full blown fantasy, a lush 
and lovely dream come true. Which is why I could scarcely believe my eyes the day she 
walked into my office hoping to secure my services as accountant to her new exercise 
studio, The Body Electric. 
 

To say I was star-struck in her presence is to understate the case by a very, very 
wide margin. I was hopelessly tongue-tied, socially inept, and all but physically impaired 
by the kind of hard-on most men my age have given up expecting to achieve without 
pharmaceutical assistance. It still surprises me that we both made it through that first 
meeting; that I didn’t embarrass myself any worse than I had; that she didn’t bolt for the 
door after spending less than five minutes in my bumbling presence. 
 

Luckily for me, I had come highly recommended by Claire’s attorney, Dave 
Gillen. Dave, who’d recently extricated Claire from marriage number six and brokered 
the deal that allowed her to walk away with enough money to start her business in the 
first place, was also one of my oldest clients. 
 

Claire trusted Dave, Dave trusted me, and the rest, as they say, is history... 

 

 

Chapter One 

 
Claire 

 

Yoga is not easy, so the Bhagavad Gita warns, for those whose minds are not 

subdued. But I can tell you, it’s pretty damn hard for any of us. Especially after forty. 
 

I suppose I shouldn’t say such things. After all, Yoga did save my life. I turned to 
it in much the same way Tina turned to Buddhism after Ike. Married to a cruel, 
emotionally distant man, my career, my health, my looks, my self esteem had all hit the 
skids. Yoga offered me a way out, a way back. It offered sanity, peace of mind, 
discipline, and the courage I needed to pick myself up and turn my life around. 
 

That’s why I used the money I got in my divorce settlement to open The Body 
Electric. I wanted to give something back, to share the blessings I’d received, to support 
myself by working at something I could still believe in. Still, as the Gita says, it’s not 
easy. Of course, the same can be said of pretty much anything; business, relationships, 
life itself. There are days, and today was definitely one of them, when it all seems damn 
near impossible. 
 

Standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling smoked glass that lined one entire wall of 
my second-floor office, I watched the class working out in the studio below me. A dozen 
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and a half youthful beauties—mostly female—twisted their bodies into pretzels. 
Willingly. Eagerly. Effortlessly. 
 

The first two were something I could completely understand and totally 
empathize with, given that their instructor was Derek Novello. Derek has some of the 
most beautiful musculature I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen a lot. What woman wouldn’t be 
eager to give her all for a piece of that? But the effortless part—now, that’s where they 
had me beat. That’s what had me feeling every last year of my age today. 
 

How many years, you wonder? Well, sorry to disappoint you, but there are some 
things I just don’t share. Age is nothing but a number, you know, and a girl’s entitled to 
keep a few secrets. 
 

Derek is the most popular teacher we have here, which is saying rather a lot. 
Especially when you consider that his classes are also among the hardest we offer. He’s 
tough enough to challenge the men to push themselves to their limits, charming enough 
to make the women want to melt—into those same willing pretzels I’ve mentioned. 
 

Tireless, talented, passionate, intense. Derek brings everything he has to his 
teaching. For almost five months, he brought most of it to our lovemaking, too. All but 
his heart. That, I suppose, was par for the course, and frankly I wasn’t expecting anything 
more. These older woman/younger man things rarely last long and are almost never about 
love. I knew the moment it was over. Probably before he did. I could tell right away that 
Derek’s heart had been lost to a pretty blonde pretzel. 
 

Still, I really can’t complain. I’ve been dumped before, but never so discreetly. To 
the casual observer I’m sure it appeared that I’d tired of him, rather than the other way 
around. I think even the pretzel was confused. And, in the months since our affair ended, 
I’d discovered another reason to be thankful. I no longer have to take even one of his 
classes. I can’t tell you what a relief that’s been! 
 

At least I still look fit, I thought, taking a step back so that I could see my 
reflection in the glass. I sucked in my tummy, tucked in my buns, pivoted from side to 
side. “Not bad,” I murmured as I thrust back my shoulders and studied my breasts, 
wondering how much longer I could get away without having them lifted. “But you’re 
not what you used to be, that’s for sure.” Still, things could be worse, and no doubt they 

will be, in time. 
 

“Nonsense,” a male voice insisted from somewhere behind me. “You’re as 
beautiful as ever.” 
 

I spun around, startled to find Mike Sherman watching from the doorway—which 
just goes to show you the kind of funk I’d been in all day. I’d totally forgotten his 
standing, bi-monthly appointment to go over the books, three p.m. every other Thursday. 
 

“Sorry,” he mumbled, his face flaming. “I didn’t mean to intrude.” 
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“Don’t be silly.” Calling on all my training to hide my own embarrassment, I 

rolled my eyes and grimaced slightly. “Actors, you know.” I waved my hand in a 
negligent gesture as I seated myself—not in my chair but on the edge of my desk—where 
my crossed legs would appear to their best advantage. “We’re always so focused on 
appearances.” And ain’t that the truth? 
 

“Well, you have to be, don’t you? The same way singers have to take care of their 
voices.” He looked so sincere as he said it too. As if he really might mean it. 
 

“What a nice way of putting it.” I beamed at him as he crossed the room to his 
own desk. “How are things with you, Mike? How’s your day going?” 
 

He didn’t answer right away. A small smile played over his lips as he slid his 
briefcase beneath the desk and seated himself. Then he glanced up at me, his eyes 
twinkling. “It’s always a good day when I know I’m going to see you, Claire. Don’t you 
know that?” 
 

“Flatterer.” Laughing, I leaned forward a little, just enough to flash some cleavage 
in his direction. Call it a reward, if you will. “You have all the right answers today, don’t 
you?” 
 

If they ever make a movie of my life, no doubt they’ll get someone like Danny 
DeVito to play the part of Mike, which will be a shame. Don’t get me wrong, I think 
Danny is a fine actor and he’s got the bald head, the soulful brown eyes and the teddy 
bear physique the part calls for. He’ll do a fine job of catching the nervous, slightly 
awkward exuberance Mike exhibited when we first met. But there’s so much more to the 
role than that. 
 

For starters, Mike is big. Brian Denehy big. With Denehy’s surprising 
gracefulness—when he’s not acting all nervous. Mike, I mean. Then there’s his 
impeccably trimmed beard, the wicked twinkle in his eye and his rare and wondrous 
smile, all of which bring Sean Connery to mind. 
 

But, even though Sean would be a dream to work with, if I were casting for the 
part I’d go for something different. I’d pick someone like a young James Earl Jones, for 
example. For his eyes and his smile and his size. For his astonishing ability to shift from 
fearful to fierce, from stern to boyish, from gentle to regal to commanding to jovial—or 
back again, or all at once. But, more than anything else, for his voice. For that deep, dark, 
delicious river of sound that could never be anything but male and can’t help but leave 
you wondering, why all the fuss about Tenors? 
 

“It doesn’t count as flattery if it’s fact,” Mike replied in that lovely, low rumble of 
his. 
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“Oh, fact, is it?” I couldn’t help but smile as I recalled my recent conversation 
with Dave, my lawyer, over tapas and drinks. Dave had been pleased I’d taken his advice 
and gone to see Mike, but he’d seemed shocked by the deal we’d worked out... 
 

“He’s handling it himself?” Dave asked, looking up from his seared tuna, clearly 

having trouble coming to grips with the idea. “Didn’t he assign you to one of the people 

who works for him? You don’t have to bring your paperwork there? He just shows up at 

your office—himself—every month?” 

 

“No, twice a month,” I corrected, nibbling at the celery stalk that had come in my 

michelada. “Why? Isn’t that what you told me to do—to hire someone reputable? 

Someone I could trust? You said he was the best.” 

 

“I know I did, but, damn it, Claire, he doesn’t even do that for me anymore, and I 

was one of his very first clients! How much is he charging you, anyway?” 

 

Surprised, I told him. 

 

“Oh, hell, no,” Dave replied, sounding almost insulted. “That’s nothing!” 

 

I sipped my drink and refrained from pointing out that, in my current financial 

state, it hadn’t seemed quite like nothing to me. Then again, neither had Dave’s fees. You 

get what you pay for, I suppose. 

 

Dave’s gaze had turned speculative. If he were anyone else, I know exactly what 

he’d have been thinking—that I must be giving Mike some additional form of 

compensation. Entirely too many people still confuse the terms ‘actress’ and ‘prostitute’. 

 

“He’s a fan, Dave,” I tried to explain. “It’s not that uncommon.” Although, these 

days, I’m afraid it really is. 

 

But Dave had his own ideas. “You know what I think it is? He probably knows 

your business is too small to afford his usual rates yet. Probably he figures he can afford 

to give you a break because he’s banking on the fact he can use your name to attract 

other Hollywood types.” 

 

“Well, that would be foolish,” I sighed. I knew just how far my name would take 

him in Hollywood, even if Dave didn’t. It wouldn’t even take him as far as it takes me. 

Which is close to nowhere anymore. “Maybe he’s just being nice.” 

 

“Nice is no way to stay in business,” Dave grumbled, which only made me laugh 

because Dave is one of the nicest people I know. “He probably doesn’t want to pay one 

of his employees to work on an account he’s not making any money on. I bet that’s why 

he’s doing it himself.” 
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“I’m sure you’re right,” I murmured. One thing I’ve learned over the years is that 

there’s no arguing with a man who’s made up his mind about something. So why bother 

trying? Reason and logic are no match for sheer, pig-headed, male determination. And, 

when it turns out you were right all along, that’ll just prove to him that you’re a bitch. 

Directors are especially good at making that connection. 
 

“It is,” Mike insisted now. “Absolutely fact.” 
 

And I wasn’t about to argue with him, either. Not just because he’s a man. Not 
just because I didn’t want him to re-think the great deal he was giving me, or assign my 
account to someone else. No, I had an even better reason than those. 
 

Mike’s a fan, no matter that Dave doesn’t see it that way, and you never, ever 
argue with your fans. That’s rule number one of being a celebrity. Fans are the lifeblood 
of our business. They’re why we do what we do. They’re the customer. They’re always 
right. And you never want to run the risk of their turning into Kathy Bates 
 

* * * * 
 

Mike 
 

Amusement shimmered in Claire’s eyes. “Whatever you say, Mike,” she 
murmured as she slid off her desk. She stood there for a moment, staring absently, 
running her hands up and down her thighs in a way that couldn’t help but focus my 
attention there. 
 

All sorts of inappropriate thoughts followed. I had to clear my throat to relieve the 
tension there. 
 

Claire started and smiled. “Well, I guess I’d better stop wasting your time and let 
you get to work, huh?” 
 

Her voice was tinged with regret as she said it. As though she really was sorry. As 
though she’d like nothing better than to spend the rest of the day chatting with me. I 
loved that. Even though I knew it was an act, I loved the tinge and the implication that 
went with it. And I loved her all the more for that small gift of pretense. For taking the 
trouble to sound like that for me. For allowing me the tiny pleasure of pretending right 
along with her. 
 

I nodded with mock gravity. “Yes, well, you know what they say. Time is 

money.” And was rewarded again when she flashed a swift smile in my direction before 
she turned and slipped into her seat. 
 

Silence settled over the room as we both settled into our work. 
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I’m good at what I do. That’s not bragging, it’s just a fact. And Claire’s account is 
simple, straightforward—boring work really—nothing I can’t do... well, pretty much in 
my sleep at this point. Which was lucky for both of us since, with the best will in the 
world, I still could not manage to keep my mind completely focused on what I was doing. 
Not with Claire seated in the same room with me, constantly re-igniting every fantasy I’d 
ever had about her. 
 

She’d caught me off-guard with her question about my day. Since taking her on as 
a client, my life had become a surreal, slightly pathetic routine of counting. Every 
morning when I got up I automatically counted the days until I’d see her again. When 
every other Thursday rolled around, I counted the hours, and then the minutes. Finally, I 
counted the blocks I had to drive to get to her studio, the stairs I had to climb to reach her 
office. 
 

And then there were most of my evenings. Nights when I could find no better way 
to occupy my time than to spend them conversing with her shadow in my mind. Or 
replaying our actual conversations. Remembering in detail each word, each look, each 
nuance. Weaving her every gesture into the fantasies I’d already spent years honing. 
 

Well, what did you expect? I said it was pathetic, didn’t I? 
 

But I couldn’t help it. I reveled in the knowledge that when she spoke my name, 
when she turned her head and saw me and smiled in greeting—her eyes shining, her 
whole face lighting up—that it was really me she was talking to and smiling at. 
 

She hadn’t been smiling when I arrived today, however. Her face, reflected in the 
glass, looked sad, vulnerable. I was pretty sure I knew why. It was him. Derek. Her 
former lover. The... kid... she’d recently broken up with. Or who’d broken up with her, if 
my suspicions were correct. 
 

Which is not to say she didn’t put on a great act, just like always, but I’d seen the 
way she looked at him—the way she was looking at him today through the windows in 
her office. I know what it’s like to watch and want and worship from afar; to long for 
something you can never have. He’d moved on—that’s how I read it—and Claire was 
putting the best face on it that she could. But it was all for show When she thought no one 
was looking, when she was alone, unobserved, that’s when she let down her guard. That’s 
when her real feelings shone though. 
 

I would have liked to have said something more to comfort her, but what could I 
have said? Should I have told her it was all for the best? That she should have known 
better? He was too young for her. She was too good for him. It was doomed from the 
start. All true, but hardly likely to make her feel any better. 
 

I could have told her that a woman like her shouldn’t have to waste her time 
playing with boys. Not when there was a man around who could understand what she 
wants, what she needs... 
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But, no, what was I thinking? A woman like Claire? Impossible. Such a creature 

doesn’t exist. There’s no one like Claire. She’s an original. She’s in a class all her own. 
 

“Are you doing anything later this evening?” Claire’s voice broke into my reverie. 
 

Startled, and pretty certain I was hearing things, I glanced at her. “I’m sorry... 
what did you say?” 
 

“I was wondering if you were busy tonight?” she said and then shook her head 
and smiled. “Sorry. I guess I’m thinking aloud again. It’s just that a friend of mine has a 
new gallery. They’re having an opening party tonight. She’s sent me a bunch of 
invitations and I was wondering if you would be interested in attending?” 
 

“A gallery opening? Tonight? Will you be there?” 
 

Claire nodded. “I try to attend as many of these things as I can. This seems like a 
nice one... cocktails, hors d’oeuvres, live music. But, it’s short notice. You probably have 
other plans...” 
 

“No, actually, I don’t.” The only thing I had going tonight was the start of a new 
countdown. Fourteen long days until the next time I’d see her. Or thirteen days, twenty-
one hours and change, if you want to be exact. But so what? It would feel like a long 
time, that much I knew. Why would I not want to shave even a few hours off that total? 
“I’d love to go.” 

 

Link to buy: http://www.tinyurl.com/2odqqk 
                      http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 83

Author Bio 
 

PG Forte 

"PG Forte writes hot fiction for women.  

‘Cause it’s not just girls who wanna have fun!" 

 

Forte. Rhymes with foreplay. Coincidence? I think not. 
 
PG Forte writes hot fiction for women (‘cause it’s not just girls who wanna have fun!). 
Her sexy, whimsical tales—where anything can happen and anyone can fall in love—will 
make you laugh, make you smile, make you shiver, make you sweat...and will always 
leave you with a happy ending. 
 
Inhabiting a world that’s only slightly less strange than the ones she creates...but which 
also bears an uncanny resemblance, at times, to Berkeley, California, PG shares her home 
with her husband and soulmate, three young adults and a fluctuating assortment of animal 
companions. 
 
So if you’re looking for romance that will leave you breathless—with laughter or with 
lust—pick up a book by PG Forte. And remember: PG...it’s a name, not a rating! 
 
 
Websites:          http://www.pgforte.com 
                          http://www.oberoncalifornia.us 
Blogs:                http://www.rhymeswithforeplay.blogspot.com 
                          http://the-crones-nest.livejournal.com     
Newsletter:       http://groups.yahoo.com/group/The_Oberon_Chronicle/ 
Yahoo Group:   http://groups.yahoo.com/group/pgforte/ 
MySpace:          http://www.myspace.com/pgforte 
 

 

 

 

 
Published Works 
 

http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com 
Waiting for the Big One (LA Love Lessons series book 1) 
Love, From A to Z (LA Love Lessons series book 2) 
Let Me Count the Ways (LA Love Lessons series book 3) 
 
http://www.synergebooks.com 
Scent of the Roses (Oberon series book 1) 
A Sight to Dream Of (Oberon series book 2) 
Sound of a Voice That is Still (Oberon series book 3) 
A Taste of Honey (Oberon series book 4) 



 84

Touch of a Vanished Hand (Oberon series book 5) 
The Spirit of the Place (Oberon series book 6) 
Visions Before Midnight (Oberon series book 7) 
Dream Under the Hill (Oberon series book 8) 
And Shadows Have Their Ending (Oberon series book 9) 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 85

 
 
 
Title: Mooncusser Cove 
Author: Darragha Foster 
Genre: Paranormal Erotic Romance 
Rating: Neapolitan to Hot Fudge 
Format: E-Book 
Buy link: http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com/books/mooncussercove.htm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 86

Blurb: 

 

Born in 1864 to a wealthy coastal family, Vesper Highgate-Adaire was well on her way 
to becoming a first-rate stripper just like her mother. A stripper of boots and brass off the 
bodies of wrecked sailors, in accordance with family traditions—the traditions of the 
Mooncusser clan. Traditions that changed after the wrecking of a ship befouled by an 
accursed sea captain—who in his twisted rage, shared his curse with the clan.  
 
They became Shadow Lovers, the lot of them, for all time, cursed to feed upon those 
energies best expended only between husband and wife. Or upon blood. And only on the 
dark of the moon.  
 
Forced to leave their beloved beach so as not to saturate the land with their poison, only 
Vesper remained behind to care for the family estate, and wait for the unholy captain’s 
return.  
 
But time and tide and the feverish nightmares left behind in her victims after her embrace 
do not wait for dark nights to move in their unstoppable, mysterious ways. A juggernaut 
of hellish proportions is coming to the beach—and there’s only one way to stop it. Hard-
headed and proud, Vesper won’t accept that fact. She’d rather die fighting than flee and 
live. Good thing the only person alive able to control a Mooncusser’s daughter has 
returned to the cove. And his blood-ties to the beach are just as thick as hers.  
 
Mooncusser Cove -- a modern day retelling of Frankenstein with a Brigadoon twist. 
Ghost ships! Curses! Land pirates! Vampires who feed on sexual energy! The persecution 
of witches! Just another day at Vespers by the Sea bed-and-breakfast at Mooncusser 
Cove. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

She liked teenaged boys. Teasing or flirting with them was all the effort needed to 
get a decent meal of their potent, fresh, sexual energy. Old men, too. Old men just needed 
a flash of breast or a smoldering glance to radiate a bit of carnality. In those rare, but 
blissful moments, all she had to do to eat was breathe. 
 

Or, she could take blood. 
 

Drink human blood. 
 

Fresh, living, warm, coppery blood. 
 

Blood would suffice. 
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Promiscuity had never been a Mooncusser way. The teasing before the bite, yes. 
But never had any of them shtupped wantonly. Unless driven to madness by the curse. 
 

She’d meant to take blood the night Jin first came to her door. That had not 
occurred, unfortunately. She’d been lonely, horny and hungry. The unholy trinity caused 
by the curse. 
 

Lonely. Lustful. Insatiate. 

A dangerous time to set the bait. 

 
She could have just stolen a drink from a vein, but not while languishing in the 

clutches of the unholy trinity. She’d been compelled to seduce him, just as the captain of 
the Sea Shadow was compelled to sail the oceans of the world desperately trying to stay 
ahead of his own sufferings. 
 

Jin wasn’t the only resident of the Coomb to have been drained of sexual energy 
or a little blood by her on a dark night. There had been one thousand seven hundred 
sixteen new moons and countless starless nights since her birth. In that span of time, 
she’d breathed in the energy, one way or another, of most of the male residents of 
Marshes Coomb, going back several generations. What she left in her wake after taking a 
villager to supper was good for their wives, too. 
 

She was the local siren—the mysterious Lady of the Beach—the ghost of the 
coast. 
 

Cape Mooncusser’s demoness. The stuff of myth and legend and nightmares. She 
was the unspoken word on the tip of the villagers’ tongues. The fleeting dream image of 
chaotic passion leaving a morning erection for the Mrs. to contend with. The unfulfilled 
tingling of a woman’s fancy and the angst every teenager felt after stopping the 
naughtiness in the backseat of daddy’s car before things went too far. 
 

She knew each resident of the Coomb intimately, but they could never quite 
remember her. To them, she was a recurring dream that had leapt from pillow to pillow 
and generation to generation for over a hundred years. 
 

She liked to think of herself as a buxom Frankenstein’s Monster. When they 
figured out who she really was—when one bright lad saw through the veil of 
forgetfulness she shed, she would be feared, misunderstood and attacked with rakes and 
pitchforks by torchlight. Whether she fought or went into hiding depended, of course, 
upon whether or not she’d just done her nails. She had no desire to break a nail battling 
incoherent villagers with an axe to grind. In her back. 
 

Someday, she knew, they’d remember her. The straw to break the camel’s back 
would be a measure of satisfaction drawn too deeply from the well of Marshes Coomb. 
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She’d been warned by her family as they moved on that the ways of the clan 
could not survive forever in one place. Her uncle said the Coomb was like a glass half 
full. Someday, the venom of the curse would fill the glass, and then all the secrets would 
spill out. The solution, he said, was to keep moving. 
 

Vesper thought it was the strong Rom blood in her uncle that made him speak so 
strongly about leaving the beach. He was a land pirate with a vagabond’s heart. The Rom 
blood that seemed to flow in everyone’s veins, but hers. Thereby, she had stayed put. 
Alone now for over sixty years. 
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Blurb: 

Can a stranger from a distant planet breach Yalfar’s strict laws to save a nation from 
doom and rescue one lone woman from the errors of her way? 

Fen Tared Charst has betrayed his brother, and his people. To right the wrongs he’s done, 
he suffers the horrors of the zeel pits only to find himself a captive of the Temi tribe. In 
Yalfar, he discovers that leading the Temi princess and her warriors from their dying 
world is the key to his own redemption. But losing his heart to Princess Joyella will be 
the key to saving his soul. 

Princess Joyella Denue has broken a sacred law and for that, she is exiled from Yalfar. To 
regain her honor, she agrees to lead a convoy topside to escape the collapsing city, but 
she can’t make the journey alone. She needs someone who has traversed the path to guide 
her. Tared is forced to help her, but he soon becomes more than just a guide, he becomes 
her heart. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

 
On the Planet of Pelicosia, 3024 
 

Betrayed! 
 

Tared Charst grabbed at the restraint collar around his neck. Ahead, the mists of 
Hell loomed, tempting and foreboding. This forgotten planet hid many dangers behind a 
veil of lush greenery and the promise of rich zeel. 
 

He stalled, not wanting to move forward. Acute, numbing pain shot through his 
veins. His teeth clamped together, and he arched his back. The pain from the collar 
brought him to his knees. Crystallized rocks tore into his flesh. Whooshing wind and 
flapping wings caused Tared to look up. A dragon bore down on him, framed against a 
nezarine sky. 
 

No hope. 
 

Sharp talons punctured his skin. He cried out, his voice lost amid the dragon’s 
angry bellow. As he was yanked from the ground, Tared’s muscles stretched taut, and his 
toes scraped the ground. He bit his lip, tasting tangy blood. Then he saw it. The thing he 
feared most--the zeel pits, the crystallized rock rising from the dark hole like bony 
fingers. 
 

The dragon’s claws retracted. 
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Tared thrashed, his body fighting the gravitational pull toward a deep abyss. 
Warm mists reached out to embrace him, drawing him closer, pulling at his hair and 
limbs. He closed his eyes, dreading the pain. 
 

Betrayed. 
 

Once more, his own brother had betrayed him. 
 

Confusion gave way to sorrow. His brother’s men, the Verside, had doomed him 
to relive the torment and torture of the zeel pits. The band around his hair loosened. Long 
tendrils whipped around his face. He tried to relax. Fighting would prove useless. He 
allowed the gravitational pull to carry him farther into the belly of Pelicosia, into a Hell 
no man should suffer. 
 

His eyes jarred open when he landed upon a pillow of air. He swallowed, his 
throat parched. Beneath his feet, the floor bounced, denying him the dignity of standing 
erect. Crawling, he inched forward. An acidic odor burned his nostrils and made his 
stomach cramp. Fear clutched him tight to his breast. 
 

Ahead, a bright light shone. It seduced, beckoned. Tared crawled toward it, 
seeking release yet knowing none would be found. He should have killed his brother 
when he’d had the chance. With Dane dead, the horror of this moment wouldn’t be real. 
 

Tears ran down his cheeks. Tears? By the god Draccus, the zeel pits reduced a 
man to a whining child. With great effort, he lifted his hand to wipe the dampness from 
his skin. Already, the effects of this Hell zapped his strength. 
 

The light. Light promised the way home. And when he returned to the surface, 
he’d claim his due from Dane. Hatred festered, creating a dark place in his soul. 
Madness--pure madness to hate one’s own flesh and blood to the point of murder. 
 

Ah, Draccus, if you have any love in your heart, save me from this emotional 

turmoil. 
 

As if Draccus had heard his plea, a dark spot opened. Another way out? 
 

The craving for light grew stronger. Tared forced his gaze from the light and 
fought against its magnetic pull with all the strength he possessed. Knowing what horrors 
lay behind the glow, he strained toward the darkness. The darkness might prove more 
grievous, yet he had to take the chance that something different awaited him. He crawled 
forward. The closer he came the farther the darkness appeared. A cry escaped his lips. 
The black abyss shrank. He must hurry or lose the opportunity forever. 
 
  

~ * ~ 
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Joyella Denue stared at the windowed chamber, her attention focused on 
Normden. Her gaze followed the strong curve of his spine. His muscles flexed. She 
admired his graceful form, the wide shoulders and trim waist. What woman wouldn’t 
admire this handsome man? He had his back to her, unaware of her fervent regard. By 
Yutenk’s soul, Joyella could no longer summon the desire to own such a man. She 
frowned. Soon her mother would be forced to acknowledge Joyella’s bid for a lifemate. 
How could she withdraw such a request? Her mother would never understand, and shame 
kept Joyella from explaining. 
 

“Joyella!” Shole rounded the corner, cheeks flushed and expression alight with 
joy. “You’ll never guess.” 
 

Joyella smiled at her friend. Shole forever exaggerated one tale or another. “I 
won’t have to guess, Shole. You’ll tell me anyway.” 
 

Without stopping for breath, Shole grabbed Joyella’s hands and spun her around. 
“I’m to receive the Blessing of Yutenk. I’m to choose my lifemate.” 
 

Although happy for her friend, Joyella’s heart shattered at her own status. Shole’s 
good fortune put Joyella one step closer to the same fate. 

 
“I’m pleased, Shole. You’re most deserving.” Joyella’s voice betrayed her misgivings. 
 

Shole clasped a hand to her mouth. “Forgive me, Joyella. I… I didn’t think. I 
should never have…” 
 

Had Shole assumed Joyella’s disheartened attitude reflected her impatience to 
select a lifemate? Nothing could be further from the truth. 
 

“No, Shole. You have every right to share your joy. I’m sure my mother has her 
reasons for overlooking my application.” 
 

“You don’t hate me?” 
 

Joyella pursed her lips. “Of course not. How could you even think of such? So tell 
me. Whom will you choose?” 
 

A spark of devilment danced in Shole’s eyes, and she stared at Normden. By now 
he’d turned, and he sauntered near the window to place a hand against the glass. “I hear 
you have good news to share, Shole,” he said. 
 

She giggled. “I’ve been granted the Blessing of Yutenk. Tomorrow I choose my 
lifemate.” 
 

“And… will you choose me?” 
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A knifing pain should have torn at Joyella’s heart. She and Normden had spoken 
often of the possibility of their fated companionship. Yet only sadness prevailed, 
followed by a deep sense of loss. 
 

“I favor Cheltar,” Shole replied, “yet I would be well pleased with Vorne. I hate 
that we aren’t able to see your faces during the ceremony, but I think I could recognize 
the body shape of either of them.” 
 

“You tease me, Shole. Am I not pleasing to the eye? Do I not tempt you in any 
way?” Although Normden spoke to Shole, he settled his intense gaze upon Joyella. 
 

Shole laughed. “You’re right. I do tease. You know good and well Yutenk will do 
as she pleases. None of us have a real say in whom we select for mate.” 
 

The women gathered prospective candidates for lifemates and positioned them 
about the Sacred Sphere of Azna. With their heads to the floor and their bodies tucked 
close, they would bow to Yutenk. One female circled the males until harmonious light 
from the sphere illuminated the man most likely to offer the best companionship. While 
technically a woman had to abide by Yutenk’s decision, the goddess often kept the 
woman’s wishes in mind when selecting a lifemate. 
 

“My words need not hurt you, Normden. Joyella would choose you if given the 
chance.” 

 
Normden pressed a hand against the transparent wall. “A myon ago, I would have 
believed this true, but Joyella has changed. She no longer wants our union. I think her 
naiveté has her fearing the worst.” 
 

An uninvited memory made Joyella’s stomach knot. He thought her naïve in the 
ways of men and women. Oh, how she wished that were the case. A shadow fell between 
them, and Joyella whirled to greet her other friend. 
 

“Asa, have you come to wish Shole congratulations?” 
 

Asa gave them both an impish grin. “And for what should she be congratulated?” 
 

Shole danced around the woman, her curly hair bouncing about her jubilant 
features. “Kormion accepted my application. On the morrow, I shall receive the Blessing 
of Yutenk.” 
 

Asa smiled. “This is good news. You deserve nothing but the best in a mate.” She 
turned to Joyella and her smile faded. “Kormion bade me summon you to the Great 
Common.” 
 

Joyella stiffened. “Why?” 
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“Kormion felt another ripple in the Common. She wishes you to read the stones to 
discover the source of our trouble.” 
 

Joyella already knew the source. “Did she say anything else? Did she mention my 
rite of passage?” 
 

“No, sweeting. Kormion cannot be rushed. She fails to see how you’ve grown.” 
 

Kormion couldn’t see how she’d grown, but a stranger had. A stranger had stolen 
her youth. A stranger had taken her most precious gift, perpetuating the change to come 
upon her before the blessing of Yutenk. Like Shole, Asa thought her disappointed. 
Joyella smiled, greatly relieved. 
 

“I don’t understand why she stalls,” Asa said. “Waiting must be torture. Others 
your age have had the blessing bestowed upon them. Even Shole receives the honor, and 
she is five yons younger than you. I fail to understand your mother’s reasons.” 
 

Joyella nodded, pretending agreement. “She must think I’m not ready.” 
 

“You’re her daughter.” Asa put a comforting arm about her shoulders. “She 
doesn’t wish to lose you. Already, the men pay tribute to your beauty. She wants her only 
child to select the finest for mate.” 
 

A shudder ran through Joyella. Another had damaged her fragile core. Custom 
would force her to take a mate, yet if it were up to her, she would live without the 
Blessing of Yutenk. 

 
Asa’s arms fell away. “Come. You tarry for no reason.” 

 
She tarried with good reason, but Shole and Asa didn’t need to know. 
 
“Go with Asa, Joyella,” Shole said. “I plan to walk the cubicles and admire my 

choices before adhering to the sphere’s edict.” 
 

“But Yutenk absorbs what is in your heart,” Joyella replied. 
 

“You are blessed, Shole, to have this moment draw near. I would give anything to 
trade places with you, but alas, I must await my mother’s whim.” The lie rolled easily off 
her tongue. In that moment, she hated the woman she’d become. 
 

Shole reached out, and the two friends exchanged the touch of passing. Joyella’s 
fingers brushed Shole’s with light pressure before turning on her heel. She hurried to 
keep pace with Asa. There was no use in angering Kormion further. Her mother ruled 
Yalfar with a firm hand. 
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Joyella placed a restraining hand upon Asa’s shoulder. “We must stop here so I 
may retrieve the stones from my room.” 
 

She gathered the box of stones and motioned Asa to continue to the Common 
Temple. They entered a cavernous opening lined with protruding crystals. In the center, a 
large sphere shone brightly. Within the translucent globe, a hologram projected the 
essence of the first queen of Yalfar. Yet Yutenk was so much more. She represented the 
spiritual heart and soul of each of the Temi people combined. With her functioning brain 
programmed into the main computer and her energy fueled by recycled zeel, she passed 
judgment and gave wise council. 
 

Incense burned around the sacred globe. The sweet aroma of jerene moss caused 
Joyella’s stomach to curl. She tamped down the nausea that had plagued her of late, 
fearing Kormion would think her weak. She moved forward. They had built the sacred 
altar nine generations ago when the Temi tribe first came to live beneath the planet’s 
surface. 
 

She went down on bended knees, placed the box before her, and raised her arms 
wide. With eyes closed, she hummed. Internal peace claimed her. Soft vibrations radiated 
from the sphere. The Common welcomed her, cradling her spirit with harmonious 
warmth. The vibrations ceased, and Joyella’s eyelids lifted. 
 

Kormion approached with an impatient stride. “Rise, my daughter.” 
 

Joyella stood, her hands crossed over her chest in reverent greeting. “You 
summoned me?” 
 

Kormion’s cameolle garment swayed between her legs. “I have need of your gift. 
The Common blazed a vivid red this morn. I would know why.” 
 

Joyella dropped her hands to her side. “Red? A stranger enters the votrem. The 
sphere records pain. The meaning of its color holds no secret.” 
 

“But this time,” Kormion said, “a low-pitched wail sounded from its core, a 
plaintive cry unlike any I’ve heard. Something disturbs the peace of the Common, 
something other than a mere stranger trapped in the votrem.” 
 

Joyella shivered. She hated the idea behind the votrem. The force field protected 
them from discovery, but at what price? The poor souls who lived through the votrem’s 
cruel effects suffered permanent damage to their neuro-stems. Electrowaves short-
circuited areas of the brain, causing its victims to live the rest of their lives with 
schizophrenic tendencies or neurotic impulses. 
 

“And you think the stones will tell you what troubles the Common?” Joyella 
asked. 
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“Kormion, come quick!” Pem and Gesstine rushed into the room, their sides 
heaving with exertion. 
 

“You dare disturb a private audience?” 
 

“It’s important. The intruder - he has breached our outer defenses.” 
 

“What?” Kormion’s face lost color. “It can’t be.” 
 

No, it couldn’t be. Joyella cringed. She’d patched the rip. She’d been so careful to 
repair the gaping hole in the votrem’s lining. Was there another way around Yalfar’s 
force fields? Surely her actions had not caused another to invade their private sanctuary. 
 

“Kormion?” 
 

“Send Daphid and Mort to apprehend the intruder,” Kormion commanded. “We 
cannot have him running loose within our fortress. Have him brought here at once. I 
would know what danger he poses.” 
 

Joyella pressed her fingers to her lips, willing the queasiness to subside. 
“Kormion, do you still wish a reading?” 
 

“No. I believe we’ve already discovered the cause. Perhaps you should leave. 
This business is sure to become… distressful.” 
 
 

“I’d rather stay. As your only daughter, I’ll someday rule in your stead, and I’ll 
need to know how best to handle these types of situations.” 
 

Kormion gazed down her thin nose, her manner full of condemnation. “You’re 
not yet old enough to concern yourself with such matters. And I have no plans of dying 
anytime soon. Leave.” 
 

Joyella gasped, dazed by her mother’s thoughtless words. “You’re wrong. You’re 
always wrong where I’m concerned.” 
 

“I’ll not argue the point, Joyella.” 
 

“Then at least let me read the stones.” She needed to know if she were at fault. 
“They might tell you something different, or they might tell you something more.”  

 
Kormion’s eyes turned stormy. “Read the stones. We need to be amused while we 

wait.” 
 

She turned away, dismissing Joyella to attend other matters. 
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Amused? Amused? Blood pounded in Joyella’s veins. Her mother sought to 
belittle her. She was the one who had requested Joyella’s reading. 
 

Asa hurried forward. “Let me help you arrange them, Joyella.” 
 

“No, Asa. Thank you for offering, but I think the task will help sooth my nerves.” 
Her fingers trembled as she reached for the sacred box. 
 

Asa dipped her head and murmured, “She is ruled by jealousy.” 
 

Joyella’s fingers stilled. “Jealousy? Of what is there to be jealous?” 
 

“Have you looked in a mirror lately? You are young and beautiful. She envies 
your silky auburn hair and flawless skin. Your mother’s beauty fades. The young males 
no longer look upon her with lustful eyes. She craves their absolute devotion, but now 
she must compete with others more beautiful than she.” 
 

Joyella smiled. “Thank you. You always find a way to diffuse my temper.” 
 

“You think I jest?” 
 

Asa had it all wrong. Joyella knew her mother better than anyone, and nothing 
could be farther from the truth. No, Kormion wasn’t jealous. She was merely cautious, 
and she enjoyed being in control. 
 

Joyella gave Asa a gentle nod. “Leave me. You make it difficult to concentrate, 
but I thank you for the compliment. And you’re wrong. Kormion still radiates a youthful 
appearance. Nary a wrinkle mars her skin, and her dark hair betrays little gray. She still 
turns heads.” 
 

“Yes, but her hair lacks the striations of gold that mark you as unique. And, unlike 
your green eyes, hers have a cloudy haze. She shows her age. It won’t be long before she 
must abdicate her throne to your council. Best start seeing the truth of the situation and 
prepare yourself. Yalfar requires a strong leader, not a woman who thinks so little of 
herself.” 
 

Joyella frowned. Kormion’s constant criticism made it difficult to see herself in a 
favorable light, but Asa’s words held wisdom. 
 

Asa stepped back to give her room to work. Joyella placed the meernsier box 
upon the sacred altar. Her finger glided over the container with reverence. Looking at the 
plain box, a stranger to their customs would not realize the treasure hidden within. Joyella 
closed her eyes and intoned the ritual words. 
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“Fair of right, word of might, collect thy thoughts that I might seek wisdom and 
knowledge.” She inhaled deeply and opened the lid. Within the velvety sesnal-lined box 
rested a treasure more valuable than zeel. “Behold the Five Stones of Asnar.” 
 

With forefinger and thumb, she lifted the first stone, a translucent gem that 
radiated a soft amber glow. “Unoke holds the secrets of memory.” 
 

She set Unoke beside the box, where a carved notch allowed it to rest. Next she 
pulled out a brilliant red stone of similar size and shape and placed it beside Unoke. 
 

“Duexite holds the secrets of the future.” In similar fashion, she retrieved a 
polished yellow stone with iridescent flecks of orange, a rough stone with sharp, angular 
planes of black glass and a blue stone peppered with orange striations. 
 

“Yorellite holds the secrets of the Common. Fauxite holds the mysteries 
surrounding the past, and Nazerite tempers the other four stones with balance.” 
 

She picked up Duexite and clutched it to her breast. Turning, she walked to the 
sphere and held the stone aloft. Upon her palm, the stone quivered, releasing a variety of 
colors. The jerene moss overwhelmed the room with a sweet aroma. Out of the corner of 
her eye, she saw Kormion approach. Silence claimed Joyella’s audience as curious eyes 
awaited her findings. 
 

As though in a trance, she peered into the heart of the stone, then whimpered. 
Guilt made the images blur. She blinked away her uncertainties and tried again. Heat 
radiated from the gem. Visions of turbulent water collided with scenes of stark, barren 
wasteland. Frantic, chaotic views of exploding lights and battle-angry men vied for 
attention. 
 

The stone burned, a passionate bid to release all of its secrets. Joyella juggled the 
warm rock between her trembling hands. The heat intensified. With a yelp, she dropped 
the stone. It rolled to a stop at Kormion’s feet. Dazed, Joyella fell to her knees. Asa 
rushed to her side. 
 

“You will tell us what you saw,” Kormion commanded. 
 

“Give her time, my Queen.” Asa patted Joyella’s back. 
 

“Joyella, answer me.” 
 

From a distance, she heard her mother’s voice, and she felt Asa’s soothing touch. 
She swallowed, her throat dry and tense. “I saw chaos. I saw the Temi tribe clawing its 
way through water. I saw a man, a large man with bronzed skin and dark eyes. He--” 
 

“Enough theatrics, Joyella,” Kormion said. “Tell us.” 
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But she dared not. She stared at the symmetrical pattern created by inlaid ditrite 
stones. The safety of Yalfar rested upon her shoulders, yet she imparted information at 
great risk to herself. 
 

“He will assume command of the Temi Tribe,” Joyella said. 
 

Pain ripped through her scalp. Her eyes flew wide, and she clutched at the fingers 
entwined in her hair. 
 

Kormion yanked her daughter’s head back. “You lie. No man will ever rule 
Yalfar.” 
 

Tears blurred Joyella’s vision. “I only know what the stone showed me, Mother.” 
 

Kormion released her with an exaggerated flourish and began to pace. Moments 
later, Daphid and Mort returned to report their failure in finding the stranger. 
 

“I cannot believe with our advanced technology that we haven’t the means of 
locating one stranger!” Kormion declared. 
 

“We have never needed this ability, my Queen,” Daphid replied. 
 

“Yet we have the ability to detect this stranger’s entrance into our refuge. How 
can this be?” 
 

Daphid frowned. “An alarm sounded the moment he ventured through the inner 
layer of the votrem. Our ancestors did not think past setting up an alarm system.” 
 

“Then set the engineering team to devising a means to track our intruder. This 
situation will not ruin my day.” Kormion allowed her gaze to sweep over those present. 
“Tomorrow we proceed as usual. We will conduct the Blessing of Yutenk as planned and 
celebrate Shole’s good fortune. By then, they’ll have apprehended the intruder, or you 
will all answer to me. Do I make myself clear?” 
 

Daphid and Mort both nodded while Asa stared wide-eyed at her queen. Joyella 
stood on shaky legs. She’d never seen Kormion so angered. 
 

“You are all dismissed.” 
 

Joyella and Asa crossed their arms over their breasts and bowed slightly. Joyella 
retrieved the stones and replaced them in the box before leaving the Common. When they 
had cleared the room, she turned to Asa, the meernsier box clutched to her chest. 
 

“You didn’t tell your mother everything, did you?” Asa asked with unerring 
insight. 
 



 101

Joyella stared off into space. She dare not confide all she’d seen nor all she knew. 
She still couldn’t believe the consequences of her foolhardy deed. If only she weren’t so 
restless, so inquisitive. 
 

“You don’t have to tell me,” Asa went on, “but I want to hear more about the man 
you saw. Yalfar has never had a visitor. Not since we came to be here, over two hundred 
yons ago. What did he look like?” 
 

“Tall,” Joyella replied. “Taller than our men, and solemn. He looked as if he 
trained often, for his muscles strained against the costume he wore. His eyes were like 
dark, shadowed caves drawing me in.” 
 

Asa exaggerated a shiver of disgust. “You describe a man that would be hard on 
the eyes. I am glad I’ve already chosen my dronemate. If this man is caught, Kormion 
will make a slave of him. Some unfortunate soul will have to own such a specimen, but 
not I.” 
 

Joyella agreed, but not for the same reasons Asa gave. The stranger’s eyes 
reminded her of another’s. Could this man be from the same tribe as the man who’d 
attacked her? Save for the angular shape of his nose, she would have thought him one and 
the same. Deep foreboding gripped her. The man in her vision had commanded more than 
her people. She shivered. His dark eyes had claimed hers as if she were there. She had 
been powerless to evade his interest. His passion had dominated her, imprisoned her with 
overwhelming desire. 
 

“How do you think the stranger breached our defenses?” Asa asked. 
 

Joyella squeezed her eyes shut. “I know not.” 
 

The lie lay heavy upon her chest. She knew all too well how it was possible. She 
knew because she was responsible for the unforgivable act. May the Common forgive 
her, for it would be a long time before she forgave herself. 
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Blurb: 

  
After her grandmother's death, Kara Malone inherits a key and a box with a secret.  On a 
plane bound for Hawaii where she is to start a new job, she opens the box to find her 
grandmother's journal and a beautiful stone.  Magical forces propel Kara back to the 
Scottish Highlands where she is nearly run down by Alaxandar MacLeod, the dark 
stranger from her dreams.  Her problems are just beginning. 
  
Alaxandar has been charged with finding the truth behind the recent violent raids against 
his clan.  When his horse almost tramples a beautiful stranger, he wonders if she may 
hold the key to the raids.  Is she a spy or a witch come to lure him with her wiles and 
distract him from his mission?  Whatever she proves to be, Kara is everything he's 
wanted in a woman and he'll do anything to keep her with him. 
  
  

Excerpt: 

Scotland 1350 
 

 Rhianna MacKay straightened her back, wiped sweaty palms down her worn 
saffron shirt and flicked the dark hair from her eyes before barging into the room to 
confront her father. “I willna be sold off tae Ross!” 
 
 He took two steps toward her and like a fierce blast, Conar MacKay’s hand 
landed hard against her cheek, knocking her to the icy stone floor. “I be the chief of Clan 
MacKay. Ye were told tae make yourself ready.” 
 
 Gaylord, the elderly clansman who’d been in conference with the chief, turned 
soft, apologetic eyes to her before exiting the room. Not even the tapestry on the outer 
wall or the wool rug next to her warmed the winter chill that clenched her heart. 
 
 Her face throbbed and the coppery taste of blood filled her mouth. Rhianna 
pushed herself up from dirty rushes littered with food and stood tall before her father, not 
bothering to hide her hatred. She swiped her lip with the back of her hand then spit the 
bitter tasting blood at his feet and walked out. 
 
 Since her mother had died eight years past, Conar MacKay gave her only passing 
glares unless he punished her for some errant behavior. There were many such instances 
in her case. He had little use for women other than for bartering tools or to lie between 
their thighs. 
 
 Only her brother, three years her senior, made living with Conar at all bearable. 
 
 “Dunna cry little dove,” Carrick would say. “On the morrow God’s wrath will 
spill down on Conar and he willna win that battle.” 
 



 105

 Carrick had their mother’s good heart and oft times could make Rhianna laugh 
while tending her wounds after Conar had beaten her. More times than not, Carrick 
stepped between them and ended up on the floor himself. 
 
 Three months had passed since Carrick had gone to England. He had promised to 
come back. 
 

* * * * 
 

 Rhianna busied herself throughout the day tending the withering garden and 
helping the women prepare bitter soup with limp vegetables. Her gaze drifted toward the 
kirk, which had been closed up for nigh on a year after the priest had taken ill and passed 
on to Heaven. No other would dare venture to the home of the devil, Strathnaver. 
 
 Later that night, guided by sorrow and fear, Kara crept down the castle steps and 
into the war room. She hated this room. Plans that had laid low many of those she’d 
loved were made here. The day her mother died the demon that was her father had been 
planning yet another attack. The bastard barely looked up when told the news. 
 
 “’Tis just as well,” he spat. “She’d long since lost her use tae me.” 
 
 From that day forth, Rhianna had done all she could to oppose the chief, using 
any means she could think of.  Her greatest pleasure would be the downfall of Conar 
MacKay. 
 
 Stepping onto the scorched stones of the hearth, she shoved aside the heavy 
tapestry where behind lay a hidden alcove. It held the secret of the clan. She crossed 
herself. “Please, Holy Father, give me strength.” The prayer did little to ease the lump in 
her chest or the ball of anxiety in her stomach. 
 
 Slinging the edge of her breacan back, she then reached into the small opening 
and grabbed the treasure. Concealed in a silvery velvet cloth was a smooth ivory-colored 
stone with veins of jade snaking through it. The magical heirloom had belonged to the 
MacKays since the beginning of time and had brought good fortune to the clan. She’d 
seen it only once before. 
 
  “Carrick, why ha’ ye forgotten me?” she whispered. He’d not returned from his 
mission and she could wait no longer. She must flee or be handed over to another ruthless 
bastard, Ross. 
 
 After slipping the precious stone back into its covering, she tucked it deep in the 
pocket of her skirt where it would not fall out or be easily grabbed by thieves. She tiptoed 
into the buttery to grab oats and nuts for her journey and, with tear-filled eyes, canvassed 
the room. Memories too numerous to count flooded her heart. With trembling hands she 
lifted the large tapestry concealing the secret door that led to an escape tunnel. In one 
hand, she carried a torch that she had lifted from the wall to light her way down the damp 



 106

eerie passageway. It ended outside the gates where she doused the flame so as not to be 
noticed by the guards. 
 
 With trepidation, she fled the only home she’d ever known—the home of her 
ancestors. 
 
 The stark white moon cast dark, ominous shadows through the forest. Smells of 
rotting wood and stagnant water reminded her of the dungeons at Strathnaver, where she 
and her brother had played as children, and where she’d be thrown, if caught. A twig 
broke under her foot, echoing loud in the stillness. Birds took flight, causing leaves to 
drip water they’d held from an earlier rain. A symphony of night music accompanied her 
hurried steps. 
 
 Nervously, Rhianna reached into her pocket and rubbed the MacKay talisman, 
finding comfort in its presence. 
 
 “’Tis nothing more than tae be far away from his reach I be wanting,” she 
muttered. 
 
 Rhianna’s feet slipped on the moss-covered forest floor. White mist clawed at her 
hem while strange-colored clouds gathered in the sky. A shiver of foreboding raced down 
her spine. She’d never seen the like. Her fingers moved more quickly against the stone. 
She moved deeper into trees, hoping to escape the strange fog, but it twisted around her 
ankles and legs and rose to envelope her from head to toe. Fear unlike any she’d ever 
known gripped her soul. The fog thickened and the world turned black. 
  
  

CHAPTER ONE 

Present 

‘The key is hidden with your grandfather’s picture.’ 

 

 A loud rumbling shifted her focus from one scene to another. Horses running full 
speed, men screaming. Kara Malone woke with a start, grabbing her head. Fully 
conscious of her surroundings, she realized the noise as thunder. The fury of the storm 
rattled the windows. 
 
 “Damn.” She swung her legs over the side of the full-sized bed as a bolt of 
lightning cracked outside. She clutched the edge of the mattress, bowing her head and 
breathing deeply. Dreams and nightmares had been her constant companions since she’d 
been thirteen.  This one shook her more so than usual because it involved not only the 
wild and handsome warrior, but her grandmother, as well.  
 
 Pulling on sweats, she went downstairs hoping to quench an all too familiar thirst. 
She headed straight to the antique liquor cabinet and a bottle of Asbach Uralt Brandy. 
Her eyes watered from the sting of alcohol. They weren’t tears.  She rarely cried. She 
stared out the window as sheets of rain showered the lawn. Mother Nature’s cleansing. 
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 Clutching the glass, Kara wandered the well-known house in the dark, feeling like 
an intruder. It felt the same. Comforting. Yet, without her grandmother, it would soon be 
unbearable. No more laughter while making bat-wing cookies for trick-or-treaters. No 
more hot buttered eggnog at Christmas while wrapping presents in front of the fire. 
 
 Lurking on the threshold, she jumped as lightning lit her grandmother’s darkened 
bedroom. She hadn’t realized she’d come to this room, the sanctuary of her childhood 
when the nightmares had gotten so awful that she ran to Haskell and Glynnis’ room. They 
smiled, opening their arms and their hearts to give her peace from the frightening 
moments. No child should suffer the fear of the unknown alone. 
 
 A fluttering motion caught her eye. She turned to find nothing. 
 
 ‘Tis the wee fairies ye see, little Kara. They protect the children.’ 

 

 Glynnis had a story for everything. “There are no children here anymore, 
Glynnis.” 
 
 In another flash, the portrait of Haskell Malone brightened. Her grandmother’s 
weak voice echoed in her head. The memory of Glynnis looking so frail and worn lying 
in the hospital bed caused Kara to take a huge gulp from the tumbler. She hissed as the 
liquor burned her throat then soothed her nerves. 
 
 The amber-colored liquid sloshed onto her hand as she slammed the drink down 
on the dresser. She licked it off before lifting the cumbersome frame from the wall. First, 
she lay the frame face down and slid the backer from its tracks. There were no magic 
keys taped to the cardboard or the canvas. “I knew she was pulling my leg,” Kara 
murmured while putting everything back together. She stood the portrait against the wall. 
 
 Rain now battered the roof and wind bent trees almost in half with its force. 
Another bright burst of lightning and booming thunderclap caused her to jump. “Get a 
grip.” Days of little to no sleep were making her hands jittery and her mind foggy. She 
looked at the frame again. A weird feeling came over her. Something didn’t sit quite right 
or was she imagining it? She flipped on the lamp and stared at the ornate, golden, hand-
carved filigree on the frame. She stared at the smiling face of her grandfather. “Do you 
know something I don’t, grandpa?” 
 
 She ran her fingers along the edges and touched the design until her forefinger 
scraped against an oddity. Moving closer, she concentrated on that area. She rubbed her 
thumb over it and then pushed it and a small gold key popped out of the design. “Oh my 
God.” Why would her grandmother hide the key in such a sneaky way if the story were 
false? Glynnis had seemed to have all her faculties still intact before she passed. But 
surely, the story couldn’t be true. 
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 With shaky fingers she picked up the brandy glass.  Clan stone, Scotland, myths 
and legends. Glynnis loved her fairytales. Ancient Scotland was her favorite subject. 
Sometimes she talked about the people with such familiarity it made you believe she 
knew them. 
 
 “This is ridiculous,” Kara said.  Marching over to the closet, she threw open the 
door and stared into the cluttered space. She pushed into the mess. “I swear the woman 
was a pack rat. You’d think she had never heard of Good Will.” 
 
 Ten minutes later, in the farthest recesses, her fingers brushed something. 
Blowing hair out of her eyes, she pulled the ten-by-eight inch cedar box adorned with 
Celtic symbols into her lap. She recognized her grandfather’s handiwork in the intricate 
carvings. A Celtic wooden cross, which hung in the living room above the doorway, had 
also been hand-carved by Haskell. It was a grand hobby of his. Flipping the box over, she 
ran her fingers across his initials etched in the corner. 
 
 The tiny lock had the same shape as the key. An excitement—or was it fear—
gripped Kara’s stomach. The room seemed hotter than before. Standing, she grabbed the 
dresser to fight off waves of dizziness. Never drink on an empty stomach. Crossing the 
floor, she sat down on the edge of the bed and hugged the box to her chest.  The 
combination of alcohol and sleepless nights caused blurry vision and the start of a major 
headache.  She didn’t think she could deal with another shock right now. Placing the key 
on the chain around her neck, she tucked the box under her arm and went back to bed.  
 
 It’ll wait. What was one more day going to matter?  
 

* * * * 
 
 Kara’s flight to Hawaii had a seven fifteen a.m. boarding time and she had just 
finished packing. Her toe hit something under the bed as she used her body weight to 
close her suitcase. Bending, she retrieved the cedar box she’d stashed there right before 
she fell back into bed last night. Glancing at the overstuffed suitcase, she opted for 
tossing it in her backpack. Downstairs the taxi pulled up and honked. She scanned the 
room once more before leaving. A strange sense of finality tickled her heart.  This 
assignment could mean a permanent transfer to the islands.   
 
 “How long to the airport?” she asked the driver, looking at her watch. 
 
 “Fifteen minutes.” 
 
 By the time she checked in they were ready to board. She crammed her flight bag 
under the seat in front of her, buckled up, and adjusted her five foot six inch length to get 
a little more comfortable. It would be a long flight from Beckley, West Virginia.  
 
 Her job as a volcanologist took her to interesting places, like Hawaii. A couple of 
weeks ago her excitement about this new job had overflowed. She needed the time away 
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to rethink things. Unfortunately, it gave her unwanted time to think about Glynnis’ death 
and the fact that now she was truly alone.  
 
 A particularly hard jolt woke Kara. The 747 bounced like a surfboard on a wave. 
 
 “We are experiencing some turbulence,” the captain said over the intercom. 
“Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts.” 
 
 Rubbing sleep from her eyes, she sat straighter. The stiff muscles in her back 
ached. Raw emotions lingered from her dream and ripped her heart apart. She’d been in 
that beautifully barren place where she always met him, the man with dark features and 
the disarming smile.  
 
 Jeez, stop drooling.   She had the same reaction every time she had the dream. 
Who was he and how did he penetrate her subconscious? 
 
 Resolved that she’d had all the sleep she could take, Kara lifted Glynnis’ box out 
of her bag. From the chain around her neck, she retrieved the little gold key. She inserted 
it into the latch and twisted. The box sprung open and a small leather-bound book fell 
into her lap. Kara shifted toward the window, snatched up the book and set it aside. A 
beautiful oval-shaped stone approximately four inches long, the color of ivory with 
cracks of green winding through it beckoned her in a strange voodoo sort of way. 
 
 Her quivering fingers stroked the glassy finish. Bits of crystal twinkled in the 
light. A strange magic vibrated around the smooth piece of rock. Kara curbed an 
overwhelming desire to rub her cheek against it. She rested the object back on the velvet 
cloth which lined the box and turned her attention to the journal. The cover felt like 
butter, so soft and supple. Inside the front flap, she saw handwriting belonging to her 
grandmother. The graceful swirls and loops of her letters were unmistakable. 
 
 May 5, 1948 --I was born in the Hebrides o’ Scotland in the year of our Lord 

1334 A.D. Me home wasna particularly happy. The castle was stark, filthy and we ha’ 

verra little food tae sustain the entire clan. I did me best tae grow vegetables, but the 

land was barren and desolate from years o’ neglect. Wars and savageness were a part o’ 

every day life and me father, the mighty chief, or at least that’s what he thought he was, 

liked it that way. He cared little for comforts and only wanted more lands and more 

power. He brought terror down on all who opposed him and being the bastard he was, 

treated me no better than cattle. 

 

 One day, in the year of our Lord 1350 A.D., he ordered that I be given over tae a 

rival clan. ‘Twas a union tae bind the two clans and make their numbers stronger. More 

coin in his coffers. I’d sooner prance before the English army naked than be bartered and 

the callus whoreson knew it. Me bràthair ha’ been me only salvation growing up, but he 

was away on a mission designed by the chief.  
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 I knew he’d sent me bràthair away so he wouldna be there tae champion me, but 

there was naught I could do other than run. So, that night, while others slept, I pinched 

the clan stone and fled. When he found me gone, no doubt he’d send warriors tae hunt me 

down and drag me back. I’d be beaten or worse for defying his orders. I couldna run fast 

enough. 

 

 I rubbed the magical talisman for protection as the ancient tales had foretold. A 

swirling mist covered the forest in white. It engulfed me and everything faded tae black. 

When I woke, I was in another time, another place. 

 

 Kara lowered her arms and laid her head back against the seat.  She chuckled 
softly.  This had to be another of her grandmother’s tales. Still, the way the key was 
hidden and the fact that she’d never heard this story before, made Kara wonder.   
 
 I was sure tae go mad from the fear and aloneness. Wandering the strange land, 

I’d go hungry for days. Not that hunger wasna a familiar friend. Some locals took pity 

and helped me find work and me own place tae live. Every day I hid wi’ the worry o’ 

being found. It took some time afore I made friends and started me new life. 

 

 Then, I met Haskell Malone, young and full o’ fire. He swept me off me feet and 

we were marrit. Haskell shared his strength and courage and made me believe that no 

matter what life threw at us, we would handle it together. 

 

 For a reason she couldn’t explain, Kara’s hands shook, making it harder to focus 
the words and finish the story. 
 
 Years passed and still no one ha’ appeared tae drag me back, but I can’t keep the 

fear at bay. It haunts the back of me mind that one day the demon will appear and kill me 

dead. I ha’a son, Michael. Haskell and Michael are me life. 

 

 Sometimes me heart breaks because I miss me bràthair and, in taking the stone, I 

put me clan at risk. But I wouldna give back one hour—one day. 

 

 This history ‘tis not for everyone, most wouldna believe it. In me heart, I be 

certain one will come tae take this knowledge and do the right thing. Until then, I keep it 

hidden. 

 

 R. Glynnis Malone. 

 

           Glynnis had always been tight-lipped about her past. She shared very little of her 
roots. Kara remembered once when she was in fifth grade and needed a note for school. 
Glynnis had written out the note and signed it, R. Glynnis Malone. When Kara asked 
what the R stood for, Glynnis clenched her jaw, tightened her lips, and shooed her off. 
 
 For as long as Kara could remember, Glynnis had told wonderful stories about 
knights, fair maidens, Highland warriors and young girls who had the balls to stand up to 
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their fathers for unfair treatment, even if it meant severe punishment.  This journal could 
be an elaborate ruse, a farewell if you will. The story meant to leave a kernel of suspicion 
and wonder in hopes that she would run with it and see where it led. 
 
 She picked up the stone and caressed it. What had really happened in Scotland all 
those centuries ago? Could the story be real? 
 
 A shadow to fell over her. Kara looked out the window to see strange clouds tear 
through the sky and streaks of lightning come perilously close to the plane. White spirals 
reached for the heavens like fingers laced with beautiful pastel colors. Her eyelids 
drooped, suddenly too heavy to keep open. With the stone clasped in her hand, 
everything dimmed. 
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Blurb: 

 

Victor, an undead vampire, has fled to another planet in the future to survive, for Earth is 
now poison to his kind.  
 
Na'lesa has been alive for eons, the last of her race--drastically changed--now she lives a 
life as a living vampire.  
 
One night they both run into each other over some prey. Two lonely people: they find 
love, sex, and blood, and not necessarily in that order.  
  
Excerpt below is PG-13, but the e-Book is more explicit and must be read by one 18 & 
older. 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Victor noticed in the reflection of a window in one of the buildings he passed how the 
alabaster light from the twin moons above illuminated his blanched features, bringing up shadows 
in every contour. The only color on him came from his lips and eyes; both a blood-red hue. 

 
He grinned, running his tongue over large, sharp canines, then slipped down the 

town's only street, really a dirt road. Darting in and out of alleys, he kept to the darkness, 
as he wanted to make sure no one saw him. Fortunately, there was no one out tonight; it 
was too cold for that. If he was alive and breathing, he could have seen his breath in the 
freezing air. But he wasn't alive or dead. Instead he was in-between: undead. 

 
He melded with the deepening shadows of the alley, where he waited as the door 

to the bar nearby slid open. A lock of hair as black as a raven's wing fell over his brow as 
he stared at the glaring light spilling from the doorway. Without a hint of arrogance, he 
knew that if someone did come out and catch sight of him, he would think an extremely 
pale, but good-looking man stood there. 

 
Good-looking as an undead, he had been even more so as a mortal. The face of a 

dark angel—that's what women had said over three hundred years ago, in Germany. Then 
one night at a debutante ball, he met an attractive woman with russet curls that flowed 
over her shoulders and down her back. He was bored with all the mincing virgins 
simpering around him, and when he saw the newcomer he became fascinated. Her white 
face lacked innocence and her eyes seemed worldly beyond what he thought at the time 
was her young years. She convinced him to leave the ball with her, and took him to her 
home where she enticed him into her bed. 

 
In the throes of passion, just as he was about to cum, her eyes glowed blood-red 

and sharp fangs burst from her mouth. She sunk them into his neck, draining him almost 
to the point of death. She hadn't, though, and forced him to drink some of her blood, 
making him a Nosferatu like her. After that, he stayed with her, until a vampire hunter 
staked her in the heart, ending her undead existence. 



 115

 
He grimaced at the memories. Now, his bad boy looks fit his eternal life in a more 

meaningful way. 
 
Sounds of revelry erupted from the bar, so loud it seemed as if the walls of the 

place couldn't contain it at all. Drunken yelling from the miners, women's laughter, and 
screeches of a badly played piano filled the area like fingernails on a chalkboard, 
stretching out disjointed fingers toward him. He hated the noise just as he hated the dirty, 
threadbare town of the humans. In fact, Victor hated everything about this alien world.  
Every night, he wondered why he had come to this misbegotten hellhole on the other end 
of the universe. 

 
Images of a ravaged Earth would come into his mind in answer, and he resigned 

himself to his new world, hunting in its darkness for the blood he craved. He was alone—
the last vampire left in the universe. 

 
That was the real reason he couldn't stand this world—the loneliness. Even if 

vampires weren't the most social of creatures, at least males and females came together 
once in a while to fuck, to feast off the ambrosia of one another's vampiric blood, 
heightened by the frenzy of sex. The tantalizing odor of blood, sprinkled with alcohol, 
wafted toward his nostrils. Flaring them wide, he took in the scent and appreciated the 
heady flavor of the lifeblood, though not the cheap beer that laced it. It came from two 
figures that stumbled out of the bar and almost passed the alley in which he hid. One 
halted, and his vampire hearing took in the sound of liquid hitting the side of the building. 
The stench of piss drifted his way and he wrinkled his nose in distaste. Unfortunately, he 
couldn't be choosy for a meal, and quickly he flew from there, leaping upon his intended 
victims. 

 
Suddenly, another shadow darted across his path and ripped the neck of one man, 

while clasping the other tightly against its front. Neither had time to cry out, the other 
creature had been that quick. The man with the torn throat fell to the ground, precious 
blood spilling and seeping into the dirt, turning it to mud.  

 
Starved for blood for a long time now, Victor fell to his knees in the wetness and 

fastened his mouth over the opening, sucking out what remained of the red liquid in the 
body that had gone cold with death. He ignored the other sucking sounds above him. 
Ordinarily, he would have taken the body away and hid to feed upon it, as he would have 
been wary of whatever kind of creature feasted on the other victim. Nothing of it felt 
undead to him, just some strange alien essence. But, it had been a long time since he last 
fed, and the hunger forced him to finish off every last, precious drop. 

 
With the body now drained, he rose to his feet and licked the few splashes of 

blood from the corners of his mouth. Then he straightened his clothing, tried to knocked 
off as much of the bloodied mud caking the knees of his pants, and looked over to see 
what kind of being had fed with him. The sight of soft, heather-purple eyes staring into 
his slammed into his gut, as he saw they belonged to a vision of beauty so alien, that 



 116

caused his body to harden in places he thought long dead. He would have caught a 
breath—if he had a breath to catch. But he did it anyway, from force of habit. 

 
By all that was unholy, alien or not, she was something that men fought to catch 

glimpses of.  
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Blurb: 

 

All her life, Rae Morgan tried to escape from the shadow of the Superstition Mountains. 
She joined the Army to do just that. However, after losing her hand and her marriage, 
she's back. All she wants is peace and a chance to put her life back together. But peace is 
the last thing she finds.  
 
Mica Hawke is only half-Apache. But when it comes to keeping a Native American 
treasure hidden deep within the mountains, he's all warrior. On the lookout for a treasure 
map stolen fifty years ago, the last thing he expected to find was love. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 
 

It was the last pack trip of the season, finally. 
 
Although Rae Morgan would be the last to admit it, she was already tired of 

leading pack-ins to the mountains. There was so much raw beauty in the Superstitions, 
but nine out of the ten people on the trip would notice none of it. For they were all 
looking for just one thing. Gold. 

 
“Champ’s gone a little lame,” her uncle, Pete Morgan, remarked. “Perhaps you 

should take Max instead.” 
 
She gritted her teeth and glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. His wrinkled 

face was devoid of any emotion. Looking at him, no one would guess he was only one-
eighth Apache; he looked like an elderly tribal leader. He acted like one as well. At 
Fool’s Gold, his word was the law. However, there was no way in hell she was going to 
ride the ancient pony, Max, while her customers rode on younger, faster horses.  

 
“I did notice Champ was lame this morning. I planned to ride Sunny instead.”  
 
Why did he have to question every decision she made? Damn it, she was an Army 

veteran, twenty-nine years old, not a child anymore. Even as her gaze roved over the 
supplies, she could feel her uncle standing over her shoulder, checking right along with 
her. 

 
“Sunny, huh?” 
  
Rae felt her shoulders tense as she waited for his expected veto. Sunny was 

young, high spirited, and a challenge to ride. If he insisted she ride Max, she was going to 
lose it.  
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To her surprise, he gave her a slow nod. “Sunny’s a good choice” He cleared his 
throat and added, “I have your roster. Looks like your guests might be more of a handful 
than your horse.” 

 
Rae turned to her uncle. Her smile dimmed when she saw his face. She grimaced. 

“Not lots of little kids I hope.”  
 
“No, even worse, cancellations. You only have four people this time around.” 
 
“What’s going to be hard about that? Cooking for five instead of eleven is easier 

in my opinion,” Rae said. 
 
“Not when two of the four are your ex-husband and his blushing bride.” 
  
Rae swore under her breath. “You are kidding, right?”  
 
“Nope.” Pete waved the roster at her. “I’ll take this pack-in for you.” 
  
“No.” She shook her head. “I’ll do it.”  
 
Why in the hell was Jason showing up here? Morbid curiosity? She was sure 

rumors of her injuries had made the rounds. Did he feel as if he had to come and confirm 
it all himself? Men in the Army were worse than a bunch of old women when it came to 
gossip. Well, she’d give him an eyeful if that’s what he wanted. Then he could go home 
with his perfect wife to count his blessings. Jerk. 

 
As if Pete had read her mind, he said, “I don’t think it’s you he’s coming to see. 

Old Missus Jack said this Sue Ellen woman is related to Sinclair Hawke. I was wondering 
if that old map had finally come to light,” Pete said with an offhand manner.  

 
“Do you really think so? I thought the map was just some old legend. I mean, if 

there really was a map, why didn’t Sinclair find the gold?” 
 
Her uncle’s voice dropped to little more than a whisper. “I’ve heard tell the 

guardians killed him.” 
 
“The Apache guardians? Really, you’re digging up lots of old rumors today.” Rae 

shook her head. “You’d think everyone would have figured out if no one’s found the 
treasure by now, it probably doesn’t exist.” 

 
Pete gave her a quizzical look. “Just because it’s not been found don’t mean it 

don’t exist.” 
 
She gaped at him. “Don’t tell me you believe in those old wives’ tales?”  
 
He just shrugged in reply and gave her a wink. 
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Rae would have pursued the argument further, but she happened to glance down 

at the roster names, Jason and his wife Sue Ellen, a Marcus Thompson and…She sucked 
in her breath as the name on the line below came into sharp focus.  

 
Mica Hawke.  
 
Could there be more than one person by that name? Perhaps there was more to 

this rumor of a map. Mica was descended from the Hawkes who had lived in Stallion 
Springs for generations. If Sue Ellen was descended from Sinclair Hawke, it’d be quite a 
coincidence if they were on the pack trip together by accident.  

 
Her heart beat a little faster just thinking about Mica and what it would be like to 

see him again after all these years. She’d met him at the University of Texas, a far cry 
from Stallion Springs, Arizona. Even though they hailed from the same hometown, she 
never deigned to make his acquaintance until the fateful day she’d watched him play a 
scrimmage in front of the dorms. Skins and shirts. With his dirty blonde hair and light 
brown eyes, no one would have guessed he was half Apache. Not until he took to the 
football field. His determination and ruthless play made him stand out from the rest of the 
team. Rae had been only one in a group of admiring girls and had no thoughts of him 
noticing her. After a particularly dramatic touchdown, he had tossed the ball to her. Eyes 
sparkling, he’d urged her to toss it back to him. She did and, after he caught it, he’d 
spiked it and did a high-stepping dance around it, complete with war whoops.  

 
She had seen him around campus occasionally, and they even had one class 

together. But she had been too driven to get good grades and graduate to pay too much 
attention to any man. Even if he was Mica Hawke.  

 
She graduated with honors. Instead of pursuing a corporate job in some big city, 

she craved adventure. So she enlisted in the Army, determined never to go back to the 
quiet life in Stallion Springs. In retrospect, standing alone at the bus terminal the day 
after graduation was a pitiful way to start a new life—all alone with only a limp duffel 
bag to keep her company. The bus had been announced, and she had picked up her bag 
and walked into a hard body. Even before she saw his face, she’d known who it was. She 
opened her mouth to apologize and gasped when his mouth came down forcefully on 
hers, his tongue stabbing deep into her mouth. 

 
Her brain turned to mush, and she melted into him. He was hard everywhere, his 

arms, his chest, and his erection pressed into the softness of her belly. Too soon the kiss 
was over. He smoothed her hair back from her face and looked at her as if he were 
memorizing every detail of her face. Although she hoped he would kiss her again, he 
didn’t. Without saying a word, he picked up her duffle bag and took her hand to lead her 
to the bus. She wasn’t sure how she walked over to the bus or up the steps for his kiss had 
shattered her to her core. She couldn’t even trust her voice enough to whisper goodbye. 
When she finally staggered to an empty seat and collapsed against the hot vinyl, she 
desperately hoped he hadn’t seen the tears in her eyes. 
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Even now the thought of him and his kiss caused her traitorous body to surge with 

heat. Her nipples hardened, and she felt a flame of desire ignite low in her belly. 
Heavens, what in the world was she thinking? He was probably married by now with a 
passel of kids. Whatever desire he’d once felt for her would surely be gone. 

 
If it wasn’t, it would be the first time he took a look at the left side of her body.  
 

* * * * * 
 

Mica Hawke tipped his hat over his eyes and feigned sleep. 
 
When he had awakened from his dream a week ago, the phone had been ringing 

by his bedside. Upon answering it, a woman’s nasally voice introduced herself as Sue 
Ellen Mateo, Mica’s long-lost cousin. The story she had told him about uncovering the 
map in an old family Bible sounded far-fetched enough to be true. But was it? Well, there 
was only one way to find out. He would have to go to Arizona and have a look at the 
map.  

 
The van hit a bump, and he shifted position so he could study the other occupants 

of the shuttle van from the airport. Sitting across from him, an attractive couple pored 
over a hand-drawn map and talked about gold. He knew who they were, Sue Ellen and 
her husband Jason. At the moment, they didn’t have any idea who he was, and he wanted 
to keep it that way for a bit longer. The map looked authentic enough, and the couple 
certainly treated it as if they believed it was genuine. It lent credibility to Sue Ellen’s 
story but didn’t rule out the chance the couple was perpetrating a hoax directed at Fool’s 

Gold. As a forensic document examiner, he’d seen more than his fair share of authentic-
looking forgeries and interviewed con men and women who were better actors than any 
Hollywood star. Still, his gut feel was this was the map, and his fingers itched to hold it.  

 
The man sitting behind the couple did nothing to hide his interest in the map. He 

sat high in his seat peering over their shoulders. Hawke didn’t like the speculative gleam 
in the older man’s eyes. Gold lust was something many men caught and some killed over. 

  
The shuttle driver was giving a dissertation on the story of Joe Waltz and the Lost 

Dutchman Mine. The driver’s voice was monotonous, but Mica listened anyway. The 
subject was more than appropriate since the van’s destination was a place called Fool’s 

Gold in the town of Stallion Springs. There, for an ungodly sum of money, he was going 
to take an uncomfortable three-day horseback ride into the mountains. All because of a 
dream. 

 
He wasn’t sure who was the biggest fool—him or the treasure hunters who’d gone 

before him. 
 
“Are you sure we can convince her to let us follow the map?” The woman asked 

in a high, nasal whine. She was pretty in a blonde vapid sort of way, but her voice put his 
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teeth on edge. The man sitting beside her didn’t seem fazed by it at all. Mica bit back a 
grin and questioned whether it was because the man didn’t mind or because he wasn’t 
listening. 

 
“Of course she will,” the man said. When the woman shot him a dubious look, he 

quickly added. “Well, I was married to her once, you know.” 
 
“So, you’ve told me.”  
 
“Besides, after what happened in Iraq, I’m sure she’ll do anything to get her hands 

on some money. The VA is notoriously cheap about paying for prosthetics. She also got 
burned. I’m sure she has some horrific scars she’d like to have fixed.”  

 
“I don’t want to talk about her anymore.” The woman tossed her hair over her 

shoulder. “So, what is the price of gold?” 
 
“About six hundred dollars.” 
 
“A pound?” The woman asked. 
 
“No, an ounce.” 
 
“Oh!” The woman gave a sexy shiver, and her blue eyes sparkled.  
 
The brakes on the bus hissed as they pulled up in front of a low adobe building.  
 
“Welcome to Stallion Springs,” the driver said. 
 
Mica tipped up his hat, reached down for his duffle bag, then stared out the 

window. Oh, God, it was her! 
 
In a flash, he was back in college. He’d had a hard-on for the pretty brunette from 

the first time he saw her in chemistry class. It was an open lecture so, over the next few 
weeks, he timed his arrival so he could walk behind her into class just to watch the sexy 
twitch of her ass. All semester he tried to work up the nerve to ask her out and failed. Rae 
Morgan. Even her name made his heart beat faster. If he closed his eyes, he could almost 
remember how her lips felt under his when he’d kissed her. Despite his shyness, he had 
managed to kiss her…once.  

 
He had been passing her dorm on Sunday morning when he saw her come out the 

front door. It was the day after graduation, and everyone one else seemed to be packing 
up cars and vans with their belongings. All she carried was a duffle bag. He followed her 
on a whim and had been disconcerted when they ended up at the bus terminal. He 
watched her buy a ticket with his heart frozen like a stone in his chest. She was leaving! 
He didn’t have a clue what to do, but he knew he couldn’t just walk away…so he had 
kissed her. Did she even remember after all these years? 
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He took a deep breath and prepared to step out of the van. She hadn’t seen him 

yet. There was an air of seriousness about her as she stood at the foot of the van steps 
with a clipboard in her hand. Her long black hair had been cut short and now swung 
around her shoulders with a sassy flip at the ends. Taking a closer look at her, he realized 
she’d filled out in all the right places. She had large breasts, a trim waist, and flat 
stomach. Did she still walk with a tantalizing twitch of her ass? He’d definitely be 
watching to find out. Her eyes were still the same deep blue he remembered, but they 
weren’t wide and innocent anymore.  

 
She’d grown from a girl to a woman. Well, he’d grown, too. No longer shy and 

awkward, he made a vow. This time he’d get more than just her name and one measly 
kiss. 
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Blurb:  
 
Ambitious and handsome, Joshua Andrews had always valued his life too much to take 
unnecessary risks. Then he laid eyes on the elegant picture of perfection that is Peter 
Kenyon.  
 
Soon to be promoted to captain, Peter Kenyon is the darling of the Bermuda garrison. 
With a string of successes behind him and a suitable bride lined up to share his future, 
Peter seems completely out of reach to Joshua.  
 
But when the two men are thrown together to serve during a long voyage under a sadistic 
commander with a mutinous crew, they discover unexpected friendship. As the tension 
on board their vessel heats up, the closeness they feel for one another intensifies and both 
officers find themselves unable to reign in their passion.  
 
Let yourself be transported back to a time when love between two men in the British 
Navy was punishable by death, and to a story about love, about honor, but most of all, 
about a Captain's Surrender.  
 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter 1 

 

Portsmouth Naval Dockyard, 1779. 

 
The bell rang out twice, unbearably sweet. The drums rolled and were silent. As a 

wind from the sea ruffled the hair of the assembled company, Joshua Andrews looked to 
one side of the gallows, his eyes unfocused. There was a thunder and rattle as the 
trapdoor fell open and then, just on the edge of hearing, the snap of a neck and the 
collective intake of almost five hundred held breaths, as the Nimrods instinctively inhaled 
to make sure they still could. 
 

“I should say, ‘May God have mercy on his soul.’” Captain Walker did not 
choose to wait even a moment in respect, but clapped his hat back on directly and 
bestowed a satisfied look upon his crew. “But I know it would be futile. No mercy awaits 
a man like that, either in this life or the next.”  
 

Josh tried not to react, but when Walker’s intense gray gaze swept the row of 
midshipmen, it seemed to pause on him, threatening as a pistol thrust in his face. He 
made no movement, gave no sign of the panic trying to crawl up his throat, the certainty 
that Walker knew, and fought down the wholly irrational urge to break and run that would 
be every bit as bad as a confession.  
 

At length, the gaze passed on to terrify the boys standing gape-mouthed and 
shaken at Josh’s right. “Particularly not on my ship.” Hat on, the captain moved down the 
uncovered ranks of his ship’s company, on the alert for movement, for signs of 
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repugnance or weakness, seeming to swim through their fear like a shark. Beside Josh, 
twelve-year-old Hawkes swayed, face stricken and white, and while Walker’s back was 
turned, Josh reached out and squeezed the child’s wrist, setting him upright with a little 
comforting shake that reassured them both. 
 

Josh, twenty years old and acting lieutenant this past year, was the only oldster 
among the midshipmen. He found himself at times playing the part of elder brother, even 
father towards them. It was not a position he particularly relished. Taller than his peers by 
a good foot and a half, his unlucky red hair uncovered and obvious beneath the sun, and 
clad—ridiculously—like the other boys, he felt conspicuous enough already without the 
knowledge of another difference, carried like an invisible brand in the soul. 
 

“Take a good look, lads.” Walker’s red face was jovial, his eyes in slits of flesh, 
gleaming with satisfaction. “Whatever your previous captains hushed up for the good of 
the service, you will not find the same tolerance here. No secrets on my ship. This man 
was coxswain’s mate. Now he’s crow bate. Heed the warning.” 
 

He began to walk back, past the company of marines, their scarlet uniforms 
almost obscenely cheerful in this place of execution, past the ship’s people, past the 
lieutenants, and back to the midshipmen. Taking his cane from beneath his elbow, he 
pushed at their faces with it, angling them until, without closing their eyes, it was 
impossible for them not to watch Henderson’s body jerk and tremble at the end of the 
rope.  
 

Josh did not wait to be manhandled, but fixed his gaze on his shipmate’s shirt-ties 
and hoped, prayed, that the flailing of limbs and the agonized expression on his face were 
the result of involuntary spasm, not the signs of a soul in torment. Fear and shame rose up 
in him. Shame for Henderson, from whose stockinged feet urine dripped—such a neat 
man in life, and now so stripped of dignity—and for himself. For this was the fate that 
awaited him should he ever be caught. This was an outward demonstration of the 
consequences of his vice, the minimum necessary to appease God, before whom he was 
an abomination. 
 

At the thought his fear turned into anger. He could have done as Portsmouth’s 
urchins were doing on the waterfront—picking up clods of refuse from the shore and 
pelting Henderson’s hanging body with them, shrieking curses. Stupid! It was stupid of 
the man to have done anything on board, let alone be lured and entrapped by one of 
Walker’s informants. Surely he had known that Walker was the greatest tyrant ever to 
stand on a quarterdeck, spending ink and energy and vitriol to “clean up” the service. 
Surely Henderson had known this, and yet he had still been foolish enough to welcome 
the advances of a shipmate. What could have possessed him? The famine of shipboard 
life? A death wish? Poor bastard! Poor, stupid, pathetic bastard. 
 

The wind freshened, and the clouds drew away from the sun. A chilly, autumnal 
light drenched the pale stones of the dockyard and glittered on the sea. Walker’s fellow 
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captains of the court martial put on their hats and walked away, talking soberly, the taller 
bent in an uncomfortable “C” towards the shorter.  
 

Walker tucked his cane beneath his arm once more, light sharp on his gold braid 
and blazing from the diamond buckles of his shoes. He opened his mouth to speak, and 
the sound of a carriage interrupted him, coming hell for leather down the quayside, its 
flamboyant driver plying his whip like a young rake.  
 

Iron shod wheels slid to a stop in fountains of sparks. The Nimrods pretended not 
to notice as the footman got down and turned the gilded handle of the door. Josh allowed 
himself to smile as, from the corner of his eye, he saw Walker’s complaisance shatter, his 
brow darken at this affront to his personal piece of theater. All around Josh there was a 
cautious craning of necks and shifting of positions to see the newcomer, and he had to 
hiss out of the corner of his mouth to Midshipman Anderson to stop the boy incurring the 
captain’s wrath by actually stepping forward. 
 

Josh found that if he shifted his weight just so, he could watch the unfolding of 
steps, the brightly polished black shoe and gentleman’s leg in a silk stocking descending. 
There were white breeches and now the skirts of the coat, a deep indigo no less gorgeous 
for being worn by every officer. There were mariner’s cuffs, shiny brass buttons 
displaying the fouled anchor outlined in heavy gold braid. When fully emerged, the 
prodigy was revealed as nothing more than another lieutenant of His Majesty’s Navy, a 
parcel of orders clutched to his breast. 
 

Josh should have been disappointed. This was surely the man sent to fill the 
Nimrod’s vacant berth, reducing Josh from “acting lieutenant” back down to middie with 
the rest of them. He should be wrestling with resentment, hating the sight of the man. But 
for some reason he could not quite manage it.  
 

Saluting, the stranger introduced himself. He was very tall and slender, his face all 
angles and bones, with clear, sea green eyes into which the illumination of the autumn 
sun seemed to pour. Or perhaps it was the clarity of his spirit that shone out as he smiled 
depreciatingly at Walker’s purple wrath. 
 

“Captain Walker? My apologies! The axle cracked outside Kidderminster, and on 
the road through Weston we were waylaid by highwaymen. My watch said five to the 
hour as we entered the yard, so I had them crack on as fast as they could. I hope I am not 
late?” 
 

Automatically, Walker checked his timepiece. His mouth thinned into a stroke of 
wire as he held out a mute hand for the orders. Not allowing himself to wilt beneath the 
glare, the young man handed them over, straightened his shoulders and stood impassively 
while Captain Walker checked them. 
 

“Not late, Mr. Kenyon,” said Walker, at length, with a cold fury that made the 
young man’s smile fall away and his expression harden. “But you are a damned 
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abominable coxcomb, arriving in this manner. You have missed your profession, sir—the 
navy does not exist as a backdrop for your theatricals. What do you mean by it?” 
 

Around Josh a sense of thankfulness rose off the crew. The heavy gaze of 
officialdom had been shifted from their backs. Henderson still trembled, swaying 
pendulum-like on his gibbet, but the trembling of the living eased and there broke out, 
here and there, the reluctant smiles of those who are glad this was happening to someone 
else.  
 

Josh was overwhelmed by a sensation he had never felt before. Lt. Kenyon had 
bowed his head to study the cobbles by Walker’s feet, and Josh found himself fascinated 
by the elegant curve of his neck and by the refined white hands lying in the small of his 
back. He was captivated, too, by Kenyon’s shoulders—narrow but lithe—and his black 
brows and lashes, so startling under the white wig.  
 

Josh badly wanted to do something to encourage the man to move again, so 
lightly he had descended from the carriage. How would he walk? How would he hold 
himself if he were to dance? He looked as though he should dance. Hell—with the fine 
poise of him, he looked as though he should fly; unfurl a great pair of white-feathered 
wings like the Archangel Michael and fly. 
 

“I meant nothing, sir, but desired be here at my appointed time. As you see, the 
hospital would not release Lt. Ollerton. There have been complications. And as I must be 
in Bermuda as soon as is humanly possible, it seemed good to all that I should take his 
place.” The green eyes swept up, not at all abashed, but honestly concerned. “Were you 
not informed?” 
 

“God’s blood, man! Do you question me? Will I have to bring you to a proper 
subordination, Mr. Kenyon? I should have thought the object lesson behind me would 
induce you to remember your place.” 
 

Though he had not known there was such a person all of five minutes ago, 
something twisted in Josh’s throat at the thought of Kenyon on the gallows. What was 
bitter with Henderson, beside whom he had worked for three years, would be sheer 
blasphemy in the case of this stranger. But why? Why would he almost rather feel the 
rope about his own neck? How was that possible? What... What was the matter with him? 
He didn’t even know the man! 
 

Confused and a little frightened by the strength of this...whatever it was, Josh 
looked away, then back, and by chance, he caught Kenyon’s gaze as it swept the rows of 
silent men, looking for support or advice. Kenyon was older than him, certainly, his face 
settled into adult lines, but his eyes...oh. Oh, they were like a pool of fresh water in the 
desert. Josh had not known before how thirsty he was, how he yearned for that cool, for 
that refreshment. His mouth fell open; he took a half step forward. Kenyon smiled an 
uncertain, polite smile, which filled his chest with sunlight, and his lips had twitched in 
answer, involuntary, when Walker laughed.  
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It was a cynical, sudden bark of laughter, as humorous as the report of a pistol, 

and it shocked through Josh in much the same way. The fragile moment of joy 
disappeared under terror. He knows nothing! He has no proof! I was just smiling! Mother 

of God, what came over me? What was I thinking? 

 
He looked back at the corpse, as if for council. Its protruding eyes seemed to 

mock him, as if to say, “Do you still think me so stupid now?” He breathed in shakily, 
appalled. Was this what Henderson had felt for the informer? This tie of the soul, this 
abandonment of all caution, as though nothing else existed in the world but the two of 
them?  
 

Josh had been at sea since he was thirteen, had not mixed in the most refined 
company, and did not believe in love at first sight. More than that, he had never heard 
that sodomites were capable of love. Since childhood, he had heard that he was a beast, 
driven by perverted appetites, not a rational being whose heart could be moved by beauty 
or lifted by a smile. He was not worthy to love this fine young officer, not even to admire 
him from afar. 
 

But—Mary and Joseph—suppose it was love! How fitting to fall in love in the 
shadow of the gallows. Watching Henderson finally settle into stillness on the end of his 
rope, he tried to resist the urge to look back at Lt. Kenyon as he might have tried to resist 
the urge to breathe. When he gave up, allowed himself a stealthy glance, he found that 
Walker was watching him, with the gleam of triumph in his eye.  
 

The steady world fell out from beneath his feet. For such a long time he had been 
sure of his self-restraint, certain that whatever the captain suspected, he could prove 
nothing. Now Walker was watching him, with the pleasure of a fisherman who has finally 
discovered the right bait. 
 

“Well, Mr. Kenyon,” Walker said in a more amiable tone, “you are very welcome. 
Since Comptroller Summersgill and his household are to travel with us, I have ceded him 
the Great Cabin and taken the first lieutenant’s cabin myself, but I’m sure we will find 
somewhere to lodge you where you will be appreciated as you deserve. Do not hesitate to 
call on me if you find anything...irregular. I like to run a clean ship.” 
 

Noting the limpness of Henderson’s corpse, Walker swept the assembled 
company with a glare, calling them to attention. “We sail with the tide. On board, the lot 
of you. Dismissed.” 
 

Josh turned to run back to the ship with the other boys, hoping to get away, just 
for a few moments, just for enough time to collect himself. But he was certain in the pit 
of his stomach that he would not be allowed. 
 

“Andrews!” 
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Stopping, he concentrated on looking innocently surprised. “Take Mr. Kenyon’s 
dunnage to your cabin, Andrews. I’m sure you will have no objections to him as a 
bedfellow, eh?” 
 

Don’t blush. Do not dare! But he could feel it, flooding up his fair skin from neck 
to brow like the mark of Cain. Please, God, let Kenyon only think it was a reaction to the 
innuendo. He did not dare to look. “Aye, aye, sir,” he said instead, and with the help of 
Kenyon’s footman, he got the sea chest off the ground and up the gangplank to the ship. 
 

Josh’s cabin was larger than the fourth lieutenant’s coffin of a room by virtue of 
having one of the great guns inside it. The cannon was a familiar presence, tied up tight 
to the wall and used as a clotheshorse. When he had put down Kenyon’s sea chest as 
snugly beside it as was possible, and had removed his spare shirts and his shaving gear 
from its top, the cabin no longer looked so homely. The blue painted chest—silhouettes 
of three frigates carefully drawn in roundels on its sides—was disconcertingly real. 
Touching it again, he revealed that it was as solid as ever, and that its owner, therefore, 
must also have some reality beyond Josh’s nervous imagination.  
 

Sending one of the boys to request a second hanging cot, he sat down on his bed 
and stared at the box, his mind in turmoil. How could this be happening? They would be 
a month at sea, if not longer, and he would be shut in here every night with a man who 
had already made him betray himself worse than he had managed to do in the whole of 
his seven-year service. Josh had no illusions—having tasted one success, Walker wanted 
Josh’s neck in the noose next and was counting on Kenyon as the way to achieve it.  
 

And there sat Kenyon’s sea-chest, as colorful, as neat and as large as life as the 
man himself. The man who might even now be heading here from the quarterdeck or the 
wardroom, to whom Josh would have to make polite conversation, while his mind raced 
and his pulse thundered from the glory. Josh could imagine—oh, how he could imagine! 
—what it would be like to lie close in here with that tall, elegant form sprawled in the cot 
above him. Maybe an arm dangling down into his space, the scent of cologne and new 
linen, and himself lying beneath with a guilty conscience and an aching prick, wanting to 
feel the long fingers on his skin, suck each one into his mouth and... 
 

Oh, now look! Damn it—that was all he needed. Could he not control his 
wandering thoughts at all? Think of something else! Perhaps living together would wear 
the edge off this infatuation. All he knew of Kenyon, after all, was that he moved like an 
angel. Suppose he snored, and his feet smelled, and his politics were abominable, and he 
never shut up? Suppose he was all flash and show, as Walker seemed to think? Being 
closely confined with him then might be a cure. 
 

Would be a cure, Josh ignored the part of himself that clamored for some sort of 
fairytale ending. There was no hope that his affections could be returned. Even if he liked 
Kenyon, he would not be able to trust him. Not with such a secret as this. As Henderson 
could attest, such things did not happen to men like himself, particularly not when 
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Captain Walker was stalking them. No. Josh was no man’s victim. He could not afford to 
hope for love. He wanted to live, and he would.  
 

The wooden edges of his cot dug into his thighs, making his feet go numb. 
Through the gun-port he could see Mr. Summersgill’s party making their final farewells, 
his wife clutching her many shawls and weeping with fright at the prospect of the voyage. 
 

His ward, a fair haired, vivacious girl—orphaned daughter of some cousin, if 
wardroom rumor was to be believed—gazed up at the ship with inquisitive intelligence, 
and Josh leaned forward to see better as Kenyon came up beside her. It was a thrill 
merely to watch him as he passed unawares along the quay beneath. He spoke. She 
laughed in return, and they walked up the gangplank, out of Josh’s sight, looking 
beautiful together. Josh clamped his teeth closed so tightly that pain lanced through his 
face and into his eyes as he tried to tell himself that this, too, was what he wanted.  
 

It was better that love should die, rather than that he should. Better that Kenyon 
should be inaccessible, paying court to someone else. It was better for them all that this 
should end before it could even have been said to begin. Of course it was. 
 

The decision made, lying heavily within him, he rubbed his eyes and was about to 
put his hat back on and return to work when there came a knock on the door, and the man 
himself leaned in, his eyebrows raised and his extraordinary eyes almost hazel in the 
between decks’ gloom. “Hello? May I come in?” 
 

Josh scrambled to his feet, forgetting everything, even his name, cracked his head 
against the reinforced beam above him, everything going interestingly gray and silver for 
a moment. “Um...” he said, “I... Oh, I...” And Kenyon came in 
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Blurb: 

 

In a female dominated society, mating with a male, even if it's to save the human 
race, is a distasteful task and one Healer Jahara Hriznek, has successfully avoided--but 
time and excuses have both run out. Adhering to the outdated procreation law of the 
twenty-first century, she takes up residence at the government breeding facility known as 
the Garden of Serenity.  
 

Brenimyn is a gifted breeding instructor at the Garden. Forced to copulate with all 
females who request his services, he is tired of the sexist government enslaving men. He 
lives to find the woman who will fulfill his destiny and help him bring about social 
equality. 
 

Though Jahara feels an odd connection to the breeder known as Brenimyn, she 
believes it's nothing more than female hormones making the copulation ritual bearable. 
It's Brenimyn who recognizes immediately that she is the woman he has waited for and 
encourages Jahara to take him as her only mate. Time alone with her will be the only way 
he can explain the prophecy of his youth and Jahara's role in the life changing events 
about to occur.  
 

Agreeing to Brenimyn's request sends Jahara spiraling into a morass of guilt. 
Mired in her own confusion, Jahara craves the physical satisfaction she receives with 
Brenimyn over the tender comfort of the woman waiting for her at home. His quiet nature 
and gentle loving make Jahara question whether she will be able to birth his children 
without loosing her heart to this man. But trust is a tenuous thing to hold on to when he 
asks so much of her.  
 

The Healer's Garden chronicles the sexually explicit love story of these two 
people and their changing attitudes toward the social mores of their time. There are many 
who oppose their burgeoning relationship and will fight to keep them apart, but just as 
many who believe now is the time for the vision of equality to be realized. Can Brenimyn 
convince Jahara to trust her heart and follow him? And will that love be enough to unite 
them in a coup against the government and bring about a new world order?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Excerpt from Chapter Three 
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The man walking through the holographic garden was just about the most perfect 
specimen of a human male Jahara had ever seen. The sleeveless, pale jade tunic was cut 
with a V that plunged just below his navel. The deep bronze of his skin glowed copper in 
the false sunlight pouring through the overhead windows of the low ceiling. His chest and 
arms were sculpted with muscles Jahara had only seen on the physiques of the trainers 
they used at the university where she’d honed her healing talents. 

  

 As he rotated for the women, the loose fitting pants could not disguise the narrow 
hips or the tight, chiseled roundness of his backside. Walking to the center of the room, 
he continued to model for them. The heavy set of his genitals swayed with each step of 
his bare feet.  

 

 The thick mop of blond waves on his head belied his ancestry. He was Olakuma, 
like Merenith. Only his eyes were different. They weren’t the deep blue of a raging river, 
but the color of liquid ice. The irises were rimmed with a deep black ring that accented 
the pupil. Either his Dame or her mate came from the Chinigan clan, like Jahara’s 
ancestors.    

 

 Kylie walked up behind him, the pride in her breeding partner obvious in the 
possessive way she ran one hand up his torso, the other squeezing the firm curve of his 
buttocks. Crossing his arms over his chest he smiled down at Kylie. With his feet spread 
nearly shoulder width, Brenimyn still towered over her and Jahara was once again drawn 
to the top of his thighs. The light from the holograph shown through the fabric and the 
shadow of his genitals was mesmerizing. 

 

 Sweeping one arm behind him and one at his waist, the man bowed low as he 
spoke. “Welcome cherished of humans, females of breeding age, gifted women and 
bearers of offspring.” The deep timbre of his voice vibrated through Jahara like a bow 
pulled slowly across a violin string. As he straightened again, his eye trapped hers and he 
smiled. “It is a privilege and an honor to be in your presence.” Inclining his head, Jahara 
felt his gaze on her like fingers caressing her cheek. Bringing her hand to her face, she 
tried to wipe away the feeling.  

 

 Her reaction to this man stunned and amazed her. She was almost old enough to 
have been Dame to the young girls ogling this foreigner like an extinct animal. She was a 
healer with years of experience after all. How many times had she mended a thigh or a 
stomach of one of the construction workers brought to the healing facility with 
horrendous wounds? She had seen any number of naked men. What was it about this man 
that had piqued her curiosity? 
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 She folded her arms over her breasts and crossed her legs, suddenly embarrassed 
by her nearly naked body he seemed to be perusing with frank interest. Heat rose in her 
cheeks once again and she flushed as his stare trailed embers down her arm.    

 

 This was foolish, Jahara chided herself. Every female must be experiencing this 
same illusion of touch. It must be something Kylie was doing. But when she pulled her 
gaze from Brenimyn to look over at Attika, Jahara saw only a look of amazement. 
Attika’s jaw hung slack and her green eyes bulged. No one else appeared to be rubbing at 
the goose bumps Jahara was attempting to erase from her skin. 

 

 Kylie looked up at her mate, the curve of her mouth reminding him she was in 
control.  

 

 He cast his eyes toward his feet. 

 

 “Today, I become not your hostess, but your teacher. Mating is a very 
misunderstood ritual, but a necessary one if we are to continue increasing the female 
population. There is no guarantee, however, that when you are impregnated you will 
carry a female child.” She looked over her shoulder at the regal man whose eyes 
remained focused on the floor. 

 

 “Prior to the plague, sperm was collected from males and routinely mixed with 
the eggs of women and implanted back into the uterus. Fetuses developed normally and 
offspring were birthed. Everything about those children was normal. Since the time of the 
virus however, the fragile systems of the men that survived have made this technique 
impossible. Sperm exposed to air dies immediately, rendering it useless. Until such time 
as our esteemed researchers can perfect impregnation without the use of sperm, it is a 
necessary evil to foster the growth of male fetuses and ensure the continued survival of 
the human race.” 

 

 Jahara hadn’t thought much about men and their role in the world. They were 
laborers and breeders and she believed they accepted their lot in life. In her twenty-eight 
years, nothing had disproved her theory. But the way Kylie spoke, she understood the 
instructor insinuated the continued existence of females specifically. A world without 
males? All people were here on earth for a purpose, weren’t they? The thought soured the 
meager meal in her stomach.    

 

 “...unfortunately, mating is something we all must endure until impregnated. The 
male’s life essence must travel directly from the breeder’s body into the female or 
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conception will not take place.” The women shifted uncomfortably in their chairs. 
Everyone knew what Kylie’s last sentence intimated--copulation.  

 

 “There are only three laws here at the Garden.” Kylie lifted her index finger. “The 
first and most important law: no man may ever mate with a woman without her verbal 
permission and once given, the woman may at any time ask the mating to stop. You 
ladies are in control at all times.”  

 

 She held up another finger. “Second: the life essence of a man, which contains his 
sperm, must never be wasted. A man must leave his seed only in a woman’s vagina. 
Never,” she paused for emphasis, “may he ejaculate in any other orifice, or may a man 
ever pleasure himself to the point of climax. And three,” she held up her ring finger 
glinting with a gold band of commitment, “you have the right to choose one man for 
breeding, or mate with multiple men. Again, the choice is yours. That’s it.” Swiveling her 
head she scrutinized the faces of the women to be sure all understood. 

 

 “After today, you will be expected to mate with a male at least four days out of 
seven, except during your menstrual cycle. If your supervising healer confirms a regular 
ovulation after the second month it may be necessary only for you to copulate during a 
fourteen day time span. But not every woman is that fortunate. Once you are with child, 
you must move out of the breeding wings and be housed with other pregnant women. Of 
course for the safety of the fetus, copulation is forbidden. Also, once you are 
impregnated, you will not be allowed outside visitors to the Garden.” 

 

 A collective groan rose from the group, including Jahara. Merenith must have 
remembered that detail. The betrayal slammed into her with such force she lost all the air 
in her lungs. How could she not have told her? The hurt dissipated as quickly as it had 
come. Knowing that would only have made it harder for her to leave Merenith. The nine 
month separation would be equally difficult for both of them.  

 

 “I know that’s not easy to hear, but it’s the only way we can ensure the safety of 
the fetuses.” Narrowing her eyes at Jahara, Kylie flashed a condescending smile. “Many 
of you with life partners may find the mating ritual disturbing.”  

 

 Why had she singled her out? 

 

 Kylie’s gaze swept back around the room. “But it can also be very enjoyable, 
especially for those of you not so experienced. Our breeders have been taught the art of 
satisfying a woman while still performing their duties. You have the right to choose one 
man for breeding, or mate with multiple men. We even have trained female breeding 
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guides to help with the ritual. Again, the choice is yours. This is about you, not your 
mate.” Kylie pointed to the women as she talked, “your comfort and pleasure, not the 
breeder’s. Men are here to serve and service you.” Emphasizing the last word, Kylie 
turned to the man behind the bed who still stood with dignity though his eyes never 
looked away from the floor. “What is your role, Brenimyn?” 

 

 “My sole purpose is to mate with females in the most pleasurable method 
possible. I will cause no pain and minimal contact if that is what is desired.” 

 

 Kylie’s mouth curved in approval.  

 

 “We have found over the years that women are better able to handle their first 
mating if they see a live demonstration. Holographic images do not have the impact that 
two humans can give you.” For a moment, so brief Jahara thought she’d imagined it, 
revulsion shadowed Kylie’s features, but just as quickly she shook her blond tresses and 
inhaled composure.  

 

 “Copulation is nothing to be ashamed of; it is necessary for our continued 
survival. Couples often mate in public areas. I stand before you naked today because our 
bodies are beautiful and should not be hidden. For convenience, many women choose not 
to wear clothing. Your own garments were simply for your comfort, but they are 
unnecessary in the controlled environment of the Garden.” She swept her arm around the 
room.   

 

 “Now, before Brenimyn and I demonstrate mating techniques, I’d like you to get 
a closer look at a perfect male specimen.”  

* * * * 

 Patience. That’s what was required of him. But damn, he’d been treading water a 
hell of a long time while he waited for destiny to change the course of his life. 

 

 Brenimyn didn’t enjoy these monthly exhibitions anymore than he liked 
copulating with Kylie. Though she’d never admit it, she detested his touch. He didn’t 
mind. It was less confusing without emotions getting all tangled in their peculiar 
relationship.  

 

 Since arriving at the Garden three years ago, Brenimyn had become accustomed 
to arrogant women who thought they were the only intelligent creatures walking this 
earth. Kylie was a prime example of that conceited attitude personified.  



 141

 

 To the women before him, he was nothing more than a stud. Stupid, beastly and... 
inhuman. Oh, if only they knew what he could do, they wouldn’t think themselves so 
superior now would they? But the time had not come to travel that particular road. 
Preparations still needed to be made. In the meantime, he would swallow his pride and let 
the mauling begin.  

 

 “Their physiques are quite different from ours, not all cushy and round. Rather 
ugly if you ask me.” Kylie pulled off Brenimyn’s tunic. “Sorry, Brenimyn. I know the 
truth stings.”  

 

 Forcing his lips to lift, he bent and kissed her cheek. “Nothing is as beautiful and 
sweet as a woman, Kylie. Not even the flowers in the gardens.” 

 

 She callously patted his stomach. “Thank you.”  

 

 “Now, Brenimyn is going to take off his breeches. Though you all studied 
anatomy in school, the first look at a man’s genitals can be shocking.” 

 

 Brenimyn untied the cords at his belly slowly, seductively. This was the only time 
he had control and he stretched the moments out until the females before him leaned 
forward in breathless anticipation. His eyes locked on the only woman in the room who 
seemed less interested in this whole charade than him. The raven haired beauty actually 
looked lost despite the maturity lining her face. Her hand caressed her cheek even as he 
thought of her. Her eyes shifted uncomfortably around the room not watching as the 
fabric pooled at his bare feet and the inevitable gasp of awe echoed off the walls.  

 

 “Please come up and have a closer look,” Kylie said. Her hand fondled caresse his 
buttocks. Touch, but don’t desire. This one is mine. Her caress communicated to the 
breeders even as her lips curved into that plastic smile he’d come to despise. “My mate is 
a wonderful specimen.” 

 

 Brenimyn resented Kylie. He belonged to no one. Least of all her.  

 

 On shaky legs, the dark haired woman approached with all the others. Her gaze 
searched everywhere, but the one place he willed her to look--his face. For some reason, 
he wanted her to see him, not as a supplier of sperm, but as a man.  
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 Like all the others her eyes focused only on his physique. Her gaze slid over his 
well defined chest. She followed the small line of blond curls around his navel, then 
lower. From her frank appraisal he wondered if she had ever seen a human male as 
natural as the day he was birthed. This woman was no different from all the others. 
Disappointment slumped his shoulders.  

 

 Winding her fingers into the yellow mass of curls, Kylie’s fingers cradled 
Brenimyn’s testicles. “Touch everything, it’s all right.” 

 

 At Kylie’s tone, Brenimyn dropped his gaze to the floor. He worked to block out 
the uncomfortable flurry of fingers petting his skin. He thought again of the governmental 
body of the Garden and wondered how much longer they would keep him in this position 
if Kylie didn’t conceive soon. As much as he abhorred this display, he needed to be here. 
He needed to meet the new women entering the Garden for breeding. Although the girls 
currently giggling and fondling his body couldn’t really be classified as women, now 
could they?  

 

 And then it happened. The shock wave tore through him like a jolt of electricity.  

 

 Without thought, his head shot up. He wasn’t supposed to meet the women’s gaze 
when they were this close, but the unexpected tingle of awareness had him staring 
straight into the same amber pools that had held his gaze since he entered the room. The 
brunette looked at him through thick lashes as if she recognized him. Did she feel it too? 
He studied her, trying to discern if she sensed the flow of knowledge rushing between 
them.    

 

 Fortunately, Kylie didn’t notice their exchange. Looking at the spellbound faces, 
she spoke, breaking the contact that bound Brenimyn to the woman.  

 

 “They’re different, these male animals, but not so unlike us. Please take one step 
back and be sure everyone can see.” Kylie tapped the floor with a jeweled toe and a bed 
rose behind them. “Come. Position yourselves around so everyone can see. There should 
be plenty of room.”  

 

 Brenimyn stepped back and sat on the bed as Kylie talked and mechanically 
moved between his thighs. He laved his tongue over her breasts, circling her nipples, his 
hands resting on her hips. 

 

 Her body didn’t respond to his intimate touch. He was on autopilot now. They 
both were. 



 143

 

 “Sex with a man is not so different from being with a female lover.” Her upbeat 
tone belied her boredom.  

 

 Brenimyn ran his hands over Kylie’s buttocks, kneading the mounds before 
sliding around to splay his fingers on her thighs. She sidestepped, allowing him access to 
her sex.  

 

 “They have been taught all the sensitive spots and just how to touch a woman. 
Mmmm, that’s nice, Brenimyn.” There was no heat in Kylie’s voice as he parted her 
folds. No gasps of desire, as his fingers circled her clitoris. How he yearned to have a 
woman beneath him who desired the coupling, not the acquiescence of a woman hell bent 
on birthing more females.  

 

 Kylie was already moist from the artificial lubricant she inserted to make their 
mating more comfortable. The women watching would think it was her natural moisture 
glistening on his fingers. 

 

 “Lay back, Brenimyn.”  

 

 Reclining on the pillows, Brenimyn was still flaccid. It was becoming 
increasingly difficult to be aroused by Kylie.  

 

 “Copulation cannot take place until the male penis is fully engorged with blood.” 
Brenimyn heard the repulsion laced through Kylie’s words. “We call this an erection. 
Sometimes this requires stimulation.” Kylie looked down at him, forcing a smile on her 
face. “Whether you ask your mate to do it, or you do it is up to you.” 

 

 She looked hopefully around the sea of faces whose eyes were wide with fear and 
mouths unhinged with awe. “Would anyone like to feel Brenimyn’s penis fill with blood 
and become erect?” Kneeling on the bed, the plastic smile she offered the group 
communicated her lack of desire to arouse him. Fine by him, he didn’t really want her 
hands on his body. Brenimyn wanted only one woman to touch him.  

 

 He saw her step forward out of the crowd, her look of confusion so cute he had to 
bite back a smile. They wouldn’t like it, if they knew what he could do.  
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 “Oh, Jahara, thank you,” said Kylie, “but I’m sure you’ve seen many men in your 
years of healing. Would anyone else like to try?” 

 

 So, the raven haired beauty was a healer. Interesting how she’d stared at him as if 
she’d never seen a naked man. “I don’t mind the healer... if it would please you, Kylie.” 
Brenimyn kept his voice even, his tone quiet. He wanted this woman to touch him again. 

 

 “I suppose.” She dragged out the last word. “Yes, that would be fine.” Kylie’s 
voice was tight as she sat back on her heels. With a wave of her hand, she invited Jahara 
to touch. “Simply stroke him like you would your lover. Close your eyes if it’s easier.” 

  

 The healer called Jahara stared at his navel, her hand reached out tentatively to 
caress him. The corner of her mouth trembled. Sliding down his belly, her fingers pushed 
through the curls at the base of his penis and it quivered to life. Now, this woman he 
could enjoy. She massaged the shaft, squeezing the tip with gentle pressure. Brenimyn 
had to bite back an oath as she added pressure to her grip. The heat of her touch boiled 
his blood, pooling it in his sex, making him instantly firm and ready. He wanted nothing 
more than to pull her down on him and feel her wet heat surround him. 

 

 “Thank you, Jahara. That’s fine” Kylie said and Jahara stepped back into the 
anonymity of the crowd. Brenimyn felt once again the break in their odd connection. He 
didn’t have time to contemplate his reaction to this stranger before Kylie straddled his 
hips.  

 

 “Now, there are countless positions for copulation. Penetration isn’t so much 
different from a neuro stimulator.”  

 

 Brenimyn joined his body with Kylie’s. In the next few minutes, they would both 
buck and moan--all the appropriate motions of copulation. But neither of them would 
walk away physically satisfied.  

 

 That didn’t mean he couldn’t entertain himself and perhaps enjoy a little 
psychological release.  

 

 

Buy link: http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com/books/thehealersgarden.htm 
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Blurb: 

 

The Chosen of the immortal Sempervians are: 

Called to serve 
Honored to protect 
Obedient to the vow 
Safeguards of the truth 
Enablers of life 
Neutralizers of threats 

 
 
Jawk Brighton works at Batchelors, a hip restaurant/club in the Top Tier district of Tarth 
City, where he meets the immortal Luc Saint-Cyr. When Luc offers Jawk a deal too good 
to pass up, one night showing him and his Chosen, Wulf Gabriel, a good time in 
exchange for eight times his usual pay, Jawk takes it. All three have secret agendas. The 
question is, will Jawk's keep him in Luc and Wulf’s shared bed, or tear apart the alliance 
of the immortal and his Chosen -- forever? 
 

Pleasure. Trust. Possession. Is a betrayal of the heart forever? 

 
Book Content: M/M sex, M/M/M sex, voyeurism, multiple partners, alien sex, more M/M 
sex - and a heated and softly padded dungeon floor for those "tender" moments... 

 

 

Excerpt: 

The Crossfire, Luc Saint-Cyr’s ship 

 

 
Jawk followed Saint-Cyr into a multi-room suite with high ceilings and low, 

indirect lighting. 
 

“Wow.” He turned in a circle. Several white leather couches edged the room. It 
wasn’t half the size of the man’s penthouse, but for a sleepliner--huge. One wall was 
painted with more of those meaningless but colorful lines and shapes. White carpet, black 
leather chairs. 
 

Saint-Cyr perched on the arm of the closest couch, seemingly content to wait 
while his guest gawked like some kid fresh off the planet. He gestured around the room. 
“Do you like the accommodations?” 
 

“I’ve heard about suites like this, but never thought I’d stay in one.” Jawk hugged 
his backpack closer up his shoulder. “I could never afford shit like this. Er, excuse me. 
Stuff. You really could buy a planet, couldn’t you?” 
 

The man laughed, an infectious, throaty sound Jawk wanted to hear more often. 
Saint-Cyr rose and headed toward a doorway. “Come on. Hungry, Jawk?” 
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“Not really.” He followed him into an adjoining hall. “But if you are, go ahead 

and eat.” 
 

“I eat several times a day. Helps me stay active. How about some wine, then?” 
 

“Yeah. Anything. I’m not picky.” 
 

Saint-Cyr turned so suddenly Jawk almost ran into him. The man lowered his 
brows as if studying him. 
 

Jawk took a step back. “What?” 
 

“You’re very picky, Jawk. It’s one of the things I like about you. What you mean 
is you don’t know how to tell what’s appropriate, when it comes to wine. I’m surprised, 
since you’re a waiter.” 
 

“Oh.” He flipped a hand in the air. “I say what they tell me to say when a 
customer orders meat, fish or chicken. And I always ask the maitre de what’s selling well 
and push it. As long as the client thinks I know what I’m doing...” He hooked a thumb 
beneath the strap of his bag. “Everyone’s happy, right?” 
 

“I can teach you more than you ever wanted to know about wine. If you ever have 
a question, feel free to ask.” He turned and shouldered his way through a swinging door. 
“The galley’s in here.” 
 

They ended up with a bottle of red wine with a fruity flavor, which Saint-Cyr 
explained was created from a grape grown in soil famous for its quartz-heavy content. 
Between them, they nibbled a dozen palm-sized cookies. Thick, soft, and chewy like his 
human aunt made. The warm chocolate morsels inside them melted on Jawk’s tongue. 
 

He licked the chocolate from his fingers. “These would be really good dunked in 
milk.” 
 

“Your fingers?” 
 

Jawk shot him a wry grin, reached out to thumb a smear of chocolate from Saint-
Cyr’s chin. He licked it. “Mmm.” 
 

Saint-Cyr’s cheeks darkened. Was he blushing? The man brushed a crumb from 
his shirt. “Milk doesn’t relax you nearly as much.” He dragged one finger along the edge 
of his glass. 
 

Jawk had seen him do that at Batchelors. Though he hadn’t waited on the man’s 
table, he’d been close enough to get a good view of him. Nervous habit? 
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“You mean, milk doesn’t relax me specifically, or people in general?” 
 

“General.” Saint-Cyr swept one hand across the table, brushed the crumbs onto 
his other hand. He dusted them over the empty cookie plate. 
 

“So, you want to get me drunk.” 
 

He gave a short, gusty laugh. “Can I get you--or any Kin--drunk on two glasses of 
wine?” 
 

Lowering both ears to the sides in a show of humility, he bared fangs in a human 
smile. “Prolly not.” 
 

Laughing, Luc stretched out both legs. You could read this man easily, once you 
got used to him. His solid black eyes didn’t reveal as much about him as normal people’s, 
true. But the way his mouth tightened, his nostrils flared, the flush of his skin tones, 
turning his cheeks a darker color than the rest of his deep, deep brown skin ... oh, yes. He 
had his tells. 
 

“I hope I’m worth the expense, Luc. And the trouble.” 
 

“I don’t usually like surprises, but you’ve been a good experience so far. I want to 
know you better.” 
 

“You know what I want?” Jawk dragged a finger through a wet spot on the table, 
eyes down. 
 

“What?” 
 

“Remember when I tasted your throat in the hoversine earlier?” 
 

The man swallowed. He lifted one hand toward his throat as if recalling being 
bitten, made a fist and lowered it. He squirmed a bit. That same match-strike spark of 
heat rose in the room. “Yes.” 
 

Jawk dragged one clawtip along the table, near the man’s arm. He lifted his head 
and captured his gaze the way he had in the car. “I want to know what the rest of you 
tastes like.” 
 

Saint-Cyr flashed his blinding smile and leaned all the way back in his chair, a 
sinewy slide of flesh that screamed confidence. “Do you?” 
 

Jawk laid back one ear. “I know something about you your human lovers don’t.” 
 

He tapped a finger on the table. “Which is?” 
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Jawk braced both elbows on his knees. “You speak Felis. Do you know what 
romtzeet means?” 
 

“I’ve heard the word. It’s some kind of scent.” 
 

Jawk lifted his head, sniffing. “It fills this room, more heady than the wine. I can 
barely catch my breath. Humans call it testosterone. You--” Inhaling, Jawk closed his 
eyes briefly. “--taste of it.” 
 

Saint-Cyr wet his lips. The leather smell of pride added to the male-rich scents of 
the room. “Do you like that?” 
 

“Yes.” He dragged the tip of his claw along Luc’s jacket sleeve. “Do you know 
what else you smell like?” Jawk could hear the inhalation of breath, smell the musky 
scent of his desire. 
 

Saint-Cyr’s throat worked. “No. What do I smell like?” 
 

Jawk stroked his tongue into the air. “Mmm.” The scent of desire heightened. “I 
don’t have a human word for it.” 
 

“I...” He cleared his throat. “Say it in Felis.” 
 

Jawk smiled, savoring the way he surrendered, asked to be described. If you 
defined a man, you owned him. In Felis, he said, “You smell like roasted cinnapods with 
kai pepper. You smell of danger, I think. Risk.” 
 

Saint-Cyr leaned his chin on one fist, his smile cocky. “Are you sure you’re not 
just hungry?” 
 

He made a show of taking in Luc’s entire length, from his feet up. “Only for sex.” 
 

The man rose, his movements slow, studied. Unhurried. “Our...” He gestured 
vaguely to the right. “The room’s this way.” 
 

Jawk picked up his backpack and followed. One door down, Luc touched a panel 
and entered. Right behind him, Jawk dropped his bag on the floor, reached out to grip 
Luc by the arm. His bicep felt like steel beneath Jawk’s fingers, yet the man did not 
resist. One tug, and he had Luc in his arms. He turned, pushed him back into the door as 
he leaned into him, body to body. 
 

He rocked his erection against Luc’s hard upper thigh. “Put your hands on the 
wall, arms out.” 
 

Luc did as told. 
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The sight of this man--this man--in submission to him brought a riot of emotions 
to the fore. Few knew who and what Luc really was. The thrill of having Luc Saint-Cyr at 
his mercy ... Jawk forced himself to move slowly, to savor the moment. Jawk set his 
mouth beneath Luc’s jaw and huffed a deep breath against his skin, using the heat to 
increase the man’s rich, romtzeet scent. Jawk’s growl elicited a gasp. 
 

“I must taste you.” He gripped Luc’s shirt with both hands, yanked it open and 
swooped in to lick the bared skin. 
 

Luc’s husky moan evoked another surrender, this one of pleasure. A fine shiver 
swept over him, translating itself to Jawk’s body every place they touched. 
 

He splayed one hand behind Luc’s head, turning him so they breathed the same 
desire-steamed air. “Do you know what I want to do to you, human?” 
 

With those black, black eyes closed, he seemed more human. Less of a force to be 
reckoned with, more of a lover. “Tell me.” 
 

Jawk growled against Luc’s throat. “I want to keep you beneath me, all night. 
Keep you under my fangs, so I can lick every single inch of your skin.” 
 

Luc reached for him. 
 

Jawk growled a warning. “Hands on the wall.” When Luc complied, Jawk 
nuzzled his throat, kissed him in reward. “Good. Good. I’ll tell you when to touch me. 
For now, human, the pleasure of touch is mine to take, yours to give.” 
 

“Jawk, I...” 
 

“Shh.” 
 

When Luc opened his mouth to speak again, Jawk hissed. Saint-Cyr glared. 
 

“If all you wanted was a boytoy, you shouldn’t have hired a Kin.” Jawk scratched 
one sharp clawtip down the man’s jaw. “I can smell how hot you are. You want a Kin to 
dominate you in bed.” 
 

“No.” He shook his head. “I...” 
 

“Shh.” He set a fingertip on the flat planes of Luc’s mouth. “It’s all right for you 
to want it. Maybe just for one night, but you do want it.” He added in a whisper alongside 
Luc’s ear, “You need it. Crave it. And I, my fine human, am going to give it to you.” 
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Blurb: 

 

Cold-blooded murder and hot-blooded passion… 
 

Memphis homicide detective Tony Costa’s life is twisted with both. A killer is 
stalking prey in the bitter winter nights leaving a trail of victims with hauntingly familiar 
features. The blond-haired, blue-eyed young men resemble the vice cop whose bed he 
secretly shares. Afraid of revealing his secret to the world, he may be too late to tell the 
one person who matters. 
 

Luke Nilsson wants more than a friend with benefits. Out about his sexuality 
since high school, Luke doesn’t like hiding his relationship with Tony, but he’s not 
willing to end it. Asked to work with Tony on a series of murders, things heat up and not 
always in a good way. When an old lover resurfaces during the investigation, Luke makes 
a decision that may be his last. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 
 

The young man groaned as his brutalized flesh hit the icy pavement. His mind 
cried out for help but his raw throat wouldn’t let sound form. 

 
Screeching tires and the smell of burning rubber haunted his senses. His swollen 

eyes couldn’t open enough to see the fleeing car. 
 
Relief spread through him for a brief moment. His tormentor was gone. But relief 

passed into despair. Alone, naked against the freezing concrete, his pain faded into the 
long shadows of the night. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Memphis homicide detective Tony Costa stood in the chill early morning air. His 

breath hung over the dead, naked form of a young blond man. Vacant blue eyes accused 
and challenged him. 

 
“Tony!” Jeff Payton’s voice cut through the murmur of the crowd gathering at the 

end of the alley. 
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Tony turned and watched as his partner ducked under the yellow tape across the 
narrow entrance. The tall black man strode down the middle of the alley with the crime 
scene team following in his wake. 

 
“Another one.” Tony turned back to the pale, still form. The cloudy January 

morning sky filtered a dull gray light that matched his mood. A light flurry of snow 
swirled around the young man’s body adding insult to injury. 

 
Jeff’s footsteps stopped next to him. 
 
“Just like the last two.” The last two similar deaths left an ache in Tony’s stomach 

he couldn’t shake. 
 
One of the crime scene investigators motioned Jeff and Tony out of the way. 

The snap and whirl of the camera startled Tony out of his reverie. “We need to follow up 
at the Paradiso where the other two were seen.” 
 

The gay bar where someone was picking up young blond men then killing them. 
 

* * * * * 
 

Ryan Nilsson flipped the water tap to off then yanked the shower curtain open. As 
he stepped out, steam swirled and curled around his dripping body. Using a corner of his 
towel, he wiped the fog from the mirror. The squeaking sound of the terrycloth on the wet 
glass nearly drowned the sound of his apartment door clicking shut. 

 
He grabbed his robe from the hook. Wrapping the thick, warm cloth around his 

damp body, he eased the bathroom door open. His instincts warned him to be cautious 
but his mind reminded him that only one person had access to his apartment. 

 
“Ryan,” Tony’s deep voice boomed down the hall. 
 
“In the bathroom.” Ryan pushed the door shut before the cold draft entered his 

warm domain. 
 
Urgent footsteps clattered down wooden floor of the hallway. With only the short 

warning click of the latch, the door pushed in. 
 
“Wha—” Ryan didn’t have time to finish his words before Tony’s hard body 

knocked him against the wall. The door slammed shut. Rough lips covered his. Shaking 
fingers tore at the belt of his robe then pulled away the warm material. 

 
Tony’s long coat carried the chill of the early Memphis morning. Scratchy wool 

pressed against his skin. Cold hands slid up Ryan’s back and pulled him into a tight 
embrace. 
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Desperate need in Tony’s eyes kept Ryan from pushing him away or asking any 
questions. 

 
The thrill of Tony’s rough desire sent heat scorching through him. His cock 

responded with record speed. An ache of longing clutched at his throat as his balls 
tightened in surprised anticipation. 

 
Although they’d been lovers for over a year, Tony rarely instigated sex. And 

those few times his courage had come from several bottles of beer. In what Ryan thought 
was denial over his attraction to a man Tony just let things happen. But right now… 

 
A calloused hand slid over his waist then down his stomach. Fingers combed 

through his damp pubic hair then clutched his cock. Lips kissed a moist line down his jaw 
to the curve where his neck met his shoulder. 

 
A shudder of excitement raced through Ryan. His hands slid around Tony’s neck 

and held him tight. His lover’s clean, cold scent added to the rush of pleasure. 
 

“Want you…” 
 

Ryan almost missed the words whispered against his skin. “You have me.” He 
kissed the side of Tony’s throat. “What are you going to do with me?” 

 
An agonized moan vibrated against Ryan’s skin. Without a word, Tony slid to his 

knees. 
 
Moist, molten heat engulfed Ryan’s length. Long, deep strokes pushed him fast to 

the edge. Fingers wrapped around the base of his cock, tight enough to hold back his 
growing excitement. 

 
Ryan cupped Tony’s head. Frigid ears warmed in his palms. A large hand gripped 

his thigh and tugged. Encouraged, Ryan flexed his hips in a slow, rolling motion. 
 
Grunted moans vibrated around his cock. The push and pull of Tony’s hand kept 

Ryan moving. He raked his fingers through Tony’s short brown hair. 
 
Sweet heat around his cock made the rapidly cooling room seem colder. A shiver 

swept through him, a mix of chill and desire. 
 
Tony’s mouth pulled away, releasing Ryan’s dick with an audible pop. Before the 

heat dissipated, Tony’s body pressed him tight against the wall. “Need you,” Tony 
murmured. “Now…” 

 
Ryan slipped his fingers around Tony’s belt and flipped the leather through the 

buckle. When he tugged the button free, his hand brushed the tip of Tony’s engorged 
cock. The rasp of his zipper sounded loud in the quiet bathroom. 
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The dark brown eyes crinkled at the corners as his panic softened. Tony leaned 

forward and covered Ryan’s mouth. Soft kisses so different from only moments ago, a 
gentle mouth nipped at Ryan lips. 

 
Through tight cotton briefs, the heat of Tony’s length warmed Ryan’s hand. A 

gasp of breath teased Ryan’s lips when he squeezed the thick flesh. 
 
“Oh yeah…” Tony’s hands tightened on Ryan’s waist. His hips undulated, 

pressing his cock into Ryan’s palm. 
 
A surge of desire swelled through Ryan with an ache so deep it stole his breath. 

He needed Tony so much he hurt. In spite of the unexpected visit, he knew Tony didn’t 
want the same things Ryan did. 

 
To Tony their relationship was about sex, about a release of tension, a friendship 

with benefits. At first Ryan didn’t mind but his emotions crept into the scene and now… 
Ryan bit the inside of his cheek, stopping forbidden words from escaping. Instead he 
ignored the pain in his chest and turned the tables on his lover. 
 

Grabbing Tony’s coat lapels, Ryan whirled him around. Slamming his back 
against the wall, he yanked Tony’s shirt up then dropped to his knees before Tony could 
catch his breath and retaliate. 

 
When Ryan tugged the soft cotton briefs down, Tony’s thick cock sprang free. 

The sticky tip brushed against Ryan cheek. 
 
Wrapping his hand around the hard flesh, he licked his way around the silky 

crown. He savored the bitter taste of pre-come for a brief second before sucking the hot 
cock deep in his mouth. 

 
Fingers curled in his hair and tightened almost to the point of pain. Tony’s ragged 

breath included soft moans of encouragement. 
 
Ryan pulled back and kissed the tip. “What do you want?” He kissed the 

underside of the crown then licked down the thick vein running toward the base of 
Tony’s cock. 

 
A harsh groan was Tony’s only answer. 
 
“Wanna fuck me?” Ryan asked before he wrapped his lips around the head and 

sucked hard. 
 
“God, yes…” Tony’s body jerked forward. His fingers yanked Ryan’s hair. 
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Ryan let the hot cock slip from his mouth. As he stood, he grasped the front of 
Tony’s coat and pulled him toward him. With one hand clutching the scratchy wool, he 
reached behind him with the other and opened the door. 

 
Tony’s mouth caught his. Off balanced, they stumbled into the hall. Bouncing 

from one wall to the other, knocking pictures askew, they staggered down the narrow 
corridor. Ryan’s fingers flipped the buttons of Tony’s shirt through the buttonholes. The 
door to Ryan’s bedroom stood open, the bed sheets rumpled and unmade as if waiting for 
them. 

 
Sliding his hands between Tony’s suit jacket and his shirt, Ryan pushed both 

jacket and coat down his arms. The pile of material fell to the floor in their wake. 
 
Ryan’s backward shuffle came to a hard stop against the bed. Yanking the rest of 

Tony’s shirt free of his slacks, Ryan pushed the light material off Tony’s back. 
 
Now warm hands slipped around Ryan’s neck and slid down his back. His robe 

slid down his shoulders. He released his hold on Tony long enough to shrug out of the 
bulky cloth. 

 
Naked before his half-clothed and very aroused lover, Ryan grinned. Not how he 

expected to start his day, but he wasn’t about to complain. 
 

Tony’s gaze roamed up and down his body. His eyes clouded before rapid blinking 
cleared them. 
 

Something wasn’t quite right but talking would wait. 
 
Tony pushed Ryan on to the bed. With his slacks drooping around his hips, Tony 

strode over to the nightstand. He yanked the drawer hard, almost pulling it off its grooved 
tracks. Retrieving a condom and a bottle of lube from the back of the drawer, he climbed 
on the bed. Tossing his finds next to Ryan, he crawled across the mattress. 

 
Hard kisses bruised Ryan’s lips as an eager hand stroked his cock. Before he 

could gentle either motion, Ryan found himself pushed over on to his stomach. 
 
The snap of the lube cap warned him before a cold, slick finger pushed between 

the cheeks of his ass. A thick finger pushed into his passage followed quickly by a 
second. The rough entry burned but Ryan kept quiet. 

 
Some demon was riding his lover this morning. Ryan would give him whatever he 

needed to exorcise it. 
 
Tony pulled Ryan’s hips until he rose to his knees. The soft material of Tony’s 

slacks brushed his legs as he settled between Ryan’s thighs. After a few short strokes 
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with his fingers, Tony’s cock pressed against Ryan’s anus. Cold lube eased the burn of 
penetration a little. Ryan bit the rumpled blanket beneath him to hold back his moan. 
With a long exhale, Ryan relaxed his body and allowed Tony’s cock to slide into him. 
Bruising fingers dug into the flesh of his hips. 
 

Tony rocked forward then eased back. One, two slow strokes then his body 
moved with plowing force. 

 
The tip of Ryan’s cock grazed the bedding with each jarring blow. Steadying his 

body by pushing his shoulders and head against the mattress, Ryan managed to get his 
hand around his own aching flesh. 

 
In spite of the rough treatment, or maybe because of it, Ryan’s balls tightened 

with need. “God, yes, Tony!” He pulled his cock with hard strokes, matching Tony’s 
ferocity. 

 
A strangled moan and short, jerking motions signaled Tony’s orgasm. “Ryan…” 

The emotion in Tony’s voice sent a shiver through Ryan. Fire rushed through him as his 
seed spilled onto the bed. 
 

Tony leaned over him and planted a flurry of kisses across his shoulders. Between 
the weight of his lover and the innervating orgasm, Ryan slid forward until he stretched 
flat under Tony’s body. 

 
Sweat and the scratch of Tony’s chest hair rubbed against his back. The frantic 

kisses slowed to gentle nips. 
 
A twinge of jealousy raced through Ryan. He’d never seen Tony this turned-on 

before. What could have sent him rushing to Ryan’s apartment so early and so horny? 
 
“Good morning,” Ryan whispered. 
 
Tony rubbed his jaw against Ryan’s neck. “Now it is…” he mumbled. 
“What’s up? Besides you that is.” 
 
With a long sigh, Tony’s body relaxed. 
 
His weight immobilized Ryan but the feeling wasn’t unpleasant. 
 
“I got called out early. Another murder, same MO.” 
 
Now Ryan understood. A couple of recent murders had been bugging Tony. He 

hadn’t talked much about them but Ryan heard the scuttlebutt at the precinct. 
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Both victims had been young, blond and gay. Both brutally beaten, raped and left 
to die in an alley. Both resembled Ryan in coloring and build. Now Tony was faced with 
a third. 

 
“I just…” Tony’s words trailed off. Gentle kisses trailed down the side of Ryan’s 

neck. “God, he looked enough like you to be your twin.” 
 
The soft whisper told Ryan everything he needed to know. “I’m okay. And I have 

no objections to an early morning quickie.” He caught Tony’s hand and twined his 
fingers through his. “I’m going to need another shower though. Want to join me?” 
Tony nodded against Ryan’s shoulder but didn’t move. 
 

Ryan didn’t press him. Instead, he kissed the back of Tony’s hand and reveled in 
the warm weight holding him down. 

 
Tony might not be able to say he loved him but his actions said what Ryan wanted 

to hear. 
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Blurb: 

 

The battle begun over 3,000 years ago wages on... 
 
Brigid Kawsantower travels to Ireland with her husband, Gabe, unaware of the true 
reason for their trip — and her true identity — until she comes to the little town of 
Carrigclarseach. There she learns of the Terrans, a clandestine group of supernatural 
beings who struggle to keep the earth in balance. 
 
Brigid is a Terran Water and Fire Keeper — and the daughter of Dagda, a mighty Water 
Keeper, and at one time the leader of the Terrans of ancient Eire. Retreating before 
invading forces, he places Brigid's spirit within the heart of an Irishwoman emigrating to 
America until the day when Brigid's help is needed to defeat Nimhnach, a maniacal 
Destroyer, who has aligned with Ba'al, a powerful demon, to gain eternal life and world 
domination. Can Brigid believe enough in her newfound powers to fulfill her destiny? 
 
Gabe is a Terran Protector with a secret — can he protect Brigid from Nimhnach's plans 
and his own dark desires? 
 
Irish archeologist, Ethan Clark, is a Terran Singer and Air Keeper. Ages ago he was 
Dagda's harper and right hand man. And ages ago, Ethan was Brigid's lover. Should he 
try to regain her love? 
 
Now they all must work together to vanquish Nimhnach before he unleashes a terror that 
will enslave the world and destroy Brigid's loves — past, present... and future. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Prologue 

Ireland--1268 B.C.E. 

 
“Are you sure they’re dead?” 

 
Torc Flatnose’s whisper echoed in Cull’s ear. He scratched his dirty, bird’s nest of 

a beard and replied, his voice hushed, “How should I know? There’s been no sound from 
where they are supposed to rest. Why don’t you go see?” 
 

“Who, me? I’m not going. Last time I played scout I led us into an ambush that 
cost me this.” He jabbed his thumb at his distorted face where his ripped off nose once 
held prominence. “You go.” 
 

The sound of scuffling feet put a halt to their words as Ma’an joined them in the 
cave mouth. He crouched next to Torc and tapped him on the shoulder. “Did you find 
them?” 
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“Quiet! We’re not sure. ‘Tis rumored that they’re quartered inside the cave, but 

we’ve not heard a sound since we arrived.” 
 

Ma’an shook his head in disgust. “Let me light a torch and let’s see if they’ve left 
or await us. We can’t remain here with our thumbs up our arse!” 
 

He drew out a short, rough wooden stake from his pouch and carefully wrapped a 
greased rag around one end. “Here. Cull, hold it steady while I light the flame.” Taking 
his precious fire starter from its holder, he struck the two stones together until a spark 
sprang to life, catching onto the soaked rag. “There. Now, follow me and keep your 
swords drawn.” 
 

He led them farther into the cave. Their soft, leather shoes made little noise on the 
dusty cave floor. They held their breath as they turned corner after corner, going deeper 
within the earth. One last turn led them straight to their goal. Shadows gathered in the 
corners of the rocky chamber as though ready to pounce on the intruders. On the ground 
before them lay twelve warriors, stretched out on their sides on their bleached woolen 
cloaks. They formed an unmoving circle. 
 

“By the teats of the Morrigan, they’re here!” Cull’s outcry pierced the silence. 
 

Torc’s hand shot up, covering Cull’s mouth. “Lugh’s balls, man, do you wish to 
wake them?” 
 

Ma’an shook his head and shoved the torch into a crevice in the roughhewn 
chamber. “There’s no noise loud enough to wake this bunch. They’re dead.” He paused. 
“I wonder who did our job for us?” He shrugged. “No matter, as long as Nimhnach 
believes we did the deed.” 
 

Cull looked around the chamber. “Where’s Dagda?” 
 

“Not here fortunately.” Ma’an took another step into the chamber until he stood in 
the center of the circle. “Listen carefully. Nimhnach said we are to sever their hands from 
their bodies and bring them back with us.” 
 

“What, their hands?” Torc scratched his head in confusion. “Why not their 
heads?” 
 

Ma’an spat into the dust of the cave and sighed, raising his eyes. “Do you 
regularly risk your life by questioning the druid’s commands?” 
 

“Even one as strange as this?” 
 

“Strange or not, ‘tis what we were commanded to do and so it shall be done.” 
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“We’ll need more light,” Cull said and grabbed the torch from the rocky wall. 
“Here, I’ll hold it while you and Torc...” 
 

Ma’an squared his shoulders. “Do what must be done to save our families from 
the druid’s wrath.” 
 

* * * * 
 
Ireland--The present 

1st April 

 
“They’re dead, aren’t they, Sean?” 

 
“What do you think this is, man, some bloody American horror flick?” 

 
Sean’s powerful flashlight cast a harsh beam on the terrible scene before them. 

Eerie shadows danced on the cave walls revealing twelve mummified bodies. The naked 
corpses lay on their sides in a precise circle, their heads pointed toward the center, their 
legs bent. 
 

Liam’s voice quivered with fear. 
 

“If this isn’t a horror movie, then where the hell are their damn hands?” 
 
 

Chapter One 

Present Day Ireland 

28th April--Late afternoon 

 
“In other news this weekend, the mummified corpses discovered in a cave in 

County Donegal have been dubbed the ‘Twelve Warriors.’ Ethan Clark, a noted 
archeologist, calls this one of the greatest finds of the last seventy-five years and expects 
the examination of the Warrior Cave site to draw some of the world’s most noted 
anthropologists and archeologists. And now for today’s weather report...” 
 

The portly innkeeper flicked off the small TV perched behind the registration 
desk and turned to the American couple waiting to get their keys. “Mummies. The TV 
people took up every spare room in town. Thanks be to God, they didn’t mention 
Carrigclarseach, else we’d have every loony in the country descending on us. Praise be, 
they packed up their bags and moved out the other day. ‘Tis lucky you are anyway to get 
Thorn Cottage. Professor Clooney fell and broke her hip, poor woman, and had to cancel 
her regular stay with us. She would have loved getting her hands on those corpses.” 
 

A giggle escaped the young woman. “I thought they only had mummies in 
Egypt.” 
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“Nay, Dublin, too. ‘Tis crawling with ‘em.” 
 

“Crawling, eh?” The man smiled briefly at the loquacious fellow. “I guess we’re 
lucky they’re not crawling around here.” 
 

Connelly nodded. “Aye. Lucky, indeed.” 
 

The young woman smiled. “That’s for sure.” 
 

Connelly was dazzled. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever 
seen. Hair as gold as the sun and eyes gray-blue like the heavens on a soft day when a 
fine mist silvers the sky. Her husband looked to be a bit older, but quite distinguished 
looking. “And what brings you to our town?” 
 

“It was a last minute decision on my part.” He glanced at his young companion 
with a fond look. “I wanted to give her a surprise belated birthday gift.” 
 

“Well, ‘tis a wonderful gift then and welcome, cead mile failte and may your stay 
with us be a happy one.” 
 

He presented the guest book and they signed their names. He checked them 
against their registration. Kawsantower, that was a right queer name, but Brigid, now, 
that was a fine Irish one. He handed over the old-fashioned keys with a flourish. “Mr. and 
Mrs. Kawsantower, you’ll find cheese and tomato sandwiches in your fridge with some 
pop. The missus thought you might be hungry after your drive from the airport. Will you 
be needing help with your luggage?” 
 

Brigid shook her head. “No thanks. We packed light and the larger suitcases can 
be wheeled.” 
 

“And please, it’s Brigid and Gabe. C’mon, Bridge. Let’s unpack. I could use a hot 
shower after driving all the way from Shannon.” 
 

Connelly heard Brigid’s laughter drifting back through the front door as it slowly 
swung shut. 
 

“You just want to have your wicked way with me, you greedy thing.” 
 

He grinned. If he were Gabe Kawsantower he’d want his way with that one. 
 

* * * * 
 

“Oh, Gabe, it’s charming!” 
 

The little thatched cottage was like something from another time. From the 
outside it looked like a centuries-old dwelling. Brigid knew it came with all the modern 
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conveniences--the printout from the Irish tourist board website listed them with pride--yet 
the thought that came to her when she looked at the white-washed walls was to wonder if 
her great, great, great, grandmother had lived in one like it. She had no idea. Her 
grandmother had never spoken much about the town; there was an odd reluctance to even 
mention its name. When she was little she’d badgered her for tales of the old country, but 
she’d purse her lips and shoo her away. Then she died, leaving her alone until Gabe came 
into her life. Even Gabe claimed he didn’t know anything about Brigid’s ancestors. 
Whatever she knew about Ireland she learned on her own. Truth to tell, she found that she 
had the same unwillingness to delve too deeply. If Gabe hadn’t tricked her, she never 
would have thought to come this way. But here they were and she was determined to 
enjoy herself. 
 

“I knew you’d like this place.” Gabe smiled. “I’ll bring in the bags. Aren’t you 
glad I insisted we come?” 
 

“Don’t break your arm patting your back. I expected to be sunning myself in 
Cancun, not a town in the back of beyond.” 
 

“Well, I felt it was more than time to find out about your roots.” 
 

“I guess you’re right. I wonder if anyone’s left who knew my people?” 
 

“Maybe. We’ll see.” 
 

They entered the cottage and stowed the bags in the bedroom. The queen-sized 
bed sported a rainbow-colored handmade quilt. Further exploration revealed a remodeled 
kitchen and a cozy breakfast nook that looked out onto a flowering garden. The parlor’s 
polished wood table was draped with lacy, fairy-web doilies, and an immense fireplace 
filled one entire wall. As Brigid admired the room, she heard Gabe’s voice through the 
open bedroom door. “The john’s tiny, but adequate.” 
 

“Let me see.” Brigid re-entered the bedroom and peeked into the bathroom. “Yep, 
we’ll have to share the shower.” She yawned and flung herself onto one of the beds. 
“Damn, I’m beat. The time change must’ve gotten to me.” 
 

“I know what you mean. Let’s turn in early. We’ll do some exploring tomorrow.” 
 

“I’ll get those sandwiches Connelly mentioned.” She kicked off her sandals and 
strolled barefoot into the kitchen. 
 

“Great, I’m starved.” Gabe slipped off his loafers, taking a moment to wiggle his 
toes in the plush rug lying on top of the shiny oak floor. “Let me help. I’ll set the table.” 
 

Brigid laughed. “This I have to see.” 
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They gobbled up the sandwiches as if they hadn’t eaten for days. “I’m so full I 
can’t move.” Brigid licked the last crumb from the side of her mouth and heaved a 
contented sigh. 
 

“Me, too.” Gabe downed the last of his pop and stretched. “We’ll sleep late, take 
a picnic lunch tomorrow and then check out the area.” 
 

“Sounds like a winner.” She yawned, then grinned. “Dibs on the bathroom.” 
 

“Fine. Just don’t use up all the hot water.” 
 

They carried their dishes to the sink and Brigid turned to Gabe. “You can go first. 
Take a nice, long shower.” She smiled wickedly. “Maybe I’ll join you later.” 
 

Gabe snagged her around the waist and cupped her behind, pressing her against 
his groin. “How about joining me now?” His tongue delved between her lips. “A little 
welcome home gift?” 
 

He lifted her and carried her into the bedroom, setting her down at the foot of the 
bed. She stripped off her clothes, tossing them on the chair by the window and waited 
while Gabe got rid of his clothing, throwing them on top of hers. 
 

Brigid glanced down at his crotch and grinned. “Guess you’re not too tired, huh?” 
 

“Guess not. C’mere, babe. Shall we try out the bed first?” 
 

He watched, transfixed, as Brigid moved over to him and gave him a slight push. 
He fell backward, drawing her with him. She shifted, straddling his thighs and stroked the 
underside of his shaft. He shuddered. The touch of her hands on his bare skin never failed 
to arouse him. She moved down, taking him between her lips and he bucked within her 
mouth’s moist embrace. She swirled her tongue around his aching penis as she cupped 
his balls and fondled them. He groaned. If he let her continue, he’d come in her mouth 
and that wasn’t his plan right now. 
 

He stretched out his hand and gently caressed her silky hair. He took a deep 
breath and let it out before he could speak. “Enough, babe. Sit up. I want a taste of you, 
too.” 
 

The golden fall of her hair brushed against his cock as she slid up his body and 
rested her hands on his shoulders. He drew a taut nipple into his mouth and suckled. She 
tasted sweeter than the honeyed mead of Ireland and her skin was softer than swan’s 
down. He cupped her round ass, urging her to shift and take him into her body. He heard 
the smile in her voice. “Is that an invitation?” 
 

He smacked her lightly on her smooth butt. 
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She gasped, but managed to respond, still teasing him. “Have I been a naughty 
girl or do you want me to be one?” 
 

He pinched the nipple not engulfed in his avid mouth. 
 

“Ow! Too hard!” she exclaimed and pulled away from him. 
 

My God, did I hurt her? “Bridge, are you all right? Did I hurt you?” 
 

She shook her head. “Idiot, of course not. Now, be quiet while I get naughty.” 
 

She raised her arms above her head, lifting her breasts like an offering. She sank 
down on his erection and slowly began to move, rising and falling like waves of music. 
His hands slipped to her waist and held her as she increased the tempo. Their harsh gasps 
filled the cottage as they came closer to reaching their climax. Gabe heard that little 
whimper she made when she was almost there and he urged her on. “Faster. Come with 
me, darling. Come for me.” 
 

He shouted as his climax struck and his name was wrung from her lips as she 
attained her own release and collapsed limply on his chest. She sighed as she rested her 
head on his shoulder. “Forget about the shower. We’ll just lie here until they cart us 
away.” 
 

Gabe chuckled. “We better move. You don’t want to shock Mrs. Connelly, do 
you?” 
 

“You’re right.” She rolled off him and touched his cheek. “You go first. Take a 
nice, long shower.” She paused, turning serious. “I know you’re still having those bad 
dreams. You look like you could use a good night’s rest.” 
 

“I look that lousy, huh?” He grimaced. “That’s okay. Go ahead, hon. I’ll wait my 
turn.” 
 

* * * * 
 

Gabe watched as Brigid drifted off to sleep. He rolled his shoulders, trying to 
unknot them. Even the hot shower he’d taken hadn’t relaxed his tense muscles. Maybe if 
he explored his memories calmly while he was still awake, the distorted images in his 
nightmares would stop. He’d tried everything else. He leaned back against the pillows 
and let his mind drift. He could still remember that day fifteen years ago as if it were 
yesterday. 
 

When he’d gotten the call from the Keepers of the Environment that he had a 
special assignment, he hadn’t expected to find a teary-eyed, eleven-year-old girl sitting in 
the KOTE lawyers’ waiting room. He’d left her curled up in one of the leather armchairs 
while he’d received his briefing. Brigid’s grandmother, the woman who had raised the 
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orphaned child, had been killed in a car accident. Her death had set off a chain reaction 
that brought to light a family of Terran Keepers who had gone to ground over one 
hundred and fifty years ago, and an entire lost group of Irish Keepers. The family journal 
that found its way to Claire Galliardi spoke cryptically of an Irish woman who had hid 
from an ancient, nameless evil. The majority of the writing was in a code that still 
remained unbroken, but that tiny bit of information and the last few words were in plain 
English--attempt no contact with these Terrans, keep Brigid’s Terran origin hidden from 
her until her twenty-seventh birthday and then bring her home. The words were treated as 
a sacred trust and Gabe, as a Protector, had followed those directions. He’d taken her 
home with him and she thought he was a distant relation. For a while she’d called him 
uncle. 
 

And then things changed. He’d fallen in love with her. 
 

He couldn’t remember when he’d first realized it. Perhaps it had been when 
Brigid had turned twenty-one and graduated from college with a degree in English and a 
teaching job at the private school run by KOTE in New York City. She could have 
moved out of the three-story brownstone they shared with his housekeeper, Mrs. Doherty. 
And he waited for her to do so. She had her own apartment on the ground floor and she 
went out on dates and they took separate vacations. She had her own life, though she 
never shut him out of it. She had boyfriends and he sensed the day she had her first 
sexual experience. But he kept his own counsel, expecting her to say she wanted to leave. 
 

And then, one day she confronted him. 
 

“Enough. I’m tired of waiting for you to get past the age differences and tell me 
what you feel. I love you and I know you love me. Let’s make it official.” 
 

They had and with the full approval of KOTE. It seemed the seer had foreseen 
their marriage, but didn’t want to force them to wed. 
 

Gabe couldn’t believe it; he still couldn’t believe it. And for the last five years 
their life together had been incredible. 
 

He sighed. Brigid’s birthday came and went and they remained in New York. In 
fact, if it hadn’t been for the insistence of Donovan Callahan, he might never have 
brought Brigid to Ireland. He had yet to tell her who she was. Now he no longer had a 
choice. Callahan had told him that Brigid’s presence in Ireland was foreseen in the Book 
of Sorhineth. Though it was unclear why, it was imperative that she arrived in Ireland 
before May first--Bealtaine. 
 

Gabe shuddered. The dreams had started in February after Brigid’s birthday and 
they were horrifying. Fire, blood and magic--powerful, evil magic. And scenes of Brigid 
trapped in a ring of fire and crying out to him to help her, that she didn’t know what to 
do. And it was Gabe’s fault. He’d done his best to encourage Brigid to develop her 
physical and creative abilities, but he couldn’t help her with her Terran abilities. He 
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didn’t even know what element she had an affinity with and Brigid knew nothing of 
magic. In those terrible dreams Brigid had asked him why he’d failed her. Gabe could 
only watch while blackness darker than night engulfed her. He prayed that it was just his 
guilty conscience and not an as yet unknown gift of prophecy. 
 

He bent and brushed a silky curl from Brigid’s forehead and steeled his resolve. 
He wouldn’t let those dreams come true. He’d do anything to keep her safe. 
 

Anything. 
 
 
Buy link: http://www.king-cart.com/cgi-
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Blurb: 

 

When Shelby meets the mysterious Quentin it's lust at first...grope. Deciding that 
it's time she made some changes in her life, Shelby agrees to accompany her new lover 
on a trip, only to discover that Quentin is indeed the rogue 42nd century time agent he 
says he is. Surfing the Time Vortex on his "time board”, the pair experience erotic 
adventures throughout history from the distant past to the Civil War era to the future… 
where an orgy ship houses an evil nemesis ready to cash in on the reward for Quentin's 
capture. Will Shelby be able to use her newly acquired sexual skills to save her man and 
return to St. Louis before it’s too late? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

 

How can I say no to such a sexy man? 

 
Shelby Schwartz moaned in her sleep and rolled onto her back. It had been 

difficult drifting off to sleep in the weeks since Graham had left her, but tonight was 
different. Exhausted by a long day at the office, she had collapsed into bed and fallen 
quickly into a deep sleep. A deep, erotic dream-filled sleep that made her hunger for a 
man’s intimate touch to pleasure her throbbing pussy... Instead she knew she would have 
to gratify her own sensual needs. Half asleep she reached over to the bedside table and 
groped around for her well-used vibrator. 

 
She screamed as she felt the warmth of a human hand instead. 
 
“Who are y-y-you?” she stammered, sitting up in bed and reaching for the lamp 

switch. The stranger removed her hand from the toggle before she could switch on the 
light and cradled it tenderly in his. 

 
“No need to be upset. I won’t harm you. I was just passing through, and heard you 

moaning in you sleep. I figured you needed a little... help.” 
 
Help. Yeah, that’s exactly what she needed--help to find her wireless phone and 

to dial 9-1-1 before she ended up chopped into soup-sized bits in this maniac’s food 
processor. 

 
“I... I didn’t realize my voice carried quite so well through these brick walls.” She 

slowly curled her legs beneath her, preparing to bolt from the opposite side of the bed, 
explode toward the exit and fly down the steps and out the front door before her visitor 
even had a chance to go for his machete. “Or maybe I need to replace the windows. Pity, 
since the contractor told me they were top of the line.” 
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“Yes, they are. I can tell you’ve done a great job rehabbing this old brownstone. 
But don’t worry--it’s sound proof. I heard your sighs in my dreams, and I surfed on in to 
investigate. Is this twenty-first century Saint Louis?” 

 
Shelby blinked and stared hard toward the man with the resonant baritone voice 

kneeling next to her bed and holding her hands. She could only make out his silhouette in 
the darkness--and what a silhouette it was! 

 
He was built like a Rams linebacker with broad, muscular shoulders tapering 

down to svelte waistline to what she could only assumed was a nice ass. And the big, 
strong hands that held hers made her imagine how well-endowed he’d be in the crotch 
area... What a shame he was a common criminal who broke into single women’s homes 
and scared them half out of their wits at one o’clock in the morning. If she had brought 
him home from the bar she frequented after work, she would have been more than happy 
to put her vibrator away and ask if he’d like to help scratch her “itch”. 
 

“Twenty-first century?” she said slowly. Okay, maybe her visitor was just a plain 
ol’ delusional psycho and not a chainsaw murderer or run-of-the-mill rapist. If she could 
keep him talking, she stood a chance of getting out of this situation unharmed. “What 
century do you think we live in? The eighteenth?” 

 
He tossed back his head and gave a deep, throaty chuckle. The vibrations sent 

shivers of anticipation up her spine and directly to her aching clit. What a sexy laugh! 
Just the sound of it made her want to come. She wondered what would happen if she read 
the funny paper out loud with him? 

 
“Good one.” He sighed as his laughter resided. “Your house wouldn’t be standing 

here in the eighteenth century. It’s about one hundred-fifty years old I believe.” 
 
Shelby nodded as her innate business radar click into gear. “You into fixing up 

old homes? I’m a real estate broker, and I can give you the scoop on a couple of real 
prizes in the neigh—” 

 
“That’s not necessary,” he interrupted. He brought the back of her hand to his lips 

and kissed it. “I’m a traveler. I don’t really need a permanent home.” 
 
She felt breathless at the touch of his lips against her flesh. Trembling, but not out 

of fear or terror, she longed for him to press his kiss against her lonely lips. 
 
“Why, everyone needs a home of some sort,” she babbled, trying to keep the 

intriguing stranger engaged in conversation, “a place to park your assortment of Cardinal 
baseball caps and your treasured 1904 World’s Fair souvenir collection. Am I right?” 
 

He chuckled and gave her hand a squeeze then let go. “Some do and some don’t.” 
She heard the squeak of the old floorboards as he rose to his feet. “Some of us enjoy 
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wandering about eternity without a place to call home. We’re free agents--free to roam 
and explore without being tied down to a particular place... or time.” 

 
Time. What was it about him and time? Shelby stared at the stranger through the 

darkness and tried her best to focus on his face. The dim light of the moon through her 
sheer bedroom curtains didn’t help her discern his features. He continued backing toward 
the door. He was going to leave her. She sighed. Yet another example of how her 
incessant questioning had driven a good-looking man out of her life. But desperation and 
desire impelled her to ask one more. 

 
“You never answered my question,” she interjected as he reached for the bedroom 

doorknob. “What century do you think you live in?” 
 
Shelby could have sworn she heard a smile in the stranger’s silky voice as he 

answered, “Why, the forty-second, of course.” 
 

* * * * 
 

“You’re looking better rested today. Love the new hairstyle.” 
 

Shelby frowned and put down her half-empty triple-mocha-latte on the small café 
table. While she adored her ditzy cousin Melynda Kerpanik, this Sunday afternoon she 
didn’t quite feel up to making small talk. 

 
“This thing? Well, I just thought the mini-pigtails would make me appear 

younger--softer, more feminine. Not quite as harsh as I usually come across when I’m in 
my heels and business suits.” Shelby took another sip of her coffee and edged slightly 
away from her cousin’s probing gaze. “Oh, all right. I couldn’t get the tangles out after I 
tossed and turned all night long. I gave up and stuck my hair into rubber bands hoping to 
hide my sin and shame.” 

 
Melynda laughed. “You saying you and ‘Freddy the Vibe’ got it on fast and 

furious all night long? Huh, Shel?” 
 
Shelby felt her pale cheeks warm. Mel was one to talk about her kinky sex life. 

She lived with a guy who slept days and worked nights, and she frequently wore 
turtleneck sweaters or wide velvet chokers to hide her growing number of hickeys. So 
what if she, boring Shelby Schwartz, soon-to-be-divorced and thoroughly lonesome, 
engaged in some autoeroticism now and then? 

 
“Sure. I drained every battery in the house.” Shelby slurped the rest of her latte 

and put down the cup. “Can we change the subject now? How are you and Mr. Val 
Drakul doing these days? Pose nude for anymore exhibition photos?” 

 
Melynda shrugged, tossing her glossy black hair over her broad shoulders for 

good measure. “Nah, just the one. But I have to admit it’s one of Val’s biggest sellers. 
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The tenant up in 6B wanted the print blown up to practically life-size to decorate his 
boudoir wall.” She took a big bite from her cream-cheese lathered bagel and mumbled, 
“Weird, isn’t it, thinking that some stranger is looking at my nude silhouette every time 
he’s lying in bed. Wonder if he jerks off staring at it?” 

 
Shelby sighed and shook her head. Her cousin’s morals had definitely gone down 

the tubes since she moved to the big city. She wondered... did her sexy, chuckling 
stranger remain in the corner of her bedroom and watch as she pleasured herself last 
night? Did he enjoy their late-night encounter as much as she did? 

 
She certainly hoped he did so he’d be tempted to return again tonight. After he 

left she had tossed and turned and moaned even louder, climaxing with just the lightest 
touch of her finger against her clit, the stranger’s mysterious silhouette firmly imprinted 
in her mind. Who knew that a bold bedroom intruder with a deep voice and a sexy profile 
could be such a turn-on? 

 
“Luckily, Val’s okay with it,” Melynda was saying as Shelby came out of her 

erotic reverie. 
 
“He’s okay with what?” 

 
Melynda’s green eyes twinkled. She began to snicker. “You weren’t listening to a 

word I said. How unlike you to zone out like that, Shel. And our folks have always said 
that I was the flakiest cousin in the batch. Yeah, right! Don’t tell me you’re finally living 
up to your potential as a dizzy blonde, munchkin?” 

 
That was it. It had been a long and horrible two months since Graham walked out 

on her. Shelby didn’t possess the patience or good nature anymore to put up with 
people’s snide comments--including her dear cousin’s. 

 
“Mel, you stop picking on me right now, or I’ll call your mother and tell her all 

about your wicked hickeys and your Goth boyfriend.” 
 
“You wouldn’t!” Melynda frowned. “Would you?” 
 
“I don’t know anymore.” Shelby exhaled a long, pain-filled sigh and rested her 

weary head in her hands. “I’ve been under a lot of strain recently. I think I’m going nuts. 
I could be absolutely crazy and not even realize it.” 

 
“It’s not like you’re hearing voices, though, right?” 
 
Shelby involuntarily shuddered. Voices? Well, maybe. Could a person hallucinate 

touch as well? 
 
“No, I’m not hearing voices,” she insisted out loud as much for her own sake as 

for Melynda’s. “But you know I don’t care for being called a ‘dizzy blonde’. And nobody 
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who has to shop the petite department to find adult-looking clothes enjoys being labeled a 
‘munchkin’--especially when compared to your gorgeous, dark-haired, Amazonian form. 
I can’t help it if I’m a short, blonde, blue-eyed, business whiz. Get over it.” 

 
“All right already.” Melynda’s eyes flashed hurt. Shelby instantly felt a twinge of 

regret. “I’m sorry to call you a dizzy blonde and a munchkin, Shel. You are a business 
whiz--and I mean that in a good way. Speaking of which,” she lowered her voice and 
leaned forward, “are you still thinking of turning over the business to your partner Sara 
Shaw?” 

 
Shelby crumpled her paper napkin and bit her lip. “Maybe. Sara is capable of 

running the business even better than I have, and it would take some of the strain off me.” 
She shrugged. “It would also give me some free time.” 

 
“Free time to try and win Graham back?” 
 
Shelby swallowed hard and shook her head. “No, we’re history. Any chance we 

had to get back together was destroyed the other day when he told me... told me about...”  
She averted her eyes and sniffed back a tear. She hated crying in front of anyone, 
including her cousin, especially in a public place like the TriplExpress coffee shop. 
Melynda reached across the table and patted her hand. “He told you about what?” 

 
Taking a deep breath, she blurted, “He told me about the baby.”  

 
“You mean he and that cocktail waitress are going to have a baby?” Melynda 

squeezed Shelby’s hand and gasped. “I’m so sorry, Shel. I didn’t realize he’d gotten that 
far into a relationship with her. So you’re going to go through with the divorce?” 

 
She nodded. “Yes, there’s no point trying to keep him tied to me when he wants 

to be with her.” She crumpled in her chair as a sudden pain stabbed her heart, and the 
tears flowed unbidden. “Oh, Mel. What did I do wrong? Why, does he want to be with 
her? What’s she got that I don’t have? I wanted to have children I told him--and send 
them to decent private schools, too. What’s a poor cocktail waitress with no social 
connections got that I don’t got?” 

 
Melynda stood and come over to her side of the table and wrapped a comforting 

arm around her shoulders. “Who on earth knows what gets into guy’s minds sometimes? 
They just go crazy and forget what a terrific wife they’ve got and start fooling around 
with the first thing in a miniskirt that looks their way twice. I never understood why my 
ex fooled around on me. It’s not like I’m an ice princess in the bedroom.” 

 
Shelby laughed in spite of her tears. “No, you’re definitely not an ‘ice princess’, 

Mel. But maybe I was--or I was just plain too busy with trying to become a millionaire 
before I turned thirty-five to notice that our marriage was going downhill fast. Graham 
and I were both always working, always on the road. You know since we finished the 
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rehab project, we were never home more than one or two days together at any one time? 
You can’t build much of a relationship if you never see each other.” 

 
“True, very true.” Melynda squeezed her shoulders again and smiled. “But I think 

you’ve learned your lesson. Turn the business over to Sara and get back out there and 
meet people and do things and see places. Enjoy life, Shel! You’ve always been so hard 
on yourself that no one else ever wanted to be hard on you. Maybe Graham’s leaving you 
is the experience that will help you change for the better?” 

 
Shelby swallowed hard. Could she change? Could she stop thinking of business 

and making money twenty-four/seven and transform herself into a well-rounded human 
being? In the process perhaps she could attract a man who appreciated her for herself--not 
only for her checkbook. It seemed a huge challenge, but it was worth a try. 

 
She slapped her hands palm on the table surface. “All right. I’m going to do it. 

I’m going to look at this divorce as an opportunity to change. What do you think I should 
do first?” 

 
Melynda bit her lip and wrinkled up her nose. “Get a decent hair cut?” 
 
Shelby laughed. “Agreed! I’ll make an emergency appointment this afternoon. 

Okay, what else?” 
 
“Hmm... Why not go on a short vacation or even a long vacation. Relax—unwind. 

You need to rest, Shel, and it’s not like you’re hurting for money. Take a trip and meet 
different people and see the world. You’ll feel better, look better and, best of all, you’ll 
think better. Give your poor brain a break.” 

 
Shelby nodded. After her hallucination--or whatever it was--last night with the 

sexy stranger at her bedside, her brain could definitely use a break. 
 
“Perfect. That’s exactly what I’ll do. I’ll take a long, relaxing vacation to unwind. 

I’ll start scanning the Internet for ideas right away. 
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Blurb: 

Gillian Locke has been beaten, battered, and bruised, but her ex-boyfriend still hasn’t 
managed to break her. When she left Kyle for the last time, she knew the only way she’d 
ever be back in his grasp is over her dead body. When her car breaks down at the top of a 
mountain in the middle of a snowstorm, she thinks nature will take care of her death for 
him. On the run, the last thing she expects is to be offered shelter by three gorgeous men 
who can’t seem to get enough of her.  

The Bearclaw brothers are descendants of the ancient Anikota tribe of Indians. Their 
beast spirit and blessing from the Maker allows them the ability to sense the one who 
would complete their soul. Being triplets, they always expected their mate to be one 
woman they’d share. With the Maker’s blessing, they’ll be able to ease past Gillian’s 
defenses before her past threatens to end their future. 

Molten Silver: m/m/m/f sexin'. The men are brothers, so there's no lovin' between them, 
but plenty showered on the heroine. Violence against the heroine from the bad guy. And 
did I mention hot m/m/m/f sexin?  

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One  

 
Sleet whipped through the trees, stinging her face and burrowing through her 

clothes to chill her skin. Gillian tightened her hold on the jacket as the wind threatened to 
yank it from her shoulders. Her fingers tunneled into her skimpy pockets, searching for 
warmth that wasn’t there. Feet crunching and sinking into the dangerous snow brought 
her closer and closer to her goal. Warmth was only footsteps away... many, many 
footsteps.  
 

From the road, where she’d left her broken-down car, the smoke rising in the trees 
hadn’t seemed too far off. Now, hours later, it seemed like she’d been walking for an 
eternity. Gillian was tempted to check her watch again, to see how long she’d been 
walking down the slushy, rutted road, but couldn’t force her hands to leave the haven in 
her pockets.  
 

One foot in front of the other, she kept trekking, stumbling over unseen rocks and 
tripping in hidden holes. Exhaustion began to overtake her. Each breath puffed from her 
mouth, turning the air bright white before she sucked back in frigid air, which seemed to 
freeze Gillian from the inside out. But she couldn’t stop, could never stop.  
 

The worn road she followed twisted and turned through the trees. Every time she 
came to a bend, she made a wish that her destination would be around the next corner. 
But it wasn’t, so she kept pushing, begging her feet to move.  
 

Mind over matter, girl, just a few more steps.  
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She’d lost the feeling in her feet hours before. The wind picked up again and 

pummeled the sleet into her skin like a thousand tiny knives. Hunching her shoulders to 
shield her face, she continued.  
 

Can’t stop. He’ll catch me.  
 

She couldn’t afford to get caught. She wouldn’t go back, not ever again. The last 
time... the last time she’d nearly died. Not again, not ever again.  
 

Gillian licked her lips, tasting blood as her tongue wet her cracked skin. Hours. It 
had only taken hours for the cold and wind to do its damage.  
 

Tears pricked her eyes and more than once she thought about returning to her car 
to wait for someone to pass by, to help her. But on these deserted mountain roads, hardly 
anyone ever drove by, especially with a blizzard churning and threatening the area. Now 
she would die in the cold, alone.  
 

At least it would happen her way and not at another’s hands.  
 

More time passed and each breath became more labored--the only sound the harsh 
inhalation and exhalation as she tried to fill her lungs. The landscape was bare of animals, 
not even the squawk of a bird could be heard to distract her from the struggle to keep 
going. They were probably snuggled in their own homes for the winter.  
 

Smart bastards.  
 

Shadows crossed the road now, the sun having dipped behind the trees for its own 
slumber. The smoke had looked so close when she started out; she should have known. 
Gillian wasn’t an outdoorsy woman--close to her, ended up being miles and miles away 
in reality. But still she continued. She’d walk until she collapsed or found warmth for the 
night; whichever came first.  
 

Head down, she lumbered on. It wasn’t until she ran into the gate that she realized 
she’d reached her destination. The end of the road had come and now she stood before 
what she’d been dreaming of all day.  
 

A cottage. No, a cabin. A large log cabin with wisps of smoke wafting from the 
chimney proved she hadn’t been walking toward a dream. With weathered logs forming 
the walls and a wood shingle roof, it looked like a solid structure, built to spite the 
elements.  
 

She tugged her hand free of her coat pocket and lifted the latch on the gate, 
calling out a greeting as she stepped through the wooden portal.  
 

“Hello?”  
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Her voice was lost with the wind and pain sliced through her throat. The damaged 

tissues still hadn’t healed.  
 

Closing the gate behind her and dropping the latch in place to make sure it was 
locked, she stepped across the snow-covered lawn. Careful of any hidden dangers, she 
tested the ground with each step just as she’d done all day. She didn’t want to stumble 
and fall when so close to her goal. Sheer determination kept her on her feet now, denying 
the toll the weather had taken on her body.  
 

One puffing breath and straining step at a time she climbed the steps, shuffling 
across the worn plank porch to the front door. She’d burrowed her hand back in the 
meager warmth in her pocket, but she reluctantly withdrew it again. Raising the knocker, 
she let it fall against the tarnished brass plate on the door, its booming echo mixing with 
the wind as it whipped around the cabin. All that, for nothing.  
 

Gillian waited, but no sound from within the cabin could be heard. She forced her 
muscles into action again, raising and releasing the knocker to fall against the brass plate 
for a second time. The sound echoed, louder this time, yet still there was no answer.  
 

Tears burned her eyes, and she didn’t hold them back. A fire burned in their 
hearth and they were either not home or choosing to ignore the bundled, bruised, and 
beaten woman at their door.  
 

Gillian rest her head against the carved wooden door and she let her tears flow, 
the warm liquid stinging her near frozen skin as it slid across her cheeks. In a last effort 
for survival and with the remaining strength she possessed, Gillian wrapped her hand 
around the doorknob and twisted, stumbling when the door pushed open with her weight.  
 

She caught herself on the door then stepped into the cabin. Warmth like she never 
thought to feel again enveloped her, seeped through her jeans and poor excuse for a 
jacket. As the heat surrounded her body, pinpricks of pain replaced the numbness she had 
grown accustomed to. Her waking skin burned as blood returned to her extremities.  
 

She leaned against the door, pushing it closed to stop any more of the luxurious 
heat from leaving the cabin. Her breath still came in soft pants and Gillian swallowed, 
wincing at the pain the action caused.  
 

Damn him!  
 

She wet her lips, then called out to the cabin’s inhabitants again, hoping now they 
would hear her.  
 

“Hello?” she croaked. Her voice didn’t resemble the soft timber she normally had. 
Damn Kyle to the farthest reaches of hell.  
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Seconds ticked by as she waited, frozen to the spot, her clothes dripping water and 
mud on the mat in front of the door. No one answered. A clock chimed from within the 
cabin. Seven o’clock. She’d been trudging through the woods for thirteen hours and been 
awake for thirty-five. Acknowledging the amount of time she’d been awake only 
managed to make her fatigue intensify.  
 

Gillian moved a few steps into the cabin and spotted the source of all the glorious 
heat--a fire roaring away behind the hearth screen.  
 

She croaked out another greeting. “Hello?”  
 

She tried raising her voice, but it only cracked and pain knifed down her throat. 
Gillian swallowed hard in a vain effort to relieve the pain and shuffled forward a few 
more steps, knocking on the worn plank wall to rouse the cabin’s inhabitants.  
 

Still no one replied. Could the house be empty?  
 

She shuffled further into the cabin, her eyes drinking in the home’s interior. 
Large, wood-framed couches lined the living room’s walls, and an enormous rug covered 
the floor with a tree stump coffee table in the center. It emitted a sense of warmth and 
welcome, with throw blankets covering the couch and handmade end tables capping each 
couch. Cozy.  
 

Gillian continued through the cabin, praying the owners wouldn’t throw her out or 
be angry for entering without an invitation. She passed by a tidy, but small kitchen; a 
carved table occupied the center of the space. She kept moving through the cabin until 
she came upon five doors.  
 

The first opened into a spacious bathroom with four sinks, a massive tub and a 
walk-in shower. The door closed with a soft click, and Gillian moved on to the door 
directly across the hall.  
 

Gillian peered inside to find clothes strewn all over the room, soda cans sitting on 
the dresser, and shoes littering the floor. This was, without a doubt, a man’s room. A 
messy man, but a man nonetheless. Slob or not, at least someone lived in the house; there 
was no way she would have dreamed up that mess.  
 

The heat and movement wakened her limbs as she moved on to the next room, 
and her cold aches were swiftly becoming definite pain. The wide open door revealed a 
tidy yet lived-in room. Pictures lined the walls and the bed appeared to have been made 
with care, the top blanket pulled taut along the mattress.  
 

Fatigue wore on her and Gillian hoped she either came upon a guest room or one 
of the cabin’s occupants soon. She felt as if she’d drop to the ground if she didn’t get off 
of her feet.  
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The last door--Gillian peered inside to find a sparsely furnished room. A full-
sized bed covered with a plain comforter in one corner, the small bedside table right 
beside it holding a single lamp. There were no pictures on the walls; nothing at all to 
show the room belonged to someone. Must be the guest room.  
 

Her shoes clopped against the wooden floor as she trod across the room, before 
settling on the bed. She toed her shoes off and pain shot into her legs at the movement. 
There was nothing she could do about that now; the damage had been done. Gillian 
swung her legs onto the bed and laid her head on the pillow, pulling the blanket across 
the bed and over her body. Tucked into the warmth of the comforter, Gillian allowed the 
quiet ticking of the house’s clock lull her to sleep. She’d explain her presence to the 
cabin’s owners, but right now, she just needed to rest her eyes. Just... for... a... minute.  
 

* * * * 
 

Ronan stomped through the snow toward his brothers, not quite ready to head 
back toward home. They didn’t seem to be too worried about heading back to the cabin 
either. Conner took strikes at Max, swiping and clawing at his brother while Max jumped 
and jogged out of Conner’s way.  
 

Ronan lumbered through the melting snow shaking off the growing layer of frosty 
ice and leaned against a nearby tree, rubbing his back against the bark. He stretched tall, 
then pressed against the tree with his front legs above his head, gouging the tree and 
marking his territory. An Alpha bear had to make his space known and being the biggest, 
strongest and oldest bears in the region, Ronan didn’t want anyone but he and his 
brothers in the area.  
 

The growls from Conner and Max grew louder, drawing his attention away from 
his task. Max, being the bigger of the two, pinned Conner to the ground and held him 
with his razor-sharp teeth, clutching his throat. Conner continued to struggle and swipe at 
Max, but Max didn’t look as if he would release him anytime soon.  
 

Dropping to all fours, Ronan loped toward the two bears. Several feet from them, 
he growled low, but steady, showing his displeasure. Max’s eye met his for a moment 
before he released Conner with a snort. Sometimes, just sometimes, the bear took too 
much control and animal instinct overrode their human emotions.  
 

Most confrontations between bears were one-on-one. With a third left out of the 
fight, there would always be someone around to break it up. That’s what made their 
brotherly triad work.  
 

Ronan shook his head at the two of them then turned and started for home. 
Darkness would be upon them soon and the fire he’d started before leaving the cabin 
beckoned him. The sounds of Conner and Max following in his footsteps met his ears and 
he was pleased they’d decided to follow. While he couldn’t force them to head home with 
him, he always enjoyed their company.  
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As they trudged through the forest’s undergrowth, Ronan used his body to push 

bushes and branches out of his way, his fur-encased feet sloshing in the wet snow. The 
falling snow turned to sleet and coated his fur and he was thankful for the insulation his 
bear form provided from the elements. His breath turned white as it met the frigid air and 
he didn’t look forward to changing back to his naked human form on the back porch of 
their cabin. No bears in the house. That was their rule. It had actually been their mother’s 
rule, but they had kept it in place even if she did live on the other side of the country.  
 

The scent of his fire and the plume of smoke rising above the trees guided him 
home. As he approached the back porch he shook off the excess snow and moisture 
before making his way up the steel reinforced steps and then waited for his brothers to 
join him.  
 

They formed their sacred triangle and recited the ancient words calling upon the 
Maker to assist in their change from beast to man. As one, the mists rose and enveloped 
their bestial bodies and flowed into their noses and mouths to touch their souls. Bones 
cracked while muscles retracted and shifted, changing them from bear to mirror images 
of each other. In seconds, with no hint of pain, men stood where bears once did. The 
moment the transformation was complete, the mystical ancient mist returned to its place 
within the earth, leaving them naked and cold.  
 

Without waiting for his brothers, Ronan dashed for the back door and darted 
toward the living room. Snatching his sweatpants from the couch, he yanked them on and 
then wrapped a blanket around his shoulder before flopping onto the worn sofa. The 
worst part of shifting from beast to man in the dead of winter? The cold. It was enough to 
make his balls hibernate in his chest for the season. Goose-bumps lined his skin as he 
shook, slumped on the couch letting the warmth from the fire seep into his body. Heaven.  
 

Conner and Max were quick to follow, both of them going through the same 
motions he just had. When they had all settled on the couch before the roaring hearth, 
Ronan relaxed into the cushions.  
 

The scents of home teased his nostrils--a mix of burning wood, his brothers' 
musks, and cinnamon permeated the entire cabin. But he sensed something else, 
something different, new... feminine? No. No woman lived on the mountain. The closest 
woman was the forest ranger, and she lived at least twenty miles away, in town. He must 
be just catching her leftover scent from her last visit. But it didn’t smell like her. It 
smelled like vanilla and lavender, with just a hint of mint. So sweet. Intoxicating.  
 

Raising his head off the couch, Ronan looked at Conner and Max. They both held 
the same expression of confusion he was sure he wore. Did they smell the fragrance too?  
 

Rising from the couch, Ronan tightened the blanket around his shoulders, hesitant 
to lose the warmth he’d acquired. He paused near the living room entrance as something 
on the floor caught his eye. Muddy footprints marred his perfectly polished wood floors. 
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Mud! The perpetrator was a dead man walking. When he glanced over his shoulder he 
saw Conner and Max had risen to follow him. Ronan pressed his finger to his lips, 
motioning for them to remain silent.  
 

Ronan followed the prints through their home, cringing with each step as he saw 
more and more mud and melted snow defacing his beautiful floors. The hint of scent he’d 
caught in the living room grew stronger as he traveled down the hall.  
 

They seemed to travel from room to room, stopping first at the bathroom, and 
then traveling to Max’s bedroom, before moving to Conner’s and finally entering his. His 
room. The owner of the addictive scent and muddy feet quite possibly resided on the 
other side of his closed bedroom door.  
 

The muddy footprints disappeared beneath his door. Not only did the owner of the 
lovely scent teasing his nostrils reside on the other side of the inch of wood, so did the 
owner of the muddy marks.  
 

The two halves of his being warred within; the human side, holding steadfast to 
his fastidious nature, raged at the dirt, snow and mud traipsed through his home. 
Meanwhile, his beast roared in triumph over finding its mate.  
 

Its mate? No. His beast was just hungry. After all, they’d been out into the snow-
laden forest and hadn’t hunted while they were out. His mate couldn’t be on the other 
side of the door, could she?  
 

“Ronan?”  
 

Max growled at him. Growled! His gaze shifted to his brother and he found a look 
which surely mirrored his own. Lust, hunger, and need flashed across Max’s face. One 
look at Conner, and he saw the same.  
 

His voice just a whisper, he addressed his brothers.  
 

“We don’t touch her. We’ll talk about it after we figure out who she is, and why 
she’s here. For now, we keep our distance until we know more, agreed?”  
 

They replied in unison through gritted, grinding teeth.  
 

“Agreed.”  
 

Ronan turned the knob and pushed open the door on its silent hinges and stared at 
the beauty... and she was filthy... and, goddamn it, in his bed!  
 

 

Buy link: http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com/books/batterednotbroken.htm 
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Blurb: 

 

When Detective Nick Montgomery finally catches up to the serial killer plaguing Miami, 
he finds himself in a kind of trouble he never expected: caught up in the killer's magic. 
The killer's spell transports him to Ketall, an alternate world of a primitive nature, home 
of dragons. 
 
Jax, a red-eyed dragon, doesn't exactly like him -- or the idea of having to share her 
Rider, Kel, with anyone, especially not Nick. Jax is young, possessive, and spoiled. At 
least that's what Kel tells her. So why is she starting to be attracted to this off-worlder 
who interrupts their life? Why does he set her blood boiling with desire every time they 
are near? And why can't she kill him to rid her of the annoyance? 
 
Kel, her Rider, has been drawn to the stranger he saved from death from the beginning; 
more so when he realizes that Nick is also fated to bond with his dragon, Jax. Never has a 
dragon had two bondmates at one time, and the prospect astounds -- and arouses -- him. 
 
Then an evil sorcerer and his witch complicate matters by trying to send Nick back to his 
own world. If they succeed, it will destroy Ketall. And kill both Jax and Kel. 
 
Publisher's Note: This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and 

situations that some readers may find objectionable: Ménage (m/m/f), homoerotic sexual 

practices, violence. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter 1 
 

Awareness came slowly to Nick. The floor beneath him rocked leisurely, almost 
lulling him back into the abyss of unconsciousness, until he was jostled none too gently. 
The movement slammed the air from his lungs. Just when he caught his breath, the 
ground jumped from beneath him again. 
 

Nick groaned with pain and forced his eyes open. He tried to lift to his hands and 
knees, keeping his balance with the sway, but his right leg refused to hold his weight. He 
tumbled back down and his right arm screamed in protest as he landed hard on it. 
 

“Fuck,” he spat. 
 

The rattle of chains drew Nick’s attention to his surroundings. His eyes finally 
focused on the wood floor. The sun heated his skin, the sound of birds chirping reached 
his ears, and a horse neighing let him know he was outside. 
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His thoughts remained foggy. What was the last thing he remembered? 
 

Chasing a killer. Amos Bronson. And blood. Lots of blood everywhere. There 
was a light, its brightness and heat burning him, followed by cool darkness. What had 
happened? How had he gotten outside? And hadn’t it been nighttime? 
 

“He’s awake.” A sharp voice dragged Nick from his cloudy memories. 
 

There were six sets of eyes staring at him. Men of varying ages. Unkempt, 
streaked with dirt, they were clad only in pants that tied at the waist. The only other items 
they wore were thick manacles on their wrists from which dangled chains that were 
locked to the floor. 
 

Prisoners? What the hell was he doing with prisoners? But these men weren’t 
wearing the normal inmate attire. 
 

“Where the…?” Nick attempted to sit up again, this time being more careful of 
his leg and arm. 
 

He was in some sort of crude cage. The top and bottom were made of thick wood; 
the bars surrounding them were solid black iron. The swaying and jostling was the result 
of the cage being pulled behind a single horse. The creaking wheels kicked up dust from 
the dirt road. 
 

Like the others, thick iron manacles chafed his own wrists, locking him to the 
floor. Even if he wasn’t chained, there would be no way a man of average height could 
stand in this cage. Even at his five feet eleven inches, Nick wouldn’t be able to kneel 
without having to slump down. 
 

“Who are you? Where am I?” He addressed the group at large, his throat dry and 
scratchy. He shivered and swiped at the sweat dripping down his face. “How did I get 
here?” 
 

“Found you on the side of the road. The Master thought he’d get some coin for 
you before you died,” a red-haired man said with a sneer. 
 

Nick shook his head. The Master? Coin before he died? For that matter, what was 
with the cage? This dirt road? Where the hell was he? Certainly not in Miami. Instead of 
tall buildings, busy streets, and palm trees, he beheld thick clumps of trees along one side 
of the road and open fields on the other. 
 

Definitely not Miami. 
 

He closed his eyes. Nothing made sense. Nick ignored the sharp pain in his leg 
and the way the fabric of his jeans stuck to the wound. 
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“I don’t --” His words were clipped by the pop of a whip. The six other men 
flinched and cowered as much as their chains would allow. 
 

“No talking, slaves.” A harsh, deep voice boomed from Nick’s left. Turning, he 
was met with near black eyes. They belonged to a large man dressed like a Ren Faire 
refugee. His pants were dark brown and resembled leather. His shirt, probably originally 
white, and now coated with sweat and the dirt from the road, was tight around his bulk. 
He had several leather bands around his wrists and leather boots encased his feet. The 
most menacing part of him was the long bullwhip he held in his hand. 
 

No, Toto. He definitely wasn’t in Kansas anymore. 
 

Nick could never be accused of cowardice, but looking at this man, his fingers 
fondling the whip lovingly, he knew it best to keep his mouth shut. His mother had raised 
no fool. 
 

When those disturbing eyes turned from him, Nick closed his eyes and prayed this 
was all a dream. Had he hit his head somehow? Or maybe it was a hallucination due to 
loss of blood? Posttraumatic stress disorder? He had just seen a coworker murdered. So 
maybe he was lying in some hospital room having a nightmare. 
 

Yes, that was it. This was just a horrible nightmare caused from the horrific 
experience he’d gone through. But -- he looked at his arm and thigh, both of which 
caused him tremendous pain -- why were his wounds untreated? His injuries had been 
inexpertly wrapped with cloth that looked none too sterile. Blood had already soaked 
through them. Wouldn’t they get infected this way? 
 

That’s it. An infection. His wounds had become infected and the fever was 
causing these hallucinations. Making him dream he was bumping along a country lane, 
riding in a medieval jail cart. He gave himself a pinch, but it just made him wince. 
 

Nick couldn’t wake up too soon. 
 

* * * * * 
 

“Nicholas.” A soft whisper of breath grazed his ear. “Nicholas, I’ve waited so 
long.” The voice was low, hypnotic. Melodic, but deep -- a male voice. But no one called 
him Nicholas. Not since he left grade school. Again something brushed over his ear. “We 
are waiting.” 
 

Startled awake, Nick gasped as pain tore through his leg. Even with his jeans and 
the makeshift bandage covering the wound, he could see and feel the swelling in his 
thigh. Yep, definitely infected. 
 

He looked around at the bars surrounding him. Still in the cage. He didn’t know 
how much time he had lost, but the sun, high in the sky when he’d woken earlier, had 
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made its way halfway toward the horizon. He wondered why his delirious mind had 
created exactly the same illusion as before. The best he could figure was that he was in a 
coma. He’d read accounts of this kind of thing. But why had his subconscious conjured 
such a primitive place? If this was somehow spawned by his reading tastes, his brain was 
way off. His leisure reading leaned toward murder mysteries by authors such as James 
Patterson or John Grisham. Though he’d had little time to read since the Amos Bronson 
case. 
 

He closed his eyes, fighting back the nausea threatening to overwhelm him. If he 
had any dignity, he’d not throw up in front of these people. Unbidden, his muddled 
memories flooded in, diverting his attention from his physical discomfort. 
 

The bodies of the eight women flashed in his mind. Eight women who were 
strangers to him when they died. But the ninth? He knew Kathy Taylor. She was a 
secretary with the department. He’d had drinks with her and her deputy boyfriend at a 
local bar. That made the entire case more personal. 
 

The sick feeling in his stomach increased with the memory of her standing naked, 
bruised, and gagged. Her arms were bound above her head; tears tracking down her 
cheeks, she’d trembled with fright. Bronson had murdered her in cold blood. He’d held 
the knife to her throat and sliced it without a second thought. At the final moment, 
Kathy’s eyes had widened in shock. There had been no time for her to scream or fight 
back. Blood gushed from the wound, draining away her life. 
 

The alternating sway and jolt of the cage finally stopped once they reached what 
appeared to be a village. The relief that flooded through Nick was palpable, knocking him 
from his reverie. Surely someone there could help him. 
 

But hope quickly deflated as he studied his surroundings. 
 

There were people milling about, but none were paying them much attention. In 
fact, not a single person looked at the men in the cage. They only glanced at the man 
walking beside the horse. 
 

The people’s clothing was drab. No one wore the rich colors of cotton and silk 
that decorated the streets of Miami. The few women Nick saw wore gray or dull-colored 
dresses, their heads covered by a matching cloak. The men wore pants of various colors 
like the men in the cage with him, but they also wore shirts, which were mostly white, 
with short sleeves. 
 

He saw practical shacks instead of the two-story, five-million-dollar homes of 
Miami. This place looked to be as primitive as medieval times. Hell, Miami’s worst 
neighborhoods had better housing for the poor. Dirt, dirt, and more dirt; no sign of paved 
roads or manicured lawns. And not a single motorized vehicle to be seen. There were 
only horses, cows, sheep, mules, and even a few animals he’d never seen before. 
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Nick blinked several times, hoping that would help him wake from this 
nightmare. Everything stayed as it was, though. Foreign. Definitely not home. 
 

The creepy man the others had called the Master came around and opened the 
cage door. One by one, the men were taken from the cage and locked to a length of taut 
chain strung between two poles. 
 

The Master, mumbling under his breath, had to drag Nick out of the cage when he 
was too weak to maneuver toward the opening. Nick tumbled to the ground, crying out 
when he landed on his injured leg. When the Master tried to jerk him to his feet, Nick’s 
instincts took over. Fight or flight. He had to try both. Nick struggled against his captor 
with all of his strength, but between his leg unable to hold his weight and the dizziness 
overwhelming his fevered head, the attempt was futile. He staggered, then the Master 
punched him in the face and easily overpowered him. 
 

The Master dragged Nick to the chain and attached him to it like the others, 
uncaring that he collapsed to the ground, moaning in agony. The man cranked a handle 
on one of the poles, levering the chain upward until all the men stood straight, their arms 
pulled tightly over their heads. 
 

Nick screamed through the entire process as pain speared like a thousand knives 
through his battered body. He knew he was a hair from losing consciousness as agony 
seized his body and made it a home. 
 

Biting on his tongue to stay awake, Nick forced his eyes open. Even when, alone, 
he’d chased Bronson into a deserted warehouse, he’d never felt this type of fear and 
uncertainty rolling through him. Never had he felt as vulnerable or helpless as a newborn 
baby. These were new emotions for Nick, and he hated every second of it. 
 

Movement to his left caught his attention. A man slit the neck of a sheared sheep. 
The dark blood pooled in a pan beneath the animal. Immediately the murdered women’s 
faces welled up before him. Images of the circle and its strange markings flashed through 
his mind, as did the blood oozing from Bronson’s chest and head, wounds created by his 
gun. Blood everywhere. The hot, metallic smell permanently embedding in his nasal 
cavities. The sight making his stomach churn. 
 

He was so screwed. 
 

The madness of the images shifting over and over in his head drove Nick to 
struggle against the chains holding him. His wounded leg was nearly worthless, the pain 
taking his breath whenever he tried to put weight on it, but he didn’t care. Freedom was 
the only thought he had now. He refused to be a lamb led to slaughter. Refused to let 
Bronson slit his throat and drain him dry in his sick pursuit of immortality. 
 

Nick didn’t notice the metal cutting into his skin or the blood dripping down his 
arms. He didn’t feel the gag shoved between his lips and secured about his head to muffle 
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his screams. So entrenched in his struggle and fright, he didn’t even notice the whip 
snapping at his back, shredding his shirt as well as his skin. 
 

“Release him,” a voice commanded, a sliver of sanity slicing through Nick’s fear, 
drawing him slightly from the bleak darkness of his mind. 
 

“But --” protested the harsh voice of the Master. 
 

“I said release him. Now.” 
 

That voice. It broke through another chunk of Nick’s conscious mind…soothing. 
He’d heard it before. Calling his name. Distantly, Nick felt his arms being released from 
the heavy chain binding him. He immediately collapsed to the dusty ground, the 
adrenaline powering his struggle fading as quickly as it had come. He was drained. 
Beyond exhausted. Unable to move, barely able to whimper. With his eyes closed, Nick 
tried to concentrate on what was being said. Strained to hear that voice again. 
 

“What price do you ask?” 
 

Nick’s body gave a shudder of relief as the sound of each word drew him farther 
from the darkness still clinging to his mind. 
 

“Twenty kigrons.” The answer was gruff and clipped. 
 

“Twenty for such as he? He’s practically dead and raving mad from the looks of 
him.” 
 

Footsteps neared Nick. He ached to lift his head. To see who the voice -- the voice 
that was saving his sanity -- belonged to, but he had no strength. He shivered, though the 
air was thick and hot. 
 

“I should ship you to Central myself for such a scam.” The tone was callous, 
berating. 
 

The Master sputtered, and Nick could conjure an image of the man with his head 
bowed, trying to come up with an excuse as if he’d been caught with his hand in the 
cookie jar. 
 

“I’ll pay you five kigrons and you better hope he lives.” 
 

“Yes, sir,” the Master said, his tone meek like a disciplined child’s. 
 

Nick willed his eyes to open, to see what was happening, but his muscles refused 
to comply. He’d exhausted his strength in his mad struggle. All he could do was lie there 
as he felt the gag and manacles removed, and his body being lifted easily from the 
ground. Unconsciousness threatened him again, but still he fought it. 
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“You are safe. Sleep now. Heal.” 

 
The voice soothed Nick. Every last bit of the beckoning oblivion engulfed him as 

he suddenly felt as if he were flying. 

 

Buy link: http://www.loose-id.net/detail.aspx?ID=605 
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