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Blurb: 

 

Bass player Ty Synclair is discontented with the women that come through his life who 

love him for his money, image, and fame.  He believes there has to be one woman, 

somewhere, who will love him for who he is, not the package sold to the public. 

 

Alexis Rivers is finished with her abusive boyfriend and finished with love altogether.  

She wants a man who would simply love and appreciate her.  Since he doesn't seem to 

exist, she wants to remain alone for the rest of her life.  The problem is her heart doesn’t 

agree with her decision, a decision that crumbles fast after literally running into Ty 

Synclair in the middle of a blizzard. 

 

Can two cold hearts spark a fire, when they collide on a snowy mountain road and spend 

three days alone together in a snowbound cabin? 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Ty jogged through two hundred feet of calf-deep snow at the side of the road, to 

where tracks went over the side. The Nova had continued its uncontrolled slide off the 

road, dropped about fifteen feet, and slammed dead center into a fair sized pine tree. The 

front end hugged the tree, keeping the vehicle from falling into the gorge. It was on a 

greater incline than the Honda with only one lone pine to hold the much heavier vehicle. 

Ty couldn't see anyone moving or trying to get out. Not a good sign. 

 

Ty lowered himself carefully down the hillside to the driver’s door and found a 

dazed young woman behind the wheel. Blood trickled down the side of her face from a 

cut across her forehead. Her lap belt was snug around her heavy lavender coat. She was 

looking around, quite confused.  

 

“Bloody hell,” Ty exclaimed, at the sight that met his eyes. 

 

With the fender pushed back over the seam of the door, it took several tries to get 

the door opened. Ty wedged his boot against the edge of the fender, gripped the door 

handle, and pushed as hard as he could. The metal screeched in protest before it crumpled 

out of the way. Ty was thankful that he found the strength, thinking it had all drained 

from him in tonight's performance. 

 

He searched through her car, trying to locate something to press to her bleeding 

forehead. Seeing nothing, he unbuttoned the bottom of his jacket long enough to rip the 

tail from his yellow shirt. 
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With the door open and the windshield broken, the warmth from the interior was 

quickly escaping. Ty unbuckled her lap belt and gently moved her over. He slid in beside 

her, pulling the door closed to preserve what heat he could. She proved to be very light as 

he settled her, getting her to lean her head back. He carefully brushed a few strands of 

blue-black hair from her delicate face and pressed the cotton material against the cut, 

trying his best to remember what to do for a head injury. Her eyes searched the ceiling of 

the car, wandering aimlessly. 

 

“Do I look like a bleedin’ Boy Scout?” Ty spoke to himself, attempting to calm 

the anxiety that was creeping up, trying to overwhelm him. “They’re always prepared. 

I’m not. Come on, Synclair, stay calm.” He moved closer to her. “Miss?” 

 

Ty hoped to bring her back to coherence long enough to find out who she was or 

where she was coming from. Hopefully she didn’t live too far away. If he could get his 

car up on the road, he could at least get her some help. Or walk there if it wasn’t too far. 

 

The mobile phone. 

 

Duh. 

 

He quickly searched his jacket pockets with one hand. Gone. Must have fallen out 

when he hit the trees. Have to check when I get the bleeding stopped. He pressed firmly 

against the material held to her brow.  

 

A moan escaped her lips, startling Ty from his thoughts. He shook back his thick 

hair, placing his mouth close to her ear. “Miss?” 

 

"Oh, Lord.” She turned toward him. “You’re up already?” 

 

The girl stared at him with deep, brown eyes. But in those dark pools, Ty saw 

something he didn’t like.  

 

Terror. 

 

She gave a startled cry, sliding from his touch, pushing his hand away as she 

grabbed the handle of the passenger door, tugging franticly. Her knit gloves would not 

allow her to get a good grip on the handle, her hands slipping continually from the metal 

lever. 

 

“Calm down, lady.” He tried to hold her, fearing she would hurt herself further as 

she pulled with futility at the door handle. 

 

“Don’t hurt me, Les.” She screamed in breathless terror, using the last of her 

strength to pound her fist on the glass. Panic quickly overcame her. She slipped from 

consciousness. 
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Ty heard a crunching sound. The car lurched to the side, swinging around the tree 

about a foot before it stopped. It was obvious that the car had no intention of staying 

where it was for very long. 

 

Ty caught the girl as she slumped against the door, leaning her against his chest. 

He had to get her out of the car before it decided to give in to gravity. Ty grabbed her bag 

from the floor, placing it on her lap. Carefully, he pushed himself backward to the door, 

gently pulling the girl along by her coat. He tried to move as smoothly as he could, not 

wanting to make any jarring moves that might set the vehicle into motion. 

 

Pretty daft of me to climb in here in the first place. 

 

Her struggle had apparently upset the balance of the vehicle and he had no 

intention of making it worse. He reached behind his back, pushing the door open as 

slowly as he could while holding on to her. 

 

With the angle of the car, it was difficult to push the door open. After several 

tries, he turned, giving it a shove. When he did, the door sprung all the way open. He 

jammed his boot against it to keep the door from rebounding closed again. He cursed as 

the car shifted again, another foot toward the gorge. 

 

Ty held his breath until he felt the car stabilize. He slid out of the Nova, planting 

his boots as firmly on the snowy hillside as he could. Now that he was standing, he 

dragged the girl across the seat. He grabbed her bag and threw it behind him while 

holding on to her collar. Once he was sure of his footing, he tugged gently on her jacket, 

sliding her slowly out. She was dead weight and he didn’t know what injuries she might 

have, so he feared moving her too quickly. 

 

He had her upper body clear of the car when there was a creaking sound and the 

snow beneath the tires crunched in protest as the heavy vehicle began to slide in earnest. 

Ty wrapped his arms under hers, leaning uphill away from the car, digging his heels in as 

he tried to pull her clear. 

 

Her booted foot caught on the steering wheel as the Nova gave in to gravity. 

 

Buy link:  
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Blurb: 

 

The last thing Emily Jordan needs in her life is a man, and certainly not one who uses his 

fists in his work. Her father hit her mother, and Emily’s already made the mistake of 

marrying a man who seemed to be a dream come true, but proved to be no better. An 

emergency room doctor and volunteer at a women’s shelter, she sees more than enough 

of the results of violence in the world, and has no use for anybody who contributes to it.  

 

When she treats Eric Cameron in her ER after a bar brawl, her opinions of men in general 

seem to be confirmed. It isn’t until she meets Eric outside her eight-year-old son’s school 

after Eric gives a talk against using drugs and alcohol, that Emily learns he’s a hockey 

player, and her son’s newest idol. Robbie has been begging her to let him play hockey for 

months, and has now enlisted his new friend Eric, captain of the struggling Minneapolis 

Saints, to help him convince Emily to let him play.  

 

Eric Cameron is more than willing to be Robbie’s ally. He’s never met a woman who 

intrigued him so much. Emily Jordan has it all…brains and beauty, a home of her own, a 

career she excels at, a son who adores her, and loving friends and family to help her bring 

it all together in a way Eric has longed for ever since he was a kid living over the 

ramshackle bar his mom ran when his dad ran out on them. He realized early on that 

hockey was going to be his only way out of spending his life busting up barfights.  

 

Still, Eric was raised to respect and protect women, and this feisty, independent woman 

who wants nothing to do with him—and needs nothing from him--totally confounds him. 

The memory of her healing hands that first night drives him to find the key to Emily’s 

heart, because he knows that once he wins it, he will have everything he’s ever wanted in 

life. But for him to succeed would mean that Emily would have to give up everything she 

has—her home, her career, her independence--and subject her life to the whims of the 

NHL….for a hockey player’s life is anything but settled.  

 

Will Eric be able to win her heart despite her opposition to the only life he’s ever known? 

Or when the season ends will he move on again--alone? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

He didn’t use words. He didn’t have to. His eyes, his smile, his touch said it all. 

His hands trailed against her flushed skin, soothing her nerves like summer rain. As her 

body filled with renewed desire, he feathered her face with short, playful kisses between 

long, deep, soul kisses. Instinct and emotion took over as she lifted her arms to his neck. 

He pressed closer, glided his hands upward to soothe the aching fullness in her breasts. 
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He enticed her upright until they sat facing each other, she on her knees before him, her 

hands on his shoulders. Gently he caught the hem of her sweatshirt. “I want to see you.” 

 

Anxiety arrowed straight into her womb as their eyes locked. She couldn’t help 

but wonder if he’d be disappointed by what he saw. It had been so long, and Ryan had 

been so quick to criticize. 

 

She nodded, and he lifted her sweatshirt over her head. 

 

“You’re more beautiful than I imagined,” Eric whispered, his voice raw with 

restrained need. 

 

She shuddered with an answering need. “Touch me, Eric. Please.”  

 

He did, and she nearly wept at the joy of it. She bit her lower lip to keep from 

moaning, and closed her eyes as his skilled hands skimmed her skin, his calluses offered 

sweet sensation. Her breathing soft and shallow, she leaned into his caresses, arched her 

neck, and let her hair fall to her hips. 

 

“That’s it sweetheart, don’t hold back. Just let it go. There’s nobody here but us 

and I love the sound of you aroused.” 

 

She exhaled on a ragged moan, then gasped as he replaced his hands with his 

mouth on her breasts. Blindly she reached for him as pleasure so intense it was almost 

painful shot through her. 

 

“Easy, honey, easy.” 

 

He stilled and she relaxed, dropping her chin to her chest. Tentatively, she 

gathered him close. He smiled against her skin. “That’s it, Emily. Just tell me what you 

want. Show me. I won’t do anything you don’t like.” 

 

His husky promise melted the last of her reservations. Wordlessly she guided him 

on a slow, sensual journey of discovery that brought her more pleasure than she had 

known was possible. He followed her lead until he had her nerve endings so sensitized 

the mere hint of his breath on her skin had her whimpering in response. 

 

Eric eased her back onto the bed. He slipped his fingers inside the waistband of 

her sweatpants and gave a light tug. “Lift up, sweetheart. I need to find out if the rest of 

you tastes this good.” 

 

Within seconds her pants were a heap on the floor, Eric warm and naked beside 

her. 

 

“Oh, Emily, you’re so damn wet.” 
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She smiled dreamily. “I can’t imagine why.” 

 

Eric rumbled with low, satisfied laughter. Emily opened her eyes to find him 

propped on one elbow, shaking his head. “I had no idea you’d be this much fun in bed.” 

Emily grinned. “Neither did I.” 

 

He smoothed her hair away from her face. “We’re going to be so good together.” 

She lifted a hand to his cheek. “We already are.” 

 

He kissed her palm, her wrist, her inner elbow. Then swore. 

 

“Eric? What’s wrong?” 

 

Deep apology entered his eyes. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. It’s just 

that I, uh, didn’t bring anything. As in I wasn’t planning on this tonight?” 

 

That he hadn’t come to see her with sex in mind pleased Emily enormously. She 

raised her eyebrow and offered a sassy grin. “Then it’s a good thing you’re in bed with a 

doctor.” She rolled across the bed and reached for her briefcase on the floor. “I just 

happen to have some samples you might like to try on for size.” 

 

Eric stared. “You carry condoms in your brief-case?” 

 

Emily popped open the locks, pulled out a foil packet and wiggled it wickedly in 

front of him. “You’re not the only one who gives lectures and passes out souvenirs 

afterward, Mr. Cameron.” 

 

His expression turned to one of delight. “You lecture about sex?” 

 

“About safer sex,” she corrected primly. “Once a month at the Women’s Health 

Connection.” She continued her spiel just as primly. “It’s part of a program the hospital 

offers as a community service to women looking for advice on a variety of health-related 

topics. Diet, exercise, coping with stress...” 

 

“And sex.” 

 

Emily broke into a wide grin, loving his delight. “And sex.” 

 

Eric shook his head in amazement. How...did I ever get so lucky?” 

 

The catch in his voice told Emily the question had nothing to do with sex or 

condoms, and everything to do with the need that had drawn them toward this moment 

since the night they’d met. The need she had refused to examine, for fear of what she 

would find. 
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But the time for fear and mistrust was over. Emily closed the briefcase and set it 

back on the floor. Her heart in her eyes, she offered Eric her hand. “I’m the lucky one.” 

 

Buy link:  
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/index.php?main_page=index&manufacturers_id=48&z

enid=8b6afd63fa80d97c4afd12e7d473c90d 
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Blurb: 

After a mysterious object that Violet Hamilton found under a floorboard is valued by a 

TV expert, Sheikh Fayad al Khalifa comes to find Violet.  Political dynamite, the only 

way he can keep her safe is to put her on his private jet, take her to his desert kingdom 

and...marry her! 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 

Violet had been waiting for what seemed like hours but eventually it was her turn 

and she limped forward with the object she’d bought along to the “Trash or Treasure” 

Roadshow. 

 

She’d already been through the junk/interesting/wow! “triage” at the entrance and 

since the object she’d brought along for assessment had received a unanimous “wow!”, 

and been red-stickered to indicate its status, a television camera zoomed in to film the 

expert’s reaction. 

 

She was not carried away on a tide of excitement by all this enthusiasm.  It only 

meant that her piece of “trash” was unusual enough to arouse interest – and not 

necessarily of the kindly variety.  This show was, after all, primarily “entertainment” and 

if you set yourself up as an “Aunt Sally”, you had to expect the knocks. 

 

She hadn’t wanted to come.  It was, Sarah, her next door neighbour who’d 

insisted on dragging her reluctant bones along to the town hall so that she could be 

publicly humiliated for the amusement of several million Sunday night viewers.  Sarah 

who, just at the moment when she needed her for moral support, had disappeared in 

search of a loo.   

 

Pregnancy was no excuse…  

  

‘What have we got here?’  The “expert”,  permanently tanned, silver-haired, a 

darling of the blue-rinse brigade, was familiar from the many evenings she’d sat watching 

this programme with her grandmother. 

  

‘I don’t know,’ she said, truthfully, putting the brown padded envelope she had 

been clutching to her chest on the baize covered table in front of him.  ‘To be honest I 

feel a bit of a fool bringing it here --’ ... she felt better for getting that out, disassociating 

herself from any pretence to have found “treasure” ... ‘-- but my neighbour lived in the 

Middle East for a while and she thought it was … interesting.’   

 

Oh, lame, Violet Hamilton.  Pathetic to blame someone not here to defend herself.    
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‘Well, let’s have a look at it shall we?’  He tipped a rag-wrapped bundle out onto 

the table in front of him. 

 

‘That’s just how I found it,’ Violet said, quickly, not wanting him to think she 

routinely kept her valuables wrapped in rotted black silk.  Not that she had any valuables.  

‘This morning,’ she added.  ‘When I put my foot through the floorboards.’  The 

cameraman pointed his lens at her strapped up ankle.  Terrific...  This was her “fifteen 

minutes of fame” and already her ankle was more interesting.  ‘It must have been there 

for years,’ she said. 

 

Without a word he carefully unfolded the rotted silk to reveal an ornately 

decorated dagger.  Around them people crowded in to get a closer look.  

 

That it was old was not in doubt.  The handle had the patina of hard-use and, inset 

in the top was a large, smoothly polished red stone the size of a pigeon’s egg.  The sheath 

wasn’t straight, but sharply curved and adorned with fancy silver and gold-coloured 

filigree work into which were set three similar, tear-shaped red stones, decreasing in size 

as they reached the curved point and looking for all the world as if the stone on the 

handle was bleeding along its length.  

 

The man said nothing for so long that Violet said, ‘If I’d seen it on a market stall, 

I’d had sworn it was a pantomime prop.  Something the genie might wear in Aladdin.’  

The crowd, obligingly, laughed.  ‘All glass beads and plastic handle,’ she added. 

 

Then, as he eased the knife out of the sheath and the lights glinted off the blade, 

the laughter died.  

 

‘It’s not a theatrical prop,’ he said, unnecessarily.   

 

‘No.’  And belatedly Violet wondered exactly how many laws she’d broken 

simply by carrying the thing in public.   

 

‘You found it under the floorboards you said?’ he prompted, with a keen, 

assessing glance.  ‘And which floorboards would they be?’   

 

‘My floorboards,’ she replied a touch defensively, although now that the equity 

release people had done their sums the floorboards – along with most of the structure – 

were apparently theirs.   

 

‘I’m the fourth generation of my family to live there,’ she added.  And the last.    

 

‘Then it’s likely that someone in your family hid it?’ 

 

‘Unless burglars have started breaking in and leaving loot instead of taking it,’ she 

agreed, and raised another laugh from the people crowded round to listen to what he had 

to say.  Maybe she should consider a career in “stand-up”… 
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‘Indeed,’ he agreed, his smile as fake as his tan.  It was his job to make the 

humorous remarks.  ‘Maybe we can come back to that.’  Then, turning back to the knife, 

‘The Arab world has always been famous for its weapons and this is a khanjar, mostly 

worn now as a ceremonial piece in the same way as swords are worn with dress 

uniforms.’ 

 

He talked about the blade, about how the sharply curved scabbard was made, the 

skills being passed on from one generation of craftsmen to the next.  He knew his stuff 

and the crowd around them was quiet now, intent.  They knew that when he took this 

amount of time it was because he’d found something a bit special.  

 

‘This knife is exceptional,’ he continued.  ‘Not only is the blade of the very 

highest quality, but the handle is made from rare, much-prized rhino horn.’ 

 

‘Eeeuw...’  Violet sat back, instinctively distancing herself from it. 

 

‘It’s more than a hundred years old,’ he said, reassuringly.   

 

‘Does that make a difference?’ she asked.  ‘The rhino still died just to furnish 

some man with a handle for his knife.’ 

 

‘The transference of power had a potent appeal.  It was a different world…’ 

 

‘Not that different.’ 

 

‘No.’  Then, turning to a safer subject, he went on, ‘The filigree work is fine gold 

and silver and the use of rubies...’ 

 

‘Rubies!’ Violet exclaimed, forgetting all about the poor rhino who’d given up his 

horn just so that some dumb man would feel invincible when he wielded this blade.  

Forgetting everything in her shock.  ‘They can’t possibly be rubies!’ 

 

This time his smile was genuine.  It was finds like this, reactions like hers, that 

made the programme compulsive viewing. 

 

‘I mean they’re huge,’ she said.  Then, ‘I thought they were glass.’  And raised 

another laugh.  This time for her foolishness.  Everyone was an expert… 

 

‘They might well have been,’ he agreed.  ‘All kinds of decoration can and has 

been used on this kind of knife, but these stones are the real thing.  Cabochon rubies – 

that is they have been polished rather than cut.’ 

 

Violet, aware that something more was expected, could only manage a slightly 

croaky, ‘Oh…’  
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Rubies…   

 

‘What we have here is the kind of weapon that would have been owned and worn 

by a chief.  A sheikh,’ he elaborated.  ‘Maybe even a sultan.  It has a certain Ottoman 

splendour.  It needs cleaning, of course, but even in this state I can’t remember when I’ve 

seen anything quite so fine.’ 

 

It was rare for anything to reduce Violet to silence, but he had managed it. 

 

‘The really interesting a question is how it came to be hidden beneath your 

floorboards?’  

 

Violet was well aware what it must look like.  What everyone must be thinking.  

That it had been stolen and, too hot to fence, had been hidden away and eventually 

forgotten about but her family had enough of a history without adding larceny to the list, 

so she said, ‘I suppose it could have something to do with the family legend.’   

 

‘Family legend?’  

 

‘The one about my great-great grandmother being a blue-eyed Arabian princess 

who sewed her jewels into her clothes,’ she said, ‘and ran away from her husband with 

my great-great grandfather.’ 

 

It was, gratifyingly, Mr Smooth’s turn to be reduced to silence if only 

momentarily.     

 

‘An Arabian princess?’ he repeated, with a touch of uncertainty.  She could see 

from his expression that he wasn’t sure whether she was pulling his leg. 

 

‘With blue eyes,’ she confirmed, beginning to see the possibilities for 

entertainment, herself.  ‘I’d always assumed it was just one of those tales that had grown 

in the telling.’  She shrugged, leaving him to make up his own mind.  

 

‘Most stories have some element of truth in them,’ he suggested.  ‘Was he a 

soldier?  Your great-great-grandfather?’ 

 

‘He was in the army.  A bandsman.  A piper.  They were medics.  Stretcher 

bearers,’ she explained.   

 

‘Quite.’  Then,  ‘It’s more likely that he brought this back from the Middle East as 

a trophy,’ he said, apparently discounting the Arabian princess theory as pure fantasy.  

‘Possibly from Turkey.  This kind of elaborate decoration was favoured in the Ottoman 

dynasty.’ 

 

‘Actually,’ she said, refusing to allow him to dismiss her story in quite so casual a 

manner, ‘it was the “princess” and the “jewels” I always assumed were the tall stories.’  
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 Her great-great-grandfather had braved artillery fire to carry wounded soldiers to 

safety, had a Military Medal to attest to his heroism, and she wasn’t having him publicly 

branded a thief.  ‘Great-great grandma Fatima was real enough.  I have a photograph of 

her.’   

 

There was a stiffly-posed sepia-tinted photograph of a tall, exotically handsome 

woman, standing behind her seated husband in the “family gallery” on the kitchen 

dresser.  

 

‘And a letter.  In Arabic…’ 

 

‘Well...’  For a moment he appeared lost for words – twice in one day had to be a 

record.  ‘Well, you have a real story.  And a rich treasure.  Knives like these are very 

much in demand and if you were to put it up for auction in a specialist sale...’   

 

He mentioned some ridiculous sum of money and all around her she heard gasps.  

And she was the one left struggling for words. 

 

It was, Violet thought, numbly, a bit like a fairy tale. 

 

She’d been in her grandmother’s bedroom, emptying her wardrobe, sorting out 

what was good enough to send to the charity shop, when she’d stepped back and gone 

through a floorboard that had creaked for as long as she could remember.  And then, 

having pulled out her foot, she’d seen the carefully wrapped black silk bundle. 

 

Buried treasure.   

 

She was still in shock when the photographer from the local newspaper said 

“smile” and took her photograph. 

 

*  *  * 

 

‘I’m sorry to disturb you, Fayad,’ the Ambassador said, but the press attaché has 

just received a call from the news desk of the London Chronicle about a story they’re 

running tomorrow.  It’s something I thought you might want to know about.’   

 

Sheikh Fayad al Khalifa, grandson to the ruler of Ras al Kawi, looked up from his 

laptop.  His cousin would not have disturbed him unless it had been something important.   

 

‘What scandal has my father visited upon us now?’ he asked, sitting back, 

prepared for the worse. 

 

‘No…  No, it’s nothing like that, in sh’Allah,’ Hamad, was quick to reassure him.  

‘It seems that a young woman took a spectacular khanjar for expert valuation to some 

television programme that was being recorded this afternoon.’ 
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‘That makes the national news in this country?’ 

 

‘There were rubies,’ he replied.  ‘Very large rubies.  And a story about a runaway 

Arabian princess and stolen jewels, which apparently makes it…’ He hesitated, then with 

distaste, said, ‘Sexy.’ 

 

Fayad stilled.  ‘Go on.’ 

 

‘The local paper picked up the story and passed it along and having done some 

research the Chronicle has, inevitably, come up with the mystery of the long-lost “Blood 

of Tariq”.  They’re running the story, using the photograph of your great-great-

grandfather with Lawrence, along with the original 1917 despatch from the front line in 

tomorrow’s first edition.  They were hoping for a comment from the Embassy.’ 

 

‘Did they get one?’ 

 

‘Only that many fakes of the “Blood of Tariq” had been produced over the years 

and this is undoubtedly one of them.  That the value of the rubies is nothing compared to 

the value of owning the khanjar touched by Lawrence.’  

 

‘Yes…’  Fayad sat back, squeezing the bridge of his nose between his fingers.   

The “Blood of Tariq” had a mystical power that put it beyond price.  To hold it, possess 

it, was to hold the fate of Ras al Kawi in your hand.   

 

A fake.   

 

It had to be a fake, but in the present climate that might be irrelevant.   

  

It was what people believed that mattered. 

 

Lost, the khanjar was a legend, a tale for old men as they sat around the campfire 

recalling past glories.  

 

Found it was trouble.   

 

His grandfather was failing in health, his father was a disaster and, in the wrong 

hands even a fake, especially one with such an incendiary story attached to it, could 

prove disastrous to his country.   

 

‘You know who she is, this woman?  Where to find her?’ 

 

‘Her name is Violet Hamilton.  She’s twenty-two years old, unmarried.  For the 

last three years she’d been caring for her sick grandmother.  The old lady died two weeks 

ago.  At present she’s living alone in her grandmother’s house in Camden where the 

khanjar was found.  The equity of the house is owned by a property company, however, 

so she is about to become homeless.’   
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Fayad raised an eyebrow and the Ambassador smiled.  ‘I don’t ask how he does it, 

but in any exchange of information you can be sure that our man came out with the better 

deal.’ 

 

‘Thank him for me.’  

 

‘I will.’  Then, ‘You’ll make her an offer for it?  You know it can’t be real, Fayad.  

The original was surely broken up for the gold, the stones, decades ago.’  

 

‘Princess Fatima would never have done that.  She knew that its worth lies in 

more than rubies and gold.  Knew its power in the right hands.  But real or fake it’s a bad 

time for it to come to light.  There are tribal factions who will move heaven and earth to 

get hold of it.’  

 

Because of the reclusive nature of his grandfather, the lack of interest his father 

had shown in anything but the money, Ras al Kawi had remained relatively untouched by 

the tide of offshore banking and tourism that had swept through neighbouring countries.   

 

He had such plans for it and now, just when things were finally beginning to take 

shape and he was preparing to move the country into the twenty-first century, onto the 

international stage, he was being faced with some mystical symbol straight out of a 

medieval melodrama.   

 

It couldn’t just be coincidence.   

 

This had to be some elaborate hoax set-up by someone planning to seize power.  

Except for the story of the runaway princess.  And yet, for power, some disaffected 

member of the family might have betrayed them.  Even his disinherited father… 

 

‘It scarcely matters if it is real or not, Hamad,’ he said, abruptly.  ‘We have to 

secure this knife before the story gains ground.  And the woman, too.’ 

 

‘The woman?  You’re not suggesting you carry her back to Ras al Kawi as 

symbolic proof of the restoration of Khalifa pride?  As your grandfather’s Ambassador I 

really could not allow that.’   

 

‘As my grandfather’s Ambassador I suggest you concentrate on the word 

“symbolic”.  Forget the khanjar for a moment.  How safe do you think Miss Hamilton 

will be once it becomes rumoured that she is a descendent of Princess Fatima?  There will 

be people ready to use her as a cipher at best.  At worst…’  He left that to his cousin’s 

imagination. 

 

‘And you?  What do you want with her, Fayad?  Bearing in mind that I will be the 

one carpeted by the British Foreign Secretary if anything should happen to her.’ 
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‘What could I possibly want other than to extend to this descendant of Princess 

Fatima the hospitality of our country?’ he replied, wryly.  ‘Invite her to discover her true 

heritage.’ 

 

Hamad gave him a look that suggested he could think of any number of things, 

but confined himself to, ‘And suppose she doesn’t want to go to Ras al Kawi?’ 

 

‘I will have to use all my diplomatic skills to persuade her that it’s in her best 

interests.  Have no fear, Hamad.  She will be treated with the utmost respect.’  Then, 

almost as an afterthought, ‘After all, if she genuinely is a descendant of Fatima al Sayyid, 

then she, too, is a princess.’  

 

‘In other words she’ll be feted and entertained and never notice that she’s in a 

gilded cage.  What happens when she wants to fly?’ 

 

‘My grandfather is desperate for me to re-marry,’ he said, without expression.  

‘An alliance between the Khalifa family and a descendant of Princess Fatima al-Sayyid 

would be right in so many ways…’ 

 

‘The Sayyid family might not take that view.  Nor might Miss Hamilton.’ 

 

‘True.  But possession, as they say, is nine-tenths of the law.’   

 

‘You haven’t got her yet, Fayad.  For all you know, she’s already sold the khanjar 

to one of the dealers who undoubtedly take a keen interest in these events.’ 

 

 

Buy link: http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/0263866785?ie=UTF8&tag=lizfiel-

21&linkCode=as2&camp=1634&creative=6738&creativeASIN=0263866785 
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Blurb: 

 

Shrouded in the Mists of Avalon is a Hidden Legacy. 

Enter this mythical in-between realm of Power and discover… 

 

~~ * * * ~~ 

 

Syther the Quitch is angry. 

Someone new has arrived in Glastonbury, England. 

 

Shayla Brinawell carries many secrets.  

Destiny propels her path. Paths have twists… 

Magic astounds her. Death chases her. Love saves her. 

 

Meekal Magdal-eder Chilkwell, Chalice Well Guardian has always  

known his destiny. A protector of all that is good,  

even in the face of possible death, he insists on standing strong. 

 

Illicit evil looms, threatening to destroy Shayla’s chance for love. She must come  

to terms of a lifetime of denying magic and fully embrace her power. 

 

Held captive within Syther’s wicked plot, will Meekal escape the clutches 

of Shadow Run, Umbra of Darkness? 

 

Twin souls of light bonded in Love.  

Will their magic combine to protect the Sacred Waters of the Chalice Well? 

  

How will Shayla prevail and rescue her one true love? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Journey into Mayhem 

 

Shayla groaned when they landed. She stepped away from Meekal’s embrace, 

shaking her head. “No more right now. Can’t stand it,” she said, rasping through the 

tremors that washed over her. 

 

He took her elbow firmly, yet with gentleness, eyes expressing concern. “Shay, it 

didn’t affect you like this before. What’s wrong?” 

 

A sigh of entangled emotions erupted. The sensation and sound rattled forth, even 

from her perspective. She looked around at their surroundings, attempting to dispel deep-

rooted qualms. They had landed in a wooded area that boasted a clearing with a stone 

circle. “Where are we?” 
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“Midmar Circle,” he replied, caressing her forearm and taking her hand. “I 

thought you might like to see a couple of stone circles while we island hop.” 

 

“Humph.” She began walking the perimeter, trying to force the shakiness from 

her knees. Three stops in less than five minutes was rough riding. She reached up and 

pulled the sticks from her hair, allowing its comforting blanket to cascade. 

 

“Are you going to continue avoiding the topic?” 

 

She planted her feet to the grassy ground, stubbornness spinning in her mind. She 

turned her head, tossing him a frown over her shoulder. “If you must know, my stomach 

lurches every time we, oh I don’t know,” she said, tossing her hair back, “fly?” 

 

“Wind-ride.” 

 

She growled. 

 

“We’re near Echt, Aberdeenshire. Midmar Kirk is right over there.” Meekal 

caught up to her, reached for her hand again, and waved off to the left. “The Kirk owns 

the property which is the reason the circle is so well maintained. Do you see the dirt 

circle linking the stones? Midmar Kirk is the only caretaker who does that. Cullerlie is 

cut in the same manner; however, it has kerbed cairns in the center.” 

 

Shayla surveyed their location. They were in a circular clearing bordered by trees, 

a church and tombstones. The fall breeze whispered through nearly empty branches. 

Green turf, neatly trimmed, surrounded the outside of a stone circle, and bordered a round 

path where the stones stood, exposing the bare ground, creating a perfect earthen circle. 

The inner sanctum returned to well-trimmed turf. Shayla swiveled her gaze back to 

Meekal. “Kal, why are we doing this?”  

 

He entwined their fingers, and squeezed gently. “Doing what? Talking about the 

beautiful monument in front of us?”  

 

Exasperation sent her eyes into a dizzying roll. She pulled their joined hands up to 

motion toward the nearest stone. “Island hopping.” 

 

Seriousness etched his face. “Because, my love, we need to be sure you can 

escape if the situation becomes dire. I already know you can kick their arses. I just need 

to know you can get out. Wind-riding is one of the ways to accomplish that. Dragar’s 

piffle of black smoke can’t compete.”  

 

“Why’s that? And, I noticed you seem to have distain for someone who uses a 

wand. What’s the root cause? Malvenue chasing you when you were a kid?” 
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“Wind-riding is just a cut above—better. No, I’m not automatically prejudiced 

against wizards who use wands. Some of my best friends use them. It’s more…” He led 

her to the recumbent alter stone, placed his strong hands on her waist, and picked her up.  

 

Shayla gasped. She was not accustomed to people lifting her so easily. “More?” 

 

He set her on the stone before leaning in to breathe across her ear. “All right. So 

maybe Malvenue chasing a fifteen-year-old kid does have something to do with my 

opinion of his minions, former or otherwise. But, what you need to understand is that I 

want you to be able to journey on your own. No matter what the circumstances are. It 

takes practice.” In slow motion, he pulled back and ran his hand up her arm.  

 

“Shay,” he whispered huskily. 

 

She swallowed. 

 

Meekal pushed her back, leaned forward, and began to kiss her with rising 

urgency. “Relax,” he said, flicking his tongue against her neck. 

A shiver of anticipation titillated her. She arched closer, seeking more intimate contact. 

“Kal,” she breathed, sucking in his scent. With a moan of longing, she pulled his mouth 

to hers. Kissing deeply, she wrapped her legs tightly around him. Butterflies of longing 

pooled in her belly. 

 

He nibbled her lips.  

 

Shayla growled, biting him in play. 

 

“You’ve got the wrong idea, love. Escape to the other side.” 

 

Anticipation shifted gears. She groaned and tightened her legs. 

 

Meekal grunted. “You’re relaxed now. Go.” 

 

Shayla closed her eyes tightly. Everything squeezed her as if shooting her out of a 

tube. Air propelled her forward. “Argh!”  

Meekal laughed. 

 

“Damn!” Shayla stood opposite Meekal. A groan erupted and she leaned on the 

closest stone for support.  

 

“You did it!” Meekal jogged across the circle and pulled her into an exuberant 

hug, kissing her fervently. 

 

“Kal, I feel like I’m gonna throw up.” 

 

“Oh.” He stepped back, looking her over carefully. “Feel better?” 
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“I’ve been worse,” she grumbled, and then stumbled into the circle. The awesome 

energy pulled her into its heart. She sat and spread her long legs out, resting on the grass. 

After another look around at the stones, Meekal, and trees, Shayla plopped back 

expressing her exasperation with noise and hand waving.  

 

“This is insane,” she said, wishing for the ability to push the emotions and the 

swirling in her stomach away. She watched as the grey clouds in the sky skittered across 

the blue canvas in competition. 

Meekal sat next to her. “Not really. I’ve seen much crazier occurrences.” 

 

Irritation swelled in her belly, rising upward and choking in her throat. She 

coughed in an effort to release it. “Why do you suppose it upsets my stomach so much? It 

didn’t feel like that at the Tor or the Inn.” 

 

He reached forward and placed his hand on her stomach. “I don’t know, are ye 

setting?” 

 

Shayla glared and smacked his hand away, not in the mood to joke.  

 

Meekal sniggered.  

 

Heat burned her cheeks. She increased the intensity of her glare. 

 

He smiled and raised gentle fingers to brush along her cheek and jaw.  

 

Then he became serious.  

 

Watching his expression closely, Shayla’s breath hitched. I wonder if it’ll ever 

fade? This wanting. 

 

“Maybe it’s because of the memory of Syther.” 

 

She sat up abruptly, and crossed her legs, Indian style. “Maybe,” she mused, 

pushing away her previous thoughts. “It was horrible. But then again, so was the getting 

there. I felt torn apart and afraid.” Her voice trailed off into self-disappointment and 

sadness. She looked down at the tattoo on her thumb. “A Guardian is supposed to be 

brave, huh?” 

 

“Shay,” he said, in a low purr, “you need to remember this is all new to you. It 

hasn’t even been two days yet. Here you are, in another country, learning things you 

probably always thought were myth. Actually, your journey to this point has taken 

bravery. I don’t think you really need to worry about that.” 
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“Not everything is new to me.” She spoke so soft, her voice was nearly lost on the 

breeze. Tension tightened entwined fingers, making her knuckles white. She refused to 

meet his eyes. 

 

“What do you mean?”  

 

Shayla pulled her lower lip in, biting it nervously. She sighed, and then 

whispered, “Well, I told you about Mrs. Moore.” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“There were,” she said, and then paused. A deep breath and a quick glance at the 

bordering trees steadied her. “Well, other times, you know.” She returned to biting her 

lip.  

 

“Shay.” 

 

“I’ve done things like what I did with Dragar’s wand before. You know, called for 

things. It was always when no one was around. Especially my mom.” 

 

“You said you didn’t believe in magic.” 

 

“Yeah. I know. What can I say? Truth is I never did.” 

 

“Humph.” 

 

“It’s true.” A weird and wonderful sensation traveled through her at the simple 

admission. She felt unsure whether it was acceptance, anticipation, or a measure of both. 

“Even when things happened, I told myself it wasn’t real. I was just imagining things.” 

 

“Shayla,” Meekal said with firmness. “Now, that sounds crazy. When something 

happens, the simple truth is, it happens.” 

 

She gave a small shrug, and reached for his hand. Enjoying the feel of his 

strength, she tilted her head and ran her other hand over his fingers. “I’d do something 

crazy like know when a traffic light was going to change or call for a Kleenex when I 

knew I would sneeze. Once, I forgot a clean towel for my bath. All I did was say, ‘towel.’ 

One appeared, all warm and toasty.” 

 

Although he squeezed her hand, Meekal’s face registered disbelief. 

 

She squeezed back, lowering her head to hide behind her hair. “Then I’d turn right 

around and deny that anything magical could ever happen.” She brought her gaze up, 

waiting for his reaction. His eyes journeying over her face in a loving caress gave a sense 

of protective warmth. 

 



 34

“I think what’s happening when you wind-ride is a culmination of your disbelief 

and the memory of Syther. You have it all jumbled in your mind. That makes it more 

difficult. You need to get clear about your intention and focus. Then put the memory of 

Syther somewhere so it won’t bother you.” 

 

Shayla pulled her hand away, grabbing a blade of grass, and then fiddled with it, 

thinking. “All the negative thoughts must stop.” She tossed the piece of grass to the side. 

She stood with a growl and began to spin in a circle, arms held perpendicular to her body. 

She moved faster and faster, spurred by determination. With a yell, she disappeared. 

 

“Shayla!” 

 

She landed hard on the alter with a grunt and stumbled, the ground threatened to 

rise up. 

 

Meekal rushed forward. 

 

Shayla caught herself before falling. Head still spinning, she looked down at his 

worried face. “I’m okay. Woozy, but okay.” She sat on the stone alter. “Kal?” 

 

He pulled her into an embrace and softly kissed her hair. “Humm?” 

 

Shayla traced his jaw with tingling fingers. “When I was in Syther’s lair, I saw 

that he has a pet panther.” 

 

“Aye. Sheitan.” 

 

“You know about her?” 

 

“I actually met her once. Why do you ask?” 

 

“Well, I talked to her. She didn’t let Syther know I was there. It was actually a bit 

weird. I was afraid she would reveal me to him.” 

 

“No. Well, even though she is bound to Syther, you are Fae. She has a deeper 

bond with you.” He ran his fingers through his hair, resulting in it standing up at odd 

angles. 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“Fae are royalty in the creature world.” 

 

Jagged energy shot through her veins and she sat up straight and gripped the edge 

of the stone beneath her. “Next, you’re going to tell me I’m a creature and my ears will 

become pointed.” 
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“No,” he said, chuckling. “Although you’d be cute with pointy ears.” He reached 

forward and pulled her into a kiss. 

 

She nibbled his tongue, moaning. Closeness with him propelled her soul to new 

heights. She sent her hands exploring, finding warm flesh beneath his sweater. She 

scooted forward on the stone, and wrapped her legs around him, in anticipation. Their 

tongues dancing in reunion sent her heart into tighter rhythm with his. 

 

Meekal’s hands journeyed on a quest. When Shayla found his bare skin, he leaned 

in closer, encouraging avid exploration. 

 

Vibrant warm skin beneath her fingertips, Shayla spiraled them, sighing when 

Meekal responded. The heat in his eyes sent excited fluttering sensations over her. “Kal,” 

she said breathlessly. “Don’t tease.” 

 

A soft laugh against her skin accompanied his husky voice. “I’m not teasing.” A 

soft-spoken incantation and his hands found the flesh of her inner thighs. 

 

Longing pooled in her lower belly. Surprise at the disappearance of her jeans 

opened her burning desire. The sultry seduction upon his countenance set her on fire. She 

lay on the stone alter allowing stoked desire to flame. Laughing eyes, and then the 

luscious form of Meekal’s tongue sent waves of bliss through her. 

 

She wanted to scream when he performed sensual strokes with expertise. “Ahhh!” 

Shayla pushed into his mouth, clutching and scratching at the stone beneath her. 

 

Meekal sucked, teasing, provoking liquid heat. His questing fingers titillated her. 

 

Unabashed delight skittered through her veins. Surreal luminescence surrounded 

them. Mother Nature paused in her breathing. 

 

Meekal’s tongue danced and teased playfully. 

 

She knew the deepest sense of him. Her hips thrust in time to his seductive gift. 

The power of her orgasm built, and then undulating waves spread around and through 

her. Shayla screamed, “Shreee!” 

Within her vision, the forest spun in ecstasy, encircling them with nature’s embrace. 

 

Time moved forward, faster than anything Shayla ever experienced before. 

Loving and being with Meekal in this enchanted clearing, was the only thing important to 

her. She explored his body with intimacy. The day passed into a tantalizing memory. 

 

* * * * 
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The stars, displayed upon a blue-black velvet sky, shone like cut crystals. The 

moon gave a tilted crescent smile. The stone circle at Midmar took on the look of molten 

silver in its nightlight, a picture perfect lover’s haven.  

 

Contentment expressed by a sigh passed through her and joined Mother Nature’s 

breathing in the ultimate connection of life. 

 

Meekal responded by pulling her closer, conjuring a blanket and wrapping them 

securely within. “You’ll need to let go and have faith, Shay. When it comes to your 

magical gifts, they’ll flow much smoother with acceptance. Release all of your 

inhibitions along with any preconceived notions.” 

 

“I know.” She snuggled closer. “It’s like you said, everything has happened so 

fast. First, the White Lady, and then meeting you.” She pulled away and leaned on her 

elbow, looking into his blue eyes. In the darkness, they were fathomless. “Even though it 

was scary when I was in Syther’s lair, the realization that Sheitan wouldn’t hurt me 

started as a small seed, and then it grew.” 

 

He twirled his fingers through her hair. “You realize we’ll meet up with him soon. 

We’ll have to vanquish him in order to protect the Well and keep Malvenue’s soul from 

being set free. There’s no halfway point on this.” 

 

“Yeah, I know. Kal?” 

 

“Humm?” 

 

She leaned in to kiss him. That sound coming from him was beginning to give her 

a sense of comfort. The feel of his moist and willing lips, tugged at her once more. A full 

afternoon of lovemaking could not sate her need. She smiled and nipped his lower lip. 

“What did you do to the circle? No one has been here all afternoon and evening. Now, 

it’s night.” 

 

He snickered. Eyes dancing with mischievous glee, he passed his finger over her 

lower lip. “Nothing a little charm can’t handle. It works to keep the Semple Folk at bay.” 

 

“Naughty,” she murmured in his ear, relishing his laughter. Her hand found 

Meekal’s abdomen under his sweater. Sinewy muscle, sculpted to perfection, titillated her 

fingertips. The feel of undulating life beneath them, rekindled her desire. With quickened 

breath, she went down, seeking his taste upon her tongue.  

 

Meekal moaned with feral desire. Clutching his hands in her hair, he guided her 

toward her hunger, thrusting his cock into her open mouth. 

She smiled to herself, and then tongued him, teasing.  

 

“…mmmnn…” 
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“Be wise and look up.” 

 

She pulled back with a gasp. Covering Meekal protectively with the blanket, she 

glared up at the apparition before her. A shiver journeyed up her spine, spreading its cold 

fingers outward in an eerie projection, exiting from her palms like an icy blast. 

 

Meekal rolled onto his knees and stood within a breath. Closing his jeans, he 

glared at the Thyrza circling them. 

 

Syther stood at the edge of the circle. “Well now. Isn’t this cozy?” 

Passionate emotions shifted to anger. Shayla hissed through her teeth at Sheitan.  

 

Sheitan responded with her own, whiskers bristling for added effect.  

Somewhere off to the right, an owl hooted, “Who…who…” 

 

The lash of fury burning in Sheitan’s emerald eyes did not intimidate Shayla. 

“Cease,” she hissed, projecting power. Shayla also noticed that none of the Thyrza 

entered the circle. Protection, she thought, glancing at Meekal quickly.  

 

Sheitan cried out, the panther scream cutting the air with menace. She sat at the 

edge of the trees, blending within the surrounding darkness, her emerald eyes blinked. 

 

Meekal gave a nod, almost as if in response to Shayla’s thoughts about protection. 

He kept his gaze tight on Syther. “What do you want?” 

The shadows of the trees circling them crept in eerie movement, phantoms of the night. 

The fall breeze became a rising wail, giving the impression of swaying life to both trees 

and standing stones. 

 

Meekal’s black brows rose sharply. “Intimidation? Scare tactics? That may work 

on your minions. It doesn’t carry over to us. You obviously don’t know who Shayla is.” 

 

Shayla glared at him, her own brow rose in query. 

 

Rough laugher filled the clearing from the Thyrza. “She’s a nascent witch. Not 

fully into her powers.” Syther’s sneer traveled around the circle, spreading black venom 

in its wake. Its energy purled silently along the ground seeking a way through Meekal’s 

protective circle. Failure to penetrate thickened its essence into a swarthy fog rising up 

from the earth. Syther motioned for two of his thugs to move to their left. Then a finger, 

ringed in gold, pointed toward Shayla’s hair. “Nice fake die job.” 

 

“In your dreams,” she growled back. 

 

From above, the heavy wind brought in moaning, magical shadows of mayhem, 

which obscured the lover’s moon and stars. 
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One Thyrza raised a wand as it transformed into a dagger. His face twisted into a 

frightening caricature of a grin, lip curling upward, and disappearing into a bushy 

mustache. He moved to her left, menacing, just outside the earthen circle, black fog 

misting upward to his knees. The other Thyrza focused his attention on Meekal. 

 

“Nascent? Oh really?” Shayla’s annoyance came through in her voice. “I’m not a 

witch.” 

 

Syther held his hateful sneer on her, projecting his power toward them. 

 

Despite the protection around them, the sinister aura surrounding Syther caused 

tremors of dark power to travel through Shayla. However, standing in such close 

proximity with him succeeded in strengthening her resolve. “It won’t happen,” she 

insisted angrily while moving to take CIARANLEXISS from her boot. 

 

Meekal moved to her back, facing the Thyrza behind her. He whispered a soft 

incantation, “Alalia.” 

 

Panic ensued outside the circle behind her. Shayla turned her head to see what had 

happened. 

 

The Thyrza to her back clutched his throat, panic raging from his eyes. Shaking 

his head, he attempted to emit sounds, only to fail. 

 

Meekal whispered another incantation that she could not hear clearly.  

 

Down went another Thyrza, scratching and pulling at his hair. His feet beginning 

to flail about, he shuddered and vanished in a puff of black smoke. 

 

Syther roared, pointed his bone wand at Meekal, and yelled, “Scathergal!” 

 

Meekal raised his hand, flicked his wrist, and deflected the curse to hit another 

Thyrza.  

 

Screams erupted. The victim of vicious cutting went into a frenzy of movement, 

trying to escape the curse’s effects. Frenetic agony filled the clearing with desperation’s 

cadence. 

 

Sheitan paced at the edge of the circle, looking from her master Syther to Shayla. 

The smell of fresh blood raised her hackles in anticipation. She yowled, adding to the 

mayhem surrounding them. 

 

Shayla blew out a deep breath, her adrenalin rushing. Pointing CIARANLEXISS 

at the panther, she commanded, “Go home, Sheitan. I will see you another day.” 

 

Sheitan blinked at her, and then with a shimmer of black fur, vanished. 
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Syther roared his anger once again. Pointing his wand at Shayla, he started to 

curse her. “Scath—” 

 

“Wand.” The white bone flashed as it flew across the space between them. It 

landed on the grass. Shayla did not touch Syther’s wand. Instead, when it arrived at her 

feet, she stomped it with her boot heel.  

 

In an angry vortex of black air, Syther vanished, followed closely by his minions. 

 

Meekal turned to her. “Are you all right?” 

 

With the potential danger past, a flash of euphoria ran through her. They were out, 

free and clear. “Wow! Yes.” In celebration, Meekal pulled her close, and then his 

questing tongue ventured within. 

She melted within his arms. 

 

Pulling away reluctantly, he whispered, “We need to get back to the manor.” 

 

Shayla nodded, moving her hands to clasp behind his neck.  

 

Meekal hesitated, chewing on his lip. Looking down, he made a decision. He 

knelt next to Syther’s broken wand, examining it.  

 

Curiosity peaking, Shayla went down on one knee. “Kal, what is it. Is something 

wrong?” 

 

He conjured a stone box, and then levitated the wand into its protective interior. 

Muttering under his breath, he picked the box up and tucked it into his back pocket. 

 

“What did you do that for?” 

 

“We may be able to use it.” Meekal took her hand, held her gaze and whispered, 

“Home.” 

 

Buy link:  
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Blurb: 

Stand alone sequel to Heaving Bosoms 

 

Kendra Dempsey took her gangster boyfriend’s money and ran. The problem is, it was 

supposed to be split three ways. Going back to Las Vegas is out of the question, so she 

goes after the fresh start she needs. Indulging her fantasy of living in paradise, escaping 

the mob and having a career that utilizes her drawing talent, she moves to Hawaii and 

apprentices as a tattoo artist. Since all the mobsters are in prison now, she can finally 

relax, right? 

 

Jake Jensen is a cop assigned to work his first undercover assignment at a suspected chop 

shop, Bump and Grind Auto Body, but he doesn’t look the part. The quickest thing he 

can do to roughen his clean-cut edges is to let his hair grow and get some cool tattoos. 

When the dyslexic tattoo apprentice makes a mistake in the lettering, will he be a 

laughing stock? Should he blow his cover and help her when she’s in more danger than 

he is? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One  

 

“You’re interviewing at a place called Bump and Grind Auto Body? Are you 

serious?” Kendra Dempsey sensed a hearty laugh bubbling up from her diaphragm and 

had to stop tattooing her customer before it escaped. The walls behind her and all around 

the small shop displayed an array of tattoo designs to spark the imagination. But 

Kendra’s imagination didn’t need sparking when working on an inspiration like the dark 

Adonis lying in front of her. All she needed was for her miserable boss to leave and let 

her have her way with him. Oooo… “What do they do? Give you a lap dance while you 

wait for your car?”  

 

Staying in his prone position on the padded bench, Jake Marino gazed up over his 

shoulder at her, wearing a sardonic smile. “That would be quite the gimmick. Maybe 

that’s why they need more help?”  

 

Kendra couldn’t resist the strong urge to flirt with this handsome stranger but knew 

she was being watched. She glanced over at her nasty boss seated behind the counter. He 

appeared to be concentrating on a sketch so she leaned over and asked in a low voice, 

“So, what will you be doing? Fixing cars or lap dancing?” She couldn’t hold back any 

longer and burst out laughing.  

 

Her boss snapped to attention. “Lauren! Pay attention to what you’re doing.” He sat 

next to the cash register behind a counter showcasing all types of body piercing jewelry 

but she was always within his sight in the small shop.  
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She was still getting used to her alias, Lauren Ashcroft, so the owner’s numerous 

reprimands didn’t affect her much. It was as if he kept yelling at someone else. “Don’t 

worry, Don. I lifted the needle before I marred Jake’s handsome body.” She ran a hand 

over the tan, well-muscled back before her, holding in a sigh.  

 

Don stopped sketching and glared at her. Frowning back at him, she asked, “What? 

We’re not allowed to have any fun?”  

 

“You’re not. When you move up from apprentice to full-fledged tattoo artist, you’ll 

be able to keep your mind on your work and have some fun with the customers at the 

same time. Right now, all you need to do is concentrate.”  

 

Kendra shrugged. “Whatever you say, Boss. I’ve only been apprenticing with you for 

eight months, now. You liked the tattoos I did on myself.” She stuck out her leg to show 

off her pride and joy. A group of impish monkeys holding hands, danced around her 

ankle.  

 

“I’m sure she’s doing a fine job,” Jake said. How badly can you screw up a tribal 

tattoo?”  

 

Don snorted. “An apprentice can screw up anything.”  

 

Kendra had to seal her lips in a tight line to keep from telling her boss to go to hell. 

She didn’t need the money. All she wanted was a fresh start. A chance to reinvent herself 

and build a whole new life. She had begun by moving to Hawaii and renting a little beach 

house about thirty steps from the ocean. She paid in cash a year in advance in order to 

avoid a paper trail and references. Not a bad start at all. But lying on the beach all day 

bored her.  

 

“So what made you want to become a tattoo artist?” her gorgeous guinea pig asked.  

 

“Drawing is my only talent.” Besides pick-pocketing and lap dancing but I need to 

keep a low profile.  

 

“You probably have others. But is drawing something you feel passionate about?”  

 

“Passionate?” She hesitated before answering. The word brought up other ideas that 

had been floating through her head as she inked her way across this handsome stranger’s 

broad back all afternoon. “Yeah. I guess it is. It sure beats doing nothing or something I’d 

hate.” And it makes me look like a regular middle-class working stiff, not a woman 

whose incredible wealth comes from some mysterious source.  

 

“I can certainly understand that.”  

 

“How about you? Do you feel passionate about working on cars?”  
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“I guess so. I like it when everything comes together. The finished assignment…or 

product, I mean.”  

 

“Gotcha.” She wiped the excess ink and blood from the span of male goodness lying 

on her bench. It was a shame the tattoo was finished. She leaned as far back as she could 

and gazed at it, taking in the graceful curves and sharp angles of his chosen design. Every 

line looked smooth and completely filled, and he hadn’t even flinched. “I feel the same 

way.”  

 

Her boss came up beside her and hovered. When she looked up at him, he smiled and 

nodded toward Jake Marino’s enhanced back as if telling her she had done a good job.  

 

“Would it kill you to pay me a compliment out loud, Don?”  

 

He smirked. “I have to step out for a minute, Lauren. It looks like you’re almost 

finished but I’ll be next door if you need me. Don’t screw up while I’m gone, all right?”  

 

Kendra rolled her eyes, but said, “Fine.” Again, she had a fleeting thought about the 

double meaning of “screwing” and imagined herself underneath Jake Marino. Her one-

track mind and quivering pussy practically shouted that it had been too long since she’d 

had a lusty tumble.  

 

As soon as the door closed, Jake glanced at her over his shoulder and raised his 

eyebrows. “Want to have a little fun? Now that we’re alone?”  

 

Her eyes widened but she tried not to show her excitement prematurely. After all, 

who knew what this hunk actually meant.  

 

“Don’t worry. It’s nothing that’ll get you into trouble. But your boss is an asshole, 

and I think he needs to hear it one way or another.”  

 

“You couldn’t be more right about that, but how?”  

 

“Just add a few letters on the back of my neck, right above the tribal tattoo. Right 

now, while he’s gone. Can you do that freehand?”  

 

“I can do nicer calligraphy if I make a template—”  

 

“No, that’ll take too long. Just write it on there as long as it’s legible.”  

 

Kendra sat up straighter. “It’ll be legible. I’ve been told my penmanship is 

beautiful.”  

 

“See? I knew you had hidden talents.” His eyes twinkled with mischief. “Now write, 

Blow me across the back of my neck and ink it in, quickly, before he gets back.” Kendra 

chuckled.  
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“‘Blow me’? Are you sure you want that on your skin for all time? You might have 

to give up that short haircut if you regret it.”  

 

“As long as I can cover it with a shirt collar for dressy occasions, it’ll be fine. In fact, 

it’ll be great. From what I hear about the guys at the shop, they’ll love it.”  

 

Kendra had fleeting second thoughts but wanted to please this guy. If my crap-ass 

boss finds out I have dyslexia and wrote words freehand, he’d probably have a fit. Still, if 

it comes with the territory I’d better get used to it. It’s a small word. It’ll be okay.  

 

“So, low on the neck and small letters. What color?”  

 

“Not too small. Black to match the design, I guess.”  

 

Kendra shrugged. “The customer gets what the customer wants.” She began framing 

in her free-hand scroll of letters, about half an inch high, directly onto his neck with her 

pen. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”  

 

“Don’t worry. I’ll take responsibility for it. I imagine you have customers asking for 

worse things.”  

 

Kendra continued to work happily as they chatted. “You’re right about that. There 

was one woman whose request Don recently rejected. She wanted a tattoo on her knee 

that said, Insert groin here. I mentioned that she might get past the man-hater stage 

someday. I’d been there so I understood, but once you get some distance from the bad 

situation, things change. You know?”  

 

“Yeah…I guess. What other weird tattoos do people get?”  

 

“Ever heard of the dragon penis?”  

 

“The what?”  

 

“Some guys get their entire cock tattooed to look like a one-eyed dragon.”  

 

Jake’s deep laughter rumbled beneath her needle and she stopped momentarily as he 

shook.  

 

Taking that opportunity to wipe the excess ink from his neck, she admired her work. 

The lettering was gorgeous. Something about it looked odd, but she just figured it needed 

to be filled in. Once darker, it would look better.  

 

Between flirting and bouts of laughter, Kendra completed his unusual request. Once 

she’d gone back over the letters a second time, they stood out beautifully. By the time she 



 46

was finished, another customer was due and Don still hadn’t returned. “I’d better see 

what’s keeping him.”  

 

“Yeah, I need to get to that interview too. What time is it?”  

 

“Five o’clock. I’ve got to get home pretty soon to feed my dog.”  

 

“Shit. I’ve been here five hours?”  

 

“Time flies when you’re having fun.”  

 

Jake sat up with his back to her. “Can you bandage me and take my money without 

your boss around?”  

 

She stiffened and jammed her hands on her hips. “Don’t tell me you think I’m 

incompetent too?”  

 

“Hell no. I just don’t want to get you into trouble just because I need to leave. How 

much do I owe you?”  

 

“Seven hundred.” Kendra applied the salve and admired her work one more time 

before covering it with bandages. “Leave the bandages on for a couple of hours. After 

that just use a thin coating of Bacitracin ointment until it heals. If Don has a problem with 

you leaving before he sees it—”  

 

“I’ll come back.” Jake jumped off the table, fished in his pocket and handed her the 

cash he owed, plus a fifty-dollar tip.  

 

“I was going to say, ‘I’ll tell him to stick it’.”  

 

Jake chuckled. “Call me if he needs to see it. I don’t want your boss ticked off at you 

because I suddenly had to leave. My number is on the apprentice waiver.” Then he 

winked and said, “Hell, call me anyway.”  

 

Surprised, Kendra sucked in a breath and grinned. So, the handsome hunk had 

noticed her too. She had almost given up on the idea of meeting anyone who interested 

her. This guy was exactly her type. Down-to-earth, edgy, with a streak of bad-boy, 

adventurous fun.  

 

Unfortunately, her type was probably not what she needed right now. Still…when 

had she ever needed anyone? 

  

* * * * * 

 

An hour and a half later, Jake had been shown around the auto body shop, 

interviewed and hired. It appeared almost as he would have expected. Dirty, grimy, and 
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oddly small. From the looks of the building outside, he estimated it to be about a third 

larger than the bays and small office upstairs indicated. They did some basic mechanical 

work too which fit nicely with his cover story. 

 

Now in the office, all he had to do was fill out the tax paperwork. He found it 

amusing that his new boss made a big deal about how they ran a clean, legitimate 

business and how they were starting him on the “day shift”.  

 

Tim Munson may have thought he was hiring a friend of a friend but in fact they had 

just hired Jake Jensen, an undercover cop. His “friend” had traded leniency for 

information. Information that led them to believe they may have found the chop shop 

responsible for most of Maui’s stolen high-end vehicles.  

 

Jake finally had the opportunity he had been looking for. A chance to make a name 

for himself within the department—and peace within his soul. Working as a uniformed 

cop hadn’t brought him the respect he knew the job deserved—the kind of respect his 

father didn’t receive until he was killed in the line of duty. Now Jake needed to do more 

than apprehend two-bit criminals stupid enough to get caught or put himself in the middle 

of domestic disputes. He was ready to earn some medals and commendations.  

 

“You can finish that paperwork later, Jake. While the day guys are still hanging 

around and the evening guys are showing up, I’ll introduce you to everybody.”  

 

“Already finished,” Jake said, and he handed him the simple form filled out with the 

information he had memorized.  

 

“Wow, that was fast. I hope you pick up on the way we do things just as quickly.”  

 

Jake smiled inside. He loved being one step ahead of the bad guys. “I’ll do my best, 

Boss.”  

 

“You can start by calling me Tim.” The big man smiled, showing a missing tooth 

where his right incisor should have been.  

 

The office was also out of scale and designed differently than the outside of the 

building would suggest. He would have expected eight-foot walls all around, not a slope 

on either side of the room with walled-in eaves. Why turn a full room into the style of a 

small home with a tiny second floor? Another interesting find had hit him right between 

the eyes the moment he had stepped in and heard the crackling static. A police scanner 

sat on Tim Munson’s desk.  

 

As Jake waited for his hulking, long-haired boss to lead the way, he looked for 

possible hidden entrances to the eaves. They were large enough to hide a safe and a 

couple of guys, even “tiny Tim’s” size, easily.  
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Once downstairs he met the all-white crew. Being used to a diverse environment in 

the police department and tri-ethnic island, the skew surprised him. Wondering if these 

guys didn’t give a damn about being racist, he decided to comment on it.  

 

“You don’t see a lot of businesses that are pure ‘Haole’ anymore.” He used the 

native word for Caucasian, forgetting that some considered it derogatory.  

 

Tim eyed him suspiciously. “I never said we weren’t an equal opportunity employer. 

We just hire the guys we get good references for.”  

 

Fred, the lanky, gray-haired grease monkey, introduced as Jake’s go-to guy on the 

day shift, chimed in. “You know how it is, Jake. The Haoles take care of the Haoles. The 

Japs take care of the Japs, and the Natives take care of the Natives—unless the 

government steps in and says otherwise.”  

 

“Yeah. Hey, it’s cool. I didn’t mean anything by it. I’m just used to seeing the mix 

everywhere, nowadays.”  

 

Tim looked at the floor and nodded slowly. “I know what you mean. Damn shame. 

Before you know it, all the island kids will be brown-skinned with squinty eyes, speaking 

pidgin. We won’t even recognize our own grandkids.”  

 

Just as the day shift was getting ready to leave, Fred, the go-to guy asked, “Hey, 

Jake. I see a bandage across the back of your neck. What happened? You get knifed from 

behind?”  

 

Jake laughed. “Yeah, in a way. I just added a new tattoo.”  

 

“Yeah? Where’d you get it?”  

 

“Not far from here. A shop called Budget Body Art.”  

 

“I’ve heard of it. Are they any good?”  

 

“They’ve been there for a while. I checked them out a couple of years ago.” That 

was true. He had once responded to a drunk and disorderly call there.  

 

“Why didn’t you get anything done back then?”  

 

“I didn’t really know what I wanted. This time I did. I wanted a tribal across my 

back, and the tattoo apprentice herself, spread on a bagel!”  

 

The five guys gathered around him laughed. One of them, whose name was 

“Animal” and who sported two full sleeves of tattoos said, “So, she must have been hot, 

but an apprentice? That can be dicey. Is she any good at tattooing?”  
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“I hope so. She said her only talent is drawing. I’ll bet she has other skills I’d like. 

Nice body. I like the way she moves those long legs.”  

 

A guy from the evening shift named Mad Dog said, “I’ll bet you’d like to see them 

wrapped around you sometime.”  

 

The guys laughed and Fred slapped him on the back, almost hitting the tribal tattoo. 

Thank God he didn’t. Jake didn’t want to wince in front of these bad asses. He had to be 

as tough and crude as they were to blend in.  

 

“How’s her face?” Fred asked. “I used to screw any woman who’d take her clothes 

off In the dark but if I woke up to an ugly face, I was outta there before she opened her 

raccoon eyes.”  

 

“She has brownish hair with blonde streaks, about down to here.” Jake leveled his 

hand by his collarbone. “Hazel eyes, a very pretty face, and nice smile. Her top lip is 

bigger than the bottom one, but I like it. Kinda reminds me of a young Michelle Pheiffer, 

only taller. Best looking legs I’ve ever seen.” Jake made an mmm mmm sound, 

reinforcing a sexist attitude he didn’t really have. He imagined it would help him fit in. “I 

wanted to joke around with her and see more of that smile, but I didn’t want to get her 

into hot water with the boss. He’s a fucking asshole. Every time we had a little fun, he 

came down on her like a ton of bricks.”  

 

Fred folded his arms and leaned against the filthy wall. “Maybe he digs her and 

doesn’t want anyone else enjoying her company.”  

 

“I doubt that. He was really ticking her off. To her credit, she wasn’t rude to the guy, 

even though she had plenty of attitude when he wasn’t listening.”  

 

“I like my women attitude-free,” said Mad Dog. He seemed like a quiet, monotone 

guy and Jake wondered where his nickname came from.  

 

“Yeah, but he talked to her like she was a four-year-old trying to pour her own milk. 

Like he expected her to screw up, royally.”  

 

“Maybe she has.”  

 

Jake shrugged. “Only one way to find out. Want to see it?” He reached around to the 

back of his neck. His muscle shirt didn’t get in the way, so he worked a corner of the tape 

free, and ripped off the smaller bandage with one quick pull.  

 

The guys crowded around. Jake would have expected to hear some kind of lewd 

comment or chuckles over a tattoo that said Blow me on the back of his neck. Instead his 

ears met deafening silence.  
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Maybe they were offended or thinking of the young woman who had to tattoo it on 

there? They hardly seemed like sensitive types, though.  

 

“Are you guys shocked speechless or something?”  

 

Animal said, “No, of course not. I guess I just never met anyone who loved bowling 

so much.”  

 

“Bowling?” Confused, Jake waited for more of an explanation.  

 

“Yeah. Your tattoo. Sounds like you’re into competitive bowling,” Fred said. “Are 

you?”  

 

“Hell, no.” What had the apprentice written on the back of his neck? A sinking 

feeling invaded his gut.  

 

Fred stepped away from the wall and came closer to inspect it. “Sounds like you’re 

challenging all takers.”  

 

Were they messing with him? Jake couldn’t hold back his irritation any longer.  

 

“What the fuck does it say?”  

 

“What do you mean, ‘What does it say?’ Didn’t you tell her what to write?”  

 

“Yeah. I said to write, ‘Blow me’!”  

 

At that declaration, all the guys burst into loud, raucous laughter. What the hell had 

she written? Jake glanced around the shop for a mirror, but didn’t see one anywhere. 

Eventually, Fred wiped tears away from his eyes and said, “I hate to tell you this, bro, but 

she tattooed ‘Bowl me’!”  

 

Shock waves reverberated through Jake’s midsection. She wouldn’t… Couldn’t 

have. “You guys better be trying to bust my balls, because if that’s what she really did—”  

 

“I’ll get you a mirror.” Fred strolled behind the counter and reached into a cubby 

underneath. Handing it to him, he said, “Here. Now look in the side mirror of that Grand 

Cherokee over there, and put this mirror behind your neck.”  

 

“Fuckin’ A.” Jake took the mirror and reached the SUV in a couple of long strides. 

Positioning his neck between the mirrors, he was reading backward, but the mistake was 

there in bold, black letters. Bowl Me.  

 

Jake hung his head, not knowing what else to do. The guys broke out laughing again 

probably because of the look on his face. Or maybe, his usual tan was turning crimson. 
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One thing was clear, his tough-guy image would need some serious damage control—and 

Lauren sure as hell was going to hear about this.  
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Blurb: 

 

One man. One woman. One Harley. And one dangerously horny goddess. Ireland may 

never recover. 

 

A Love and Lore anthology story. 

 

A year after a horrendous accident, wildlife artist Beith Molloy journeys to Ireland to get 

her career back on track. And maybe recover her missing spirit of adventure. A twist of 

fate lands her with sexy, bad-boy tour guide Kellan O’Neill, who whisks her away on his 

Harley to the wild and mysterious Burren. 

 

Like the Burren, Kel is not what he seems on the surface. His impulsive plan to kidnap 

Beith – all in fun, of course – and entice her into a casual summer fling starts to go awry 

when her wounded spirit touches his heart. Things go even more sideways once they set 

foot on the Burren. 

 

What awaits them there is the Cailleach, an ancient, nearly forgotten goddess who’s 

bored, lonely, and more than a little horny. When Beith and Kel begin their dance of 

seduction, the Cailleach sees her chance to use their desire to release her pent-up lust. 

There’s just one problem. 

Legend has it that once the Hag’s lust is aroused, men die. 

 

Warning: This book contains an Irish bad boy on a Harley, graphic language, explicit sex, 

mild bondage, and one wildly unpredictable goddess. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Kel’s dark shirt stretched across the long muscles of his back as he leaned into 

Fionna’s car. In spite of herself, Beith's mouth went dry and her hands turned all thumbs 

as she tried to fit her clothing and a few essentials into the panniers. 

 

Lulled by the singsong cadence of Kel’s and Fionna’s conversation, she distantly 

observed that all feelings of panic had subsided. For now, anyway. Her heart beat slow 

and steady in her chest, and breathing in the cool Ireland morning seemed effortless. 

Maybe a little of the old Beith, the brave Beith, still remained. For now, she would cling 

to this feeling as long as she could. 

 

She allowed herself the pleasure of anticipating a ride on the back of a Harley with 

her legs wrapped around Kel’s amazing butt. The mental image set off a rush of blood to 

her belly that nearly had her groaning out loud. 

 

Well, no wonder, it had been over a year since she’d had any. 
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Then, out of the corner of her eye, she caught Kel watching her. Stomach flopping, 

she looked away and finished folding, trying not to think about how that gleam in his eye 

would change if he—or any other man, for that matter—got a look at the scars on her 

skin. 

 

Yet, instead of mortification, she felt an almost forgotten sense of excitement. A 

tightening of her lower belly, a heaviness in her breasts. She looked up and her gaze 

locked with Kel’s. He looked down and a wicked grin spread across his face. Her gaze 

followed his. 

 

The article of clothing she held in her hands was her bra. The red lace one. Matching 

panties hung from her pinky finger. 

 

Instantly she crushed the garments between her hands and turned away to roll them 

up and stuff them between two of the camera lenses she’d transferred to the pannier. She 

caught Fionna’s knowing smile, but didn’t have time to wonder about it before she and 

Kel broke back into English, maintaining the same light tone of voice. 

 

“She’ll be needin’ a sweater, then,” said Kel. “Got anything to fit her?” 

 

Fionna leaned into the back and rummaged around in a cardboard box, emerging with 

a cream-colored Aran sweater. “This is a little big, but it’ll keep out the chill. Here, Beith, 

it may seem warm now, but you’ll be wantin’ to put this on under your jacket. Especially 

once the sun goes down.” 

 

Beith drew in a breath and fingered the richly knit sweater. “I can’t just take this, 

Fionna. It’s gorgeous.” 

 

Fionna waved a hand. “It’s one my little sister has outgrown. These Arans are meant 

to be used, not stored away. Wear it in good health.” 

 

“Thanks.” Beith rolled up the sweater and stuffed it into the last remaining space in 

the pannier. “How far are we going?” 

 

“Not far. But we’ll be takin’ some side roads.” 

 

Fionna seemed to have a sudden coughing fit as she reached across the driver’s seat 

of to produce an extra helmet. Kel took it and stepped closer, propping the helmet on the 

bike’s seat and reaching for Beith’s head. Before she could blink, he slipped the sticks 

from her hair and ran his fingers through her hair, lifting it and pulling it back away from 

her face. 

 

Caught off-guard, Beith could do nothing but stand still and drink in the sensation of 

his fingers sliding over her scalp, his clean, earthy scent wafting to her nose. His broad 

chest seemed to block out the rest of the world, sealing the two of them in this one 

moment. 
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Once again, as it had in the terminal, the noise of the bustling airport parking lot 

faded to nothing, leaving behind—not exactly silence, but a feeling like an inheld breath, 

waiting for the deep sigh to follow. She closed her eyes for a moment, and from 

somewhere in the dark recesses of her brain, a voice whispered. 

 

Welcome, daughter. 

 

Oddly, the voice didn’t startle her at all. Instead, she held her breath and strained to 

hear the voice should it speak again. But she only thought she heard a deep chuckle that 

echoed into nothing. 

 

In short order—too short—Kellan had her hair gathered and twisted up behind her 

head again. The ever-efficient Fionna produced two large, flat clips and secured it. 

 

“To keep your hair from getting’ knotted up in the wind. Now on with your jacket 

and we’ll be off.” 

 

All the good feelings Beith had been building on for the past few minutes almost 

vanished in irritation as Kel lowered the helmet over her head, and Fionna slipped the 

jacket up her arms and reached around her to zip it as if she was a small child. 

 

“Take Brian’s helmet, Kel.” 

 

“Don’t need it, I’ve got one.” 

 

“Take Brian’s,” said Fionna firmly, then their next words were lost in the muffling 

helmet. It didn’t matter, it sounded like they were speaking Irish again, anyway. In the 

end, Kel exchanged his deep red helmet for a black one. 

 

Kel took her hand and guided it up to the side of her helmet, where she found a small 

knob. A click, a crackle, and Kel’s voice sounded in her ear. 

 

“These helmets have two-way radios,” he said. “Mine doesn’t have one—don’t 

normally carry passengers.” 

 

Suddenly Fionna reached out to tap Kel’s shoulder, then hitched her chin in the 

direction of the terminal. 

 

“Better get moving,” she said placidly. “I’ll drive you out.” 

 

Before Beith had time to think about why Fionna wanted to shadow them out of the 

car park, the Harley gave a throaty roar that startled her two feet out of her shoes. She 

whirled and found Kel already on the bike holding out one hand toward her. 

 

“On you get.” 



 57

 

Heart suddenly thumping hard, Beith took his hand and concentrated on not letting 

her bad leg shake with nerves and physical strain as she planted her left foot on the peg. 

 

I can do this. Lightning couldn’t strike twice. 

 

She stepped over, straddled the bike and let her rear settle on the cushy leather seat. 

She shifted experimentally. Good, no weird pains or instability. Her seat was slightly 

higher than his, and their bodies spooned together, her knees fitting neatly under his 

elbows and her hands resting naturally on his wide shoulders. 

 

I will do this. 

 

Kel’s voice flowed into her ear from the in-helmet speaker. 

 

“Budge up and hang on to me,” said Kel. 

 

I can definitely do that. 

 

A morning breeze lifted his auburn ponytail to brush her neck, so soft she had to 

resist the urge to run her fingers through it. 

 

“And you may want to close your eyes—traffic is pretty tight and we’ve a ways to 

go.” 

 

“What’s the hurry?” she started to say, but the words were sucked back down her 

throat as Kel put the bike in gear. It surged smoothly forward with a throaty growl. 

Swallowing a squeak, she hitched forward and plastered herself to his back, hands 

digging in to grab two handfuls of his shirt. Nearly all her tenuous self-confidence fled 

and she fought not to hold her breath. 

 

You’re okay, Beith. It’ll be okay. 

 

She twisted to one side to get a last look at the terminal—why, she wasn’t sure, 

maybe to look in vain for a break in the crowd at the Aer Lingus counter. But Fionna kept 

her van between them and the terminal at all times as Kel maneuvered out onto the 

roadway. 

 

Once clear, Fionna honked and waved at them, then veered off the roundabout they 

had entered and shot away down a narrow road. Beith couldn’t help but think that with 

Fionna’s parting, her last link with reality was gone. 

 

What an odd thing to think about. 

 

It didn’t get any more reality-based than sharing a roaring city street with, oh, about a 

thousand other honking, fume-belching cars and trucks. 
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It was probably a good thing that she didn’t remember any details of the terrible crash 

that had almost taken her life—and her leg. But she knew the story, even if she had only 

read about it in the newspaper. And she had lived every painful moment of the aftermath. 

 

She fought to keep her breathing steady, and forcibly removed her nails from where 

they were embedded in Kel’s shoulders. Inside the helmet, she heard Kel chuckle, swear 

at a driver who passed too close, then resume chuckling. 

 

He wasn’t kidding about the traffic. She remembered Kemberlee talking about it. “If 

you hesitate or show fear, you’re toast.” 

 

Kel certainly showed neither of those traits as he accelerated and decelerated 

smoothly, weaving in and out of slower traffic, somehow managing to never come to a 

complete stop at any traffic signal. 

 

If traffic laws were anywhere similar to those in the States, Kel clearly had little 

regard for any of them. 

 

“Little roundabout coming up,” came his voice. “Hold on and just lean with me.” 

 

Beith had only a second to register that they were approaching what looked like a 

four-lane-deep whirlpool of cars and trucks before Kel leaned the bike left and they were 

sucked in. 

 

Incredibly, she felt the muscles in Kel’s arms, torso, and thighs contract and release 

as he accelerated the bike into the maelstrom. 

 

Holy shit. Breathe. In. Out. In… 

 

Beith closed her eyes, lowered her head and pressed her helmeted forehead into Kel’s 

shoulder, praying as hard as she could as one, two, who knows how many cars and trucks 

set up a chorus of honking. 

 

A cramp seized in her left thigh and she ruthlessly quashed a whimper before it 

escaped her throat. The muscles tightened, threatening to lift her off the seat with pain. 

 

If she didn’t straighten out her leg in about three seconds, she felt sure the cramp 

would pull her leg apart, or break what little bone was left in her femur. 

 

Something hot settled on her thigh, centering on the cramping area halfway between 

her knee and her hip. She cracked open one eye and found Kel’s hand casually resting 

there, steering the bike effortlessly with the other hand. 

 

“We’re out of it,” he said, laughter evident in his tone. “You can relax now.” 
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She laughed, because although they were now on what a sign whizzing by told her 

was the M50, they were still going at a dizzying speed on what appeared to her American 

brain as the wrong side of the road. The lanes looked narrower, too, with barely room to 

allow cars to squeeze past each other, much less that tour bus looming ahead. The sound 

that came out of her chest must not have sounded much like a laugh to Kel, for his hand 

began to stroke. 

 

Surely he only intended to soothe what he thought were nerves, but the sensation of 

heat through her jeans made her want to stretch against him like a cat. Again the sounds 

around her faded to nothing but a distant echo, the world grinding into slow motion as his 

hand moved back and forth. Back and forth. 

 

He turned his head to glance back at her. “You’ve got a cramp, haven’t you? I can 

feel it.” 

 

Um, yeah, but that’s actually a hunk of scar tissue you’re rubbing there, bucko… 

 

Something else clutched deep in her belly, and she forgot about the pain in her thigh 

as another long-denied pain reared its needy head. Her helmet earphones picked up the 

faint sound of an old woman cackling. Afraid to let go of Kel’s shoulders, she shook her 

head a little in an effort to knock out the encroaching channel. 

 

“Stretch it out,” said Kel. “Once we’re out of the city, we’ll stop for an amble to get 

the blood going again.” He unceremoniously slipped his hand under her knee, lifted it and 

straightened her leg until it extended so her ankle rested his thigh. Her leg curved around 

his waist, forcing her groin even tighter against his lower back. Between the delicious, 

relieving stretch in her thigh, the heat of his body against her pelvis, and the vibration of 

the machine… 

 

The roar in her ears now had nothing to do with the growling Harley. She wondered 

if she might be able to quietly enjoy an orgasm without him noticing. Then her leg 

threatened to cramp again. 

 

“I need to get horizontal,” she ground out between her teeth, to no one in particular. 

 

“Do you now?” 

 

Too late, she forgot he could hear her over the helmet radios. 

 

“So I can elevate my legs,” she said lamely. 

 

“You’ll have a bed soon, darlin’, but you’re better off awake for now.” A quick 

glance to the rear, a lean to the left, and they zipped around the slow-moving tour bus as 

if no other cars existed on the crammed highway. 
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The green, rolling landscape flowed by as if they were a drop of water running 

unimpeded down a drainpipe. 

 

“Enjoy the scenery,” he continued. “We’ll stop for tea in a bit. There’s a little place I 

know.” 

 

“Where is it?” 

 

He laughed. He seemed to do that a lot, now that the airport was behind them. “Just a 

mile or two up the road.” 

 

Abruptly his hand left her leg as he reached up and switched off his helmet mike, dug 

into his back pocket—brushing the inside of her thigh in the process—and extracted his 

mobile phone. 

 

The conversation was short, but she felt his body tense between her thighs. 

 

He put the phone away, causing her to bite back a groan, and switched his helmet 

back on. 

 

“That was Fionna. Apparently there’s an accident up ahead. We’ll need to take a 

detour. Can you put your leg back down for just a bit?” 

 

She stifled her disappointment. “Yes, I think so.” 

 

“Put your arms ’round me, then.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“Do it now—here’s our turn.” 

 

Startled by his sudden command, she snaked her arms under his and clutched his 

shirt, feeling like she was going to catapult over his head as he braked the machine, 

leaned hard, dodged between two cars, then took off at full speed down an exit ramp. 

Something wild awakened in her chest, the urge to whoop with excitement warring with 

the fear-of-everything that had been her ever-present companion the past year. 

 

O’Neill will take good care of you, Beith. That’s what Paddy had promised. 

 

For a wild second she thought, I don’t want to be taken care of. 

 

I want to fly. 
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Blurb: 

 

At the request of his grandfather, Jonathan Wetherall III agrees to meet his childhood 

nemesis, Adrienne Bennett, for fun and relaxation. He arrives at the airport expecting a 

redheaded blue-eyed pain in the neck, instead he finds an attractive woman with brown 

eyes doing a bad job of impersonating her roommate. Determined to show her a thing or 

two, Jonathan pretends to be a stranger.  

  

While waiting to meet the nerdy Jonathan Wetherall III, Myrna Dunbar realizing 

Wetherall has stood her up, instead meets tall handsome cowboy Flynt Adams, a man 

who has existed only in her most intimate fantasies. With her no holds bar roommate 

gone for the next two weeks, Myrna assumes the identity and name of Adrienne Bennett 

and not only discovers that dark shadow part of herself, but lives out all of her darkest 

fantasies. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Maybe she should have taken that stranger up on his offer, she thought. Then she 

wouldn’t be feeling so awkward sitting there now. Besides, accepting the man’s offer was 

something Adrienne probably would have had no qualms about. She glanced over at the 

tall blond. Suddenly for the first time in a long time, she was tempted to live as recklessly 

as her roommate. Throw all caution to the wind. Not dwell on ramifications, or 

consequences, or anything that would have her rethinking her decision, especially now 

that she suddenly didn’t want to be rethinking any decision. Like Adrienne, she wanted to 

follow her own impulses, do whatever and go wherever those impulses might lead. 

When a buxom waitress appeared at her table to take her order, Myrna waved her 

away, figuring she would not be there long enough. But when a half-hour passed, then 

almost an hour and that same waitress returned, Myrna, mortified by the knowing look on 

the woman’s face, ended up ordering a glass of Chablis. She drank half of its contents as 

soon as it was delivered. Then with deliberate nonchalance, she ventured a look at the 

renegade biker cowboy. He caught her glance and tipped his hat back on his forehead. 

Taking this as some kind of a cue, he strolled over to her table. “So what plane is your 

friend coming in on?” 

“The one from Albuquerque. With all this tightened security, maybe his plane was 

delayed.” 

“Hmmm, I just flew from there myself on my own plane. But I did hear some of 

the other flights had gotten delayed because of stormy weather." 

“Oh? Well, maybe that’s why he’s not here yet.” The expected disappointed did 

not follow. 
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“My offer still holds.” He glanced down at what she was drinking. “Looks like 

your glass could use refilling.” 

Suddenly feeling more reckless by the minute, Myrna gave him a long 

contemplative look. What could it hurt? The airport was crawling with security guards, 

and despite his rough and ready appearance, she couldn’t say why, but the man appeared 

a little lost himself. She had a sixth sense about some people, and she felt there was more 

to this man offering to spend time with her than met the eye. 

“You know, Mr. Albuquerque, that might be the best offer I’m going to get 

today.” She flashed a wide smile.  

“I know what you mean, Red. There’s nothing worse than sitting alone in an 

airport. Oh, by the way. The name is Adams. Flynt Adams.” He extended a hand to her.  

She grasped his hand and immediately liked the firmness. “Mine’s Adrienne. 

Adrienne Bennett.” Why on earth she gave him Adrienne’s name, she couldn’t say. It 

simply seemed like the natural thing to do, at least in this instance. She thought she 

detected a funny look come into his ice blue eyes, but the die had been cast. For the 

moment at least, she had become I’ll-try-anything-once Adrienne Bennett, and no longer 

plain old safe-and-sorry Myrna Dunbar. 

Strangely enough it suddenly felt good to be playing the part. It was as if she had 

taken off a pair of shackles that she had been carrying far too long. She knew she could 

play the part, and play it well. She also knew she would probably never see this man 

again after she left the airport lounge. So why not pretend? Why not pretend for just one 

evening to be someone else—live and enjoy that someone else’s life. Live someone else’s 

thoughts that she would never be held accountable...nor for any of her acts. 
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Blurb: 

Diam isn't happy with his nomadic life on Gallia and wishes for better. When a new 

colony ship arrives from Earth he is at first intrigued by what the Newcomers have to 

offer, but when his sister becomes ill as a result of a virus in the soil disturbed by the new 

colonists, Diam learns why his people became nomads in the first place. A tarot reading 

by the village witch sends him to find a way to force the Newcomers to leave Gallia 

before anyone else gets sick. 

Diam doesn't count on hurting himself or falling in love with Justina, the new colony’s 

doctor as a result. The passion they stir in each other reaches beyond the barriers of 

language and background to bring them together but even with their new love they can’t 

ignore their people’s fate. 

The judgment card in Diam’s tarot reading promised success, but it is Diam and Justina’s 

judgment and skill that will be needed if all of the Gallians, new and old, are to have the 

life they deserve. 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

He licked his lips and realized that Justina watched him do it and for a moment he 

wondered if she had the same thoughts he did. But what would a Newcomer woman want 

with someone like him? 

Their gazes met and like a flame something passed between them. Suddenly Diam 

knew that in spite of their differences she had more than a little interest in him as a man. 

Justina’s eyes widened and her breath caught in her throat. Then she licked her lips in 

unconscious…or maybe conscious imitation of him. 

Diam’s breath caught just as hers had and he knew if he could see his face his 

eyes would be as wide as hers. He sat up straighter and again wished his ankle was healed 

so he could rise and close the distance between them. Justina seemed to want him and he 

knew he wanted her. Under the blanket across his lap his cock rose hard and heavy. 

As it turned out he didn’t need to move. Justina came to him. She sidled close to 

the bed and hovered over him. For a moment she stared into his face as if reading it. Then 

she took off the translation box she still had hung around her neck and put it on a nearby 

table before leaning in. 

Her face was just a finger’s length from his and her breath hot and sweet against 

his face. She touched his beard with one finger, sliding her fingers along the strands. In 

the summer he had shaved it clean but it was fall and he let it fill in to keep his face warm 

during the winter to come. The men with her didn’t have beards and Diam wondered if 

she’d not seen a man with hair on his face before. Perhaps that was why she touched 

him? 
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But no, he didn’t think so. The speed of her breath closely matched his, her face 

flushed, eyes bright and cheeks pink. She held herself erect, breasts jutting proudly under 

the loose top she wore. Through the thin fabric of her blouse he saw her hardened 

nipples—Justina looked like a woman aroused.YHer bright, grass-colored eyes watched 

him, fascinated and just a little wary. It looked like she wanted to kiss him but didn’t 

quite dare. 

He dared. Diam leaned in to her and let his lips touch hers, not hard, just barely, 

as if he might possibly have done it by accident. It wasn’t an accident though and he and 

she both knew it when he leaned back. 

Justina smiled at him. She moved this time and there was no accident at all when 

their lips met. It was a kiss, a serious kiss that got more serious with every moment. She 

sighed into his mouth, opening hers, and he let his tongue plunge briefly inside to sample 

her. 

Justina tasted as sweet as he’d known she would, her taste like berries in the fall, 

ripe and rich. She smelled like berries too—and like a woman who wanted a man. 

When she pulled back he saw the slight smile that tweaked her mouth and the 

light in her eyes and he knew positively that what he wanted, she wished for too. It didn’t 

matter Justina was a Newcomer and he wasn’t. She was a woman who wanted a man and 

that man was him. 

Diam couldn’t have been more delighted to give her what she wanted. 

Even so it was with tenuous arms he pulled her up next to him, still not quite 

believing she was as willing as she seemed. It heartened him that she made no protest, 

nor did she try and pull from his hands. Instead she allowed herself to be pulled onto the 

narrow bed next to him to sit on the edge. 

The fabric of her shirt was silky but he doubted it was any softer than the skin 

underneath it. Pulling on the shirt he found that it lifted easily away from her pants, 

revealing the smooth skin of her waist. Diam slid his hands onto that bared area and felt 

her warm skin for the first time. 

Yes she was soft, like the skin of the youngest lamb. He lifted her shirt higher and 

slid his hands underneath, seeking more of that softness, seeking the warm smoothness of 

her skin, stroking her as she slid onto the bed next to him. Diam caught her expression, a 

little wonder mixed with a knowing smile. Wonder that he’d dared to touch her perhaps, 

but knowing that he could no more resist it than she could resist touching him. 

Her hands fell upon his shoulders and she seemed to measure their width. Her 

smile widened and he knew she liked what she felt. 

Diam wished he had the words needed to speak with her. For once he was with 

someone he wanted to talk to in bed and he couldn’t speak enough of her language to do 

so. He bit back his frustration and let his hands speak for him, caressing her smooth torso 
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until he found the bottom of her unbound breasts. 

He stopped for a moment, waiting to see if she’d object to his touch, proceeding 

only when her smile broadened at him. Then he slid his hands upward across the soft 

mounds. 

Justina’s eyelids lowered and she gave a small gasp as his fingers slid over her 

nipples. He stroked them again and her breathing picked up and she gasped as he leaned 

in to capture her mouth with his. This kiss went on longer than the ones before, her lips 

moving with his. Diam felt her surrender in a battle they weren’t really fighting. 

There was nothing hesitant about him now as he pulled her shirt off over her head 

to bare the breasts he’d felt but not seen. First he feasted his eyes and then his mouth, 

latching onto first one nipple and then the other, licking and drawing them into his 

mouth. His hands caressed her breasts, lifting them and weighing each. She was finely 

made, as fine as any woman he’d ever known. Smaller than Wynalya, but he didn’t mind 

that. 

There was nothing about what he felt for Justina that had anything to do with the 

witch and all comparisons faded in the reality of this beautiful, sensual woman. 
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Blurb: 

 

Is Emma ready for a bite? 

 

A Hunting Love story, Halle Puma Series Book 1. 

 

Emma Carter has been in love with Max Cannon since high school, but he barely knew 

she existed. Now she runs her own unique curio shop, and she’s finally come out her 

shell and into her own.  

 

When Max returns to his small home town to take up his duties as the Halle Pride’s 

Alpha, he finds that shy little Emma has grown up. That small spark of something he’d 

always felt around the teenager has blossomed into something more—his mate! 

 

Taking her “out for a bite” ensures that the luscious Emma will be permanently his. 

But Max’s ex has plans of her own. Plans that don’t include Emma being around to 

interfere. To keep her Alpha, Emma must prove to the Pride that she has what it takes to 

be Max’s mate. 

 

Warning: This title contains explicit sex, graphic language, loads of giggles and a hot, 

blond Alpha male. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

 

“God, he is so fucking hot.” 

 

Emma Carter looked out the front window of Wallflowers and watched the most 

bodacious backside it had ever been her pleasure to see saunter down the street. Said 

backside was encased in a pair of tight blue jeans, causing many a female to send a prayer 

of thanks heavenward for the makers of Levi’s. Sunlight gleamed on his golden blond 

hair, hair that brushed his wide shoulders, just long enough to make a stubby ponytail.  

Even under the bulky leather jacket you could tell he was built, his body muscular 

without being a temple to the god Steroid. And he had the brightest, clearest blue eyes in 

the state, not that she got to look at them often. He usually had them trained on someone 

else, like one of the sleek, beautiful women who flocked around him all the time. God, he 

was gorgeous. His face was almost too beautiful to be real; the only thing that marred his 

perfection was a small scar just along one side of his nose, barely noticeable unless you 

looked for it. When he spoke to her, which hadn’t happened in more years than she cared 

to count, Emma kept her eyes trained on that scar. 
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When the finest ass in the world turned the corner, Emma and Becky leaned back 

with identical sighs. “All I want for Christmas is a piece of that.” Becky sighed again, her 

green eyes gleaming with laughter. Her untamable brown curls danced around her head in 

wild abandon as she shook herself all over like a wet dog. Becky was too thin, bones 

showing through at wrist and ankle, and if Emma didn’t know for a fact that she ate like a 

horse she’d have worried she was anorexic. But Becky had been cursed with a 

metabolism that just wouldn’t quit, forcing her to eat more than most people just to 

maintain her weight. Emma had the opposite problem. The best that could be said about 

her figure was Marilyn Monroe had also been a size twelve. No matter what she did, 

Emma couldn’t seem to drop weight. Neither woman envied the other. 

 

“What, not a piece of Simon Holt?” 

 

Becky blushed bright red. Dark-haired, dark-eyed, sinfully handsome Simon had 

featured in more than one of Becky’s drunken fantasies. Emma slicked a hand through 

her hair. “As for me, Max Cannon could be naked and tied up with a bow under my 

Christmas tree and the first thing he’d probably say is, ‘Hi, Edna, right? Could you untie 

this please? I have a date tonight’.” 

 

Both women looked at each other and giggled, then got back to work. 

 

Emma was so proud of what she and Becky had accomplished. Friends since 

grade school, both women had been wallflowers. Boys didn’t go for the frizzy, too-

skinny Becky Yaeger or chunky, dull Emma Carter. Especially when there were girls like 

Livia Patterson and Belinda Campbell, both beautiful, blonde cheerleader types, around 

Both Becky and Emma had decided to go to the local college and major in business, 

while a number of people, including Max and Livia, had chosen to go out of state for 

college. After graduation, Emma had taken the inheritance from her maternal 

grandmother and used it to buy the building that now housed Wallflowers. 

 

Wallflowers was a business that catered to people who enjoyed hand-crafted, 

artisan-made pieces. Emma loved it. Their eccentric store carried hand-carved cuckoo 

clocks, paintings, old-fashioned mirrors, masks, plaques…anything that could be used to 

decorate a wall. Becky had come up with the idea for the business and talked Emma into 

it over a long night of burritos and margaritas. 

 

Emma paused to look around their “parlor”. An antique rug covered the distressed 

hardwood floors. A small Victorian sofa covered in soft cream brocade graced the center 

of the floor. A Queen Anne coffee table in rich cherry wood sat before it, a silver tea 

service placed on it. Two Victorian chairs in that same cream fabric faced the sofa, 

creating a cozy little conversation group that the two women, and the occasional 

customer, used frequently. Against one wall was a gas fireplace with an ornately carved 

mantelpiece. On that mantelpiece were silver-framed photos, all of them either black and 

white or sepia toned. In one, Emma was dressed in a Victorian dress of ivory lace, a black 

cameo at her throat, her hair done up, a sweet smile on her face. In the other, Becky was 

dressed as a Wild West saloon girl, her frizzy hair teased out and feathers stuck in every 
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which way. Her dress was pulled up on one side to show black boots and striped 

stockings. Neither photo had a place of prominence, both intermingled with other 

pictures. Unless you stood and went through the pictures thoroughly, you’d never find 

them. 

 

A cherry and glass counter, as Victorian as they could make it and still have it be 

functional, graced one wall. On it sat an old-fashioned looking cash register; hidden 

underneath the counter was the credit card reader. 

 

They’d done their best to have the atmosphere of a by-gone era and still keep the 

place warm and inviting. A fire crackled merrily in the fireplace on this cool October 

evening; the walls had a lovely cherry wood wainscoting, with rich rose floral wallpaper 

above it. It was very feminine, and both women loved it. 

 

They’d had the store now for three years, and while they knew they’d never be 

rich off it, they also knew they’d never been happier. 

 

Emma sighed, a smile of satisfaction on her face as she finished polishing the old, 

gilt-edged mirror they’d hung just behind the counter. 

 

Life was good. 

 

Dr. Max Cannon’s life sucked. Once again he crossed the street, determined to 

avoid Livia’s obvious attempt to get his attention. He’d been back in his small hometown 

for three months now, but she just couldn’t get it through her overly highlighted head that 

he just wasn’t interested. Hell, the woman’s vision was perfect and yet she’d tried to 

schedule three different eye exams in the last three months! Thank God his partner 

Adrian was willing to run interference, or Max might have been forced to some extreme 

measures. Until he had a Curana who could safely deal with the woman, Livia was going 

to continue to be a serious problem. He ducked into the workshop of his best buddy and 

Beta, Simon Holt, determined to get away from the blonde barracuda bearing down on 

him. 

 

“Hey, Max.” 

 

“Simon.” 

 

Simon’s deferential nod was all that it should be from his Beta. “Hiding out from 

Livia again?” 

 

The laughter in Simon’s voice nearly had Max growling. “She’s getting 

persistent.” 

 

“Have you told her to fuck off yet?” 
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Simon’s approach to the pushy female was beginning to appeal. The idea of her as 

his mate made his skin crawl. The Puma inside him yowled in protest. There was no way 

in hell he’d make her his Curana. 

 

“No, but I’m getting there.” 

 

Simon pointed discreetly towards the workshop’s front window. “Incoming.” 

 

Max gritted his teeth just as the door opened. 

 

“Max, how nice to run into you!” 

 

Soft, perfumed arms tried to circle his neck. In a swift move, Max glided away, 

turning to face the woman who’d tormented him since his return to Halle. “Livia.” 

 

It wasn’t a greeting; it was a warning. Her eyes flared briefly with fear before she 

laughed it off. “I just wanted to remind you about the masquerade party over at Marie’s. 

You’ll be going, won’t you?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

Livia frowned, her expression turning hard and calculating. “Most of the Pride 

will be there.” 

 

Max nodded; as Alpha he was well aware of that. Marie’s father, the old Alpha, 

still held the annual masquerade at his house just outside of town. It was his pride and 

joy, that house, and he loved to entertain. His daughter, safely mated to Jamie Howard, 

acted as his hostess since the death of his mate some four years ago. Human and Puma 

mingled at the masquerade, the humans totally unaware of the Pumas in their midst. The 

Pride did its best to make the event a night to remember, for both races, and Jonathon 

Friedelinde did an excellent job of that. It was also the event at which an unmated male 

could unofficially signal his interest in a female. Hence Livia’s interest in his attendance; 

if she could get him alone long enough, get him to signal in some way that there was a 

spark of interest, she could force him into a declaration he didn’t want to make. 

 

“Who are you taking?” 

 

The question was asked with a seductive coyness that nearly made Max shudder. 

He suppressed it; he couldn’t afford a sign of weakness. “At present, no one.” 

 

The chill in his voice should have made her back off. Instead, the stupid woman 

took it as a challenge. “Oh?” Her lashes fluttering coyly, she reached out with one 

manicured finger. When her blood red claw touched his chest, Max snarled a warning, his 

eyes flashing gold as the Puma warned her off. 
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With a gasp she backed away. Her head dipped in submission, an instinctive 

response to the Alpha power Max now exuded. It surrounded him in an unseen cloud, 

forcing all before him to do his will. Max rarely found himself in need of it, but today 

she’d pushed too far. She slowly backed away from him as a growl rumbled in his chest. 

He kept it going until she was completely out of Simon’s workshop, pissed beyond belief 

at her persistence. 

 

“Okay, I gotta admit, that was probably more effective than ‘Fuck off, you skanky 

ho’. Think she got the message?” 

 

And that was why Simon was his Beta—he’d flinched but stood his ground, 

something none of the other Pumas could do. Their reactions were more akin to Livia’s 

when he chose to exercise his power. 

 

He was also one of the few people Max trusted completely. If anything were to 

happen to Max, Simon would become Alpha. 

 

Max turned with a laughing snort to answer his buddy’s question when Simon’s 

phone rang. His Beta punched the speakerphone button, still grinning at Max. “Hello?” 

“Simon?” The voice on the other end of the phone drawled Simon’s name with an 

amused authority that had Max’s eyebrows rising into his hairline. He waited for Simon 

to put the woman in her place. 

 

Simon rolled his eyes. “Hey, Emma.” 

 

Max blinked. Emma? Emma Carter? 

 

“Your stained glass Madonna is late. Reverend Glaston is getting antsy.” 

 

Max blinked again. That sexy voice was Emma? 

 

“I’ve been…distracted.” That last was said with a quick glance at Max. He’d been 

the one keeping Simon busy. As Beta, Simon took care of a great deal of Pride business, 

something Emma wouldn’t know about. 

 

“Well, could you please ask your distraction to go home so you can finish the 

reverend’s window?” 

 

Her tone of voice raised Max’s brows back into his hairline. His Beta’s reaction 

had his jaw nearly dropping open. 

 

“Emma,” Simon nearly whined, “I’ve been working night and day, here. Give me 

a break!” 

 

Emma?!? Plump little wallflower Emma? 
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“Just who have you been working, Simon Holt?” 

 

Emma, who couldn’t look him in the eye, making double entendres? 

 

“No one, damn it! I’ve been working on…other things.” Again, Simon shot Max a 

quick, furtive look. 

 

Emma? Emma had his Beta shaking in his sneakers? 

 

“Well, get your thing back under control and finish the reverend’s window, 

okay?” 

 

The irreverent authority in her voice stirred his interest. A vision of a dark-haired 

girl in a sunset colored prom gown flashed through his mind. 

 

“Damn it, Emma!” Simon sighed, leaning back against his workbench. “Where’s 

Becky?” 

 

The entreaty in Simon’s voice barely registered. Max was waiting to hear Emma’s 

voice again. 

 

“Oh, no, don’t think you can get out of having that window finished today by 

sweet-talking Becky. I’m on to your tricks, buster.” 

 

Simon winced. Max’s cock twitched. 

 

Emma? 

 

Hmmm. Emma. 

 

“Okay, okay. I’ll have the damn window done today. Anything else, Little 

General?” Simon’s shoulders were quaking with laughter, his voice filled with respect. 

Max frowned at the affection in his Beta’s voice. 

 

“Mm-hmm. Becky and I will be going to the masquerade. Just thought you’d like 

to know.” 

 

Emma would be at the masquerade? Suddenly he was dying to see her. How had 

she turned out? Was she as sexy as her voice implied? 

 

“Oh, yeah.” The purr in Simon’s voice had Max frowning. The small, predatory 

smile had his eyes flashing gold in protest as a wave of possessiveness rose inside him. 

The owner of that voice was his. 

 

“Mm-hmm. See you later? With the window?” 
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“Count on it. Bye, Emma.” 

 

“Later, Simon.” 

 

Simon hung up the phone, that sexy smile still on his face. When he turned back, 

Max had himself back under control, merely raising a brow at Simon. 

 

Simon flushed. “What?” 

 

“When are you delivering that window?” 

 

Simon looked over at the window waiting for its finishing touches. “Probably just 

after lunch. Why?” 

 

“I’m going with you.” Max grinned. 

 

Simon straightened up, frowning slightly in confusion. “Why? I thought you had 

some other things to deal with.” 

 

“I want to check something out.” At Simon’s raised brow, Max’s grin widened. 

 

“Man, I’m not sure you want to go there.” 

 

Max’s grin faded. “Why not?” 

 

“Because Wallflowers has been known to suck the testosterone out of every single 

male who’s ever entered.” 

 

“Huh?” 

 

“It’s pink. And frou-frou. And lacy. And pink.” 

 

Max laughed as Simon shuddered. “If your masculinity can handle it, so can 

mine.” 

 

Max watched his friend work on the stained glass window, his mind once again 

turning to Emma. 

 

He hadn’t seen her in eight years. She’d been seventeen, just about ready to 

graduate, smiling and laughing at the prom in a way he’d rarely seen her do. She’d been 

striking in her dress, a one-of-a-kind done in the colors of a rich autumn sunset, a 

strapless number in reds and golds with a sweetheart neckline and flaring skirt. He’d had 

a hard time keeping his eyes off her, but he’d been with Livia, and Max was not a man 

who cheated. By the time he’d broken up with Livia it was time for him to leave once 

again for college. Between earning his doctorate in optometry, his internship and 

residency, and learning from Jonathon how to run the Pride during his summers off, 
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Emma had been quickly forgotten. Going out of state for college had been the right 

choice for him, and he’d been lucky that Jonathon agreed with him. Now, with his 

partnership with Adrian and Jonathon’s official retirement he could finally start looking 

for his Curana. And he had a feeling he knew just who he wanted for the position. 

 

She’d been sweetly innocent back then; slightly overweight, but with serious curves. It 

had been that innocence, and Livia, that had held him back. 

 

She didn’t sound so innocent now, and Livia was nowhere in the picture. 

 

It was definitely time he got better acquainted with little Miss Emma. 

 

 

 

Emma watched as Simon’s shiny red pickup truck pulled up to the curb of 

Wallflowers. She grinned, knowing Becky had hidden in the back office to avoid meeting 

up with Simon. Simon was the only person on the face of the planet who made Becky 

lose the power of speech. In an odd, karmic sort of way, Emma had no problem handling 

the hunky Simon, laughing and chatting with him with ease. 

 

Emma watched Simon climb out of the truck. The passenger side opened up as 

well, and a familiar tall blond got out, a grin on his face, his unbound hair blown about by 

the cool autumn breeze. 

 

Emma was horrified. Oh, no. Not him! She took a deep breath to steady her 

nerves. She was no longer the shy teenager he’d once known; she was a grown woman 

with a shop of her own. She could handle Max Cannon. 

 

Then he grinned at something Simon said, and her hands began to shake. She took 

another quick breath and blew it out, trying desperately to steady her racing heart. 

The two men wrestled the stained glass window out of the flatbed of the truck. With care, 

they got it to the door of the shop. Emma rushed to open it just as the reverend arrived. 

Reverend Glaston smiled at the two men. “Hello, Simon, Max. Is that the church’s 

window?” 

 

Emma smiled at the reverend. He was a kind soul, with smiling whisky brown 

eyes and balding gray hair. He never failed to make Emma feel comfortable, and she was 

counting on that now to get her through his presence. 

 

“Sure is, Reverend. Let’s get it inside so I can show it to you.” 

 

Simon’s deep voice reverberated through her, making her shiver a little. If she 

weren’t so hung up on the blond hunk behind him, she’d have made a play for Simon a 

long time ago. Although, considering how Becky had always reacted to him… 
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“Becky? Can you come give me a hand with this?” Emma yelled into the back, 

struggling to hide her grin when Simon’s gaze glued itself to the curtained off area that 

led to their office. Okay, maybe I wouldn’t have gone after Simon. 

 

She heard Becky’s muttered oath as she stomped into the front room. Simon’s 

gaze never left Becky as he and Max maneuvered the window into the store. His dark 

brown eyes heated as Becky scowled at him and took a step back. 

 

“Becky?” Emma asked, waving her forward. With a false cheerfulness, Becky 

smiled at Emma, then joined her by the propped up window. 

 

“Emma?” Emma turned to Simon, who was staring at her now. “You remember 

Max, right?” 

 

He’s kinda hard to forget, Emma thought as Max stepped forward. 

 

“Hi, Emma.” 

 

She looked up, getting a quick peek at the face that had starred in every single one 

of her naughty fantasies before lowering them to the scar next to his nose. “Hi, Max.” 

 

He cleared his throat, a sound filled with amusement. She glanced back up at him 

to see him staring at her with a raised brow. Looking down, she noticed he’d held out his 

hand. With a false smile she took it, pumping it up and down twice before dropping it 

like a hot potato. 

 

Her heart fluttering from just that simple touch, she turned to Simon, the lesser of 

the two threats. “So, Simon, are you ready to unveil your masterpiece?” Her smile for 

him was genuine; she truly liked Simon. His work was exquisite. On top of that, he had 

one of the best senses of humor she’d ever seen. It felt like having a brother, something 

she’d never had the pleasure of experiencing, being an only child. 

 

He lifted one brow, grinning at her. “Yes, Little General. Right away, Little 

General.” 

 

Putting her hands on her hips, she glared at him. Although, from the twitching of 

his lips, he wasn’t all that impressed. “Now, Simon.” 

 

She could hear the reverend coughing on a laugh behind her. Simon just rolled his 

eyes and began unwrapping the window. 

 

When it was finally unveiled, Emma was astonished. It was easily one of Simon’s 

finest works. The Madonna sat, her blue robes gently waving around her, a small Mona 

Lisa smile on her face as she stared down at the dark-haired baby held gently in her arms. 

The Madonna was beautiful, but it wasn’t a classic beauty. It was the gentleness in her 

face, the love she so obviously bore her child that made it so special. He’d managed to 
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capture that special smile that new mothers everywhere gave their newborns, and it took 

an otherwise normal face and made it radiant. 

 

“My God, Simon. It’s gorgeous,” Max breathed from right behind her. 

 

“Thanks.” Simon’s eyes didn’t rest on the Madonna, though; they were on Becky, 

who stared at the Madonna with something akin to awe. “Becky?” 

 

Becky’s gaze went from the Madonna to him. The reverence on her face seemed 

to stun Simon, who drew in a quick breath. 

 

Emma felt Max stir behind her. When one of his hands came to rest at her hip, she 

nearly jumped out of her skin. “Well!” She clapped her hands, moving away from the 

dangerous heat of the man behind her to go to the reverend. Not surprisingly Becky, after 

nearly jumping out of her skin, refused to meet Simon’s eyes again. 

 

“What do you think, Reverend?” She put on her best salesman’s voice, for once 

not flustered to be using it in front of real people. 

 

The reverend’s slow smile was all the answer she needed. 

 

Hot damn, Max thought, watching the little dynamo that was Emma in action. 

Why the hell didn’t I stop here sooner? He’d been busy setting up his practice, true, but 

you’d think he’d have made the time to stop by. Be neighborly. 

 

When Max had stepped out of the truck, he hadn’t really been expecting much; 

after all, most women couldn’t live up to the voice Emma had. It was slightly husky, like 

she’d spent the night moaning in some man’s arms, a visual Max could do without. She 

managed to infuse it with an authority that had his Beta jumping to do her bidding, 

something that spoke to the Puma in him. Max wondered if she’d try to take the lead in 

bed, as well. A challenge, that; he loved taking a strong woman and reducing her to a 

quivering, begging mass of bliss. 

 

Her straight, dark brown hair was caught up in a ponytail that hung to just 

between her shoulder blades. Big brown eyes dominated her face, artfully made up to 

accentuate them. Her lips were slicked with a pale rose. Her features weren’t classically 

beautiful, but something about the animation in them drew Max like nothing else ever 

had. 

 

And her body… 

 

Hell, her body… 

 

The top of her head barely reached his shoulder, something he normally wasn’t 

attracted to, but on Emma it aroused protective instincts he didn’t even know he 

possessed. She had the most sweetly rounded ass encased in tight black jeans and the 
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most magnificent breasts Max had ever been privileged to watch bounce under a lacy 

rose camisole. With a real waist and hips a man could grab on to for the ride of his life, 

she reminded him of an old-fashioned pin-up girl, all soft curves and feminine strength. 

Then she turned, laughing up at something Simon said, sensuous and innocent at the 

same time, and Max was a goner. 

 

Holy. Fucking. Damn. 

 

Emma. Little Emma Carter sure as hell had grown up. 

 

His hands burned to touch her again. That fleeting touch she’d allowed him had 

merely whetted his appetite. He longed to rip that camisole off her body and feast at her 

breasts, hear her moans as he slipped her jeans down those incredible, edible legs, her 

soft cries as he feasted on her juices. 

 

She would scream his name as she came. 

 

He would tie her to his bed, torture her into ecstasy, and then start all over again. 

He’d bend her over the arm of his couch and take her from behind over and over until she 

begged him to come, biting into her shoulder and marking her as his for all to see. The 

thought of slipping his cock into that luscious ass nearly made him come right there in the 

middle of her store. 

 

When she laughingly hugged Simon, he nearly went for his Beta’s throat. 

 

Mine! 

 

Only Simon saw the way his eyes gleamed gold, heard the low, purring growl that 

erupted from his throat before he could stop himself. Sucking in a breath, Max turned 

away, desperately trying to get himself under control. 

 

He’d been told he’d know his mate when he met her; now he knew what they 

meant. He’d spoken to Emma when she’d been a teenager, felt a little spark of something, 

but had dismissed it as nothing serious. Just young lust. Now he knew what that spark 

had been and wanted to kick his own ass. Not all Pumas got lucky enough to find his or 

her mate; to know he’d not only met her, but walked away from her, hell, forgotten her, 

galled him. 

 

He forced himself to look around her shop, at anything but the laughing group of 

people around the Madonna, before he walked over there, plucked her up and carted her 

out of her shop to somewhere private. 

 

She’d done well for herself. Emma’s stamp, mixed with Becky’s, created an 

atmosphere both women seemed at home in. He could see women flocking to the store, 

much to the horror and amusement of their male companions. He walked over to the 

mantelpiece, seeing a silver picture frame his mother would probably appreciate as a gift 
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for her birthday. Something about the picture in it drew his attention. He leaned forward, 

trying to see why the Victorian lady in it looked so familiar when he felt a small hand 

touch his arm. 

 

“Is everything okay between you and Simon?” 

 

That husky voice, combined with her soft touch, had his cock once more 

threatening to burst out of his jeans. He looked down into her face and saw nothing there 

but concern. Before she could move, he put his hand over hers, trapping her at his side. 

He was ridiculously pleased when she didn’t try to pull away. “Everything is fine 

between me and Simon.” As long as he keeps his paws off of you. 

 

She looked away, back towards the group, and bit her lip. “Can I talk to you for a 

moment?” 

 

Her voice was hesitant, shy in a way she wasn’t when she talked to Simon or the 

reverend, but her expression begged him to say yes. A fierce wave of protectiveness rose 

in him, and his hand tightened over hers. He nodded. 

 

He allowed her to pull them to the side, quiet and private but still in plain view. 

She looked up at him again, obviously uncertain before she focused, damn it, back on his 

scar. “Um, do you have any idea how Simon feels about Becky?” 

 

She peeked up at him again before dropping her gaze once more. A flush rose in 

her cheeks and she bit her lip again. 

 

He took a deep breath, striving to control the possessiveness that roared through 

him. “Not a clue.” 

 

Her softly muttered “Damn” had him nearly smiling, it was so filled with 

aggravation, but the possessive monster in him couldn’t get past her possible interest in 

his best friend. “He’s not for you.” He could feel wisps of his power flowing out of his 

control, trying to force her to acknowledge the truth of his words. 

 

Emma looked him full in the face for the first time since he’d entered the store. 

He knew he sounded like a caveman, and probably looked like a jealous jackass, but he 

couldn’t help it; little Emma did that to him. 

 

Then she laughed at him. Not one bit intimidated, frightened or cowed. 

 

“Not me, you idiot.” His eyes widened in astonishment as she turned back to the 

group around the Madonna. “Becky. She’s had a thing for him since high school, but she 

can’t seem to act on it and he’s never shown any real interest.” She looked back up at 

him. “Until recently, that is. So, I wanted to know, you being his best friend, if you know 

how he feels.” 
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He felt his whole body tense at the devilish calculation on her face. “What are you 

planning?” He maneuvered his body, and hers, until they were in the corner, effectively 

cutting her off from the crowd behind them. His power was back under control, but his 

curiosity was roused. 

 

She puffed out an impatient breath, focusing once more on him. Some of her 

shyness had evaporated, but in its place was an irritation he wasn’t used to seeing in 

feminine eyes. “Becks and I are going to the annual masquerade. Mr. Friedelinde invited 

us, for the first time. I’m hoping I can get either Simon or Becky moving in the right 

direction, but I don’t want Becky hurt or embarrassed if Simon isn’t really interested.” 

She looked up at him, her little chin tilted as she demanded a response. “So. Is he?” 

 

Max turned back to look at his Beta. From the way Simon was sniffing the air 

around Becky, he’d say Simon was very interested. He looked down at Emma, who was 

tapping her foot impatiently. “Yes.” 

 

Relief flickered across her face and her body relaxed as if he’d lifted a weight off 

her shoulders. “Thank God. They’d be perfect together.” 

 

“What makes you say that?” Truly curious, he watched as she turned thoughtful. 

 

“Simon knows he can have any female he wants just by snapping his fingers, but 

Becky backs away from him every time he approaches. He’s never quite certain where he 

stands with her. He gets bored so easily with the ones that fall in the palm of his hand that 

he winds up dumping them pretty quickly. He can’t predict what Becky will do, so she’d 

never bore him. Also, Becky loves his work and understands how much time and 

devotion it takes to make the kinds of things Simon does, so she wouldn’t resent that if 

she knew he’d be coming home to her. She would challenge him; keep him on his toes, 

while he would cherish her like she should be cherished. No one’s truly loved her before, 

or shown her her own worth.” Emma focused on him again, her expression gleefully 

vengeful. “But if he hurts her, I’ll scoop out his nuts with a grapefruit spoon.” 

 

The change from dreamer to avenger had Max grinning even as his balls drew up 

at the visual image she’d created; although, from the way Simon was acting she had 

nothing to worry about. “Remind me not to get you mad at me.” 

 

“Oh, no, I’m not the one to be afraid of.” She motioned him closer with a crooked 

finger, and he obligingly bent closer, getting a whiff of her rose scented perfume as he 

did. “Becky had a friend in college who showed her how to use a goat emasculator,” she 

whispered softly in his ear. 

 

Max reared back, staring at Becky and then back down to the innocent looking 

little devil nodding solemnly in front of him. 

 

He threw his head back and laughed harder than he had in months. 
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Max climbed into Simon’s truck with a grin. 

 

“What the hell did Emma say to you to get you to laugh like that, anyway?” 

Simon asked, his tone aggravated. 

 

Max shook his head. “Nothing you’d be interested in, I’m sure.” 

 

“Try me,” Simon snarled. 

 

Max snarled a warning to his Beta, who had the grace to look guilty. 

 

“Sorry.” 

 

“Want to tell me what that was all about?” 

 

Max wasn’t asking, and Simon knew that. He sighed. “Becky. She won’t talk to 

me, barely looks at me and leaves the room the minute I enter it. Hell, if she can arrange 

it she makes sure she’s gone before I get there!” 

 

“So you’re not interested in Emma?” 

 

The look Simon shot him was part amazement, part horror, and Max relaxed, his 

fears that Simon was interested in Emma eased. It was the look a brother would give 

someone if asked if he thought his sister was hot. 

 

“Emma wants to do something to bring the two of you together. I thought I’d 

verify that it’s what you want before I start helping her.” 

 

“Man, if you and Emma can get Becky to agree to give me a chance, I’d be 

forever grateful.” Simon shook his head, frowning ferociously. “I have no idea what I did 

to turn her off me so thoroughly, but if something doesn’t give soon I’m going to lose it.” 

Simon looked thoroughly miserable. “I’m pretty sure she’s my mate.” 

 

Max mentally rubbed his hands together in anticipation. “We’ll see what we can 

do.” 

 

He ignored Simon’s sideways glance, his Beta’s slow grin too close to a smirk. 

“Emma sure grew up pretty, didn’t she?” 

 

Max tried his best, but he couldn’t hold back his grin. “Yes, she did.” 

 

Simon nodded his approval. “She’d make a great Curana.” 

 

Max smiled. The idea of Emma as his Curana, ruling at his side, mated to him for 

all eternity appealed mightily. Not one to waste time when he wanted something, he 

began outlining his plan to win over their women 
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Blurb: 

 

In this erotic historical paranormal romance series set in the heart of Tuscany’s centuries-

old wine country, three half-Satyr brothers receive a letter that sends them in search of 

three endangered half-Faerie brides.  

 

Charming youngest brother Lyon is so ruggedly handsome that his looks have actually 

caused women to swoon. Though he resents that duty calls him to wed and doubts that he 

can ever love one woman, he nevertheless travels to Paris in search of the third bride. 

 

At first glance, Juliette seems a good choice for him, for he discovers her to be a 

courtesan. Their passionate night together leaves him sated beyond his wildest 

imaginings, but her magic results in dire repercussions that only she can reverse.  

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

The sound of the lash cut the quiet in several staccato slashes. Gina whimpered. 

 

Juliette cleared her throat. "I suppose. Shall we visit another room now, 

monsieur?" 

 

"I’m content to hear more of this one." Lyon moved away from her along the 

wall, surveying the continuous fresco, which portrayed interconnected scenes of 

antiquity, each more debauched than the former. He paused before a painting of a low 

prostitute posing as if in wait for a customer. It was one of the oils from Valmont's 

ancestral home.  

 

"A prostibula," he said, reading from the small gilt plate in the center of the 

frame's bottom edge.  

 

"A ‘morue’, we call her in France. She who stands in front of her stabulum—a 

cell or stall--to be visited by men," Juliette clarified, coming to stand beside him. "She 

doesn’t look particularly happy about it, does she?" 

 

His gaze cut to hers. "Would you be happy, in her place?"  

 

From the adjoining room, a rhythmic thumping began, accompanied by feminine 

moans and ribald masculine grunts.  

 

What the prostibula did was a baser form of what went on here in Valmont's 

establishment. Surely this man realized that.  

 

"Non," she said. 
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Lyon turned back to study the expression of the woman in the painting. "You 

answer too quickly and without consideration. First, you must look at her. Really look. 

Imagine yourself in her situation. On a day that completely changes your life from what it 

was before."  

 

He circled her, moving to stand at her back, so they both faced the painting. He 

set his hands at her shoulders and his disembodied voice came, low and mesmerizing. 

"Imagine you are she, waiting there for a man. Any man. Hoping one will walk by and 

notice you. 

 

You are fairly new at this work and shy. You've had two customers this morning, 

but you know that if no one else comes, you do not eat that day. So you hope for more.  

 

Men of every class walk by, weighing your worth in terms of the coins in their 

pockets. You preen and woo them with your smile. But no one stops . . . until . . . finally, 

one man passes . . . and slows. He stops." 

 

Juliette shivered, in spite of the fire he'd roused in the corner grate. Behind her, 

his palms slid up and down her chilled arms, connecting her to him and warming her far 

more than did the fire.  

 

Why didn't he ask his questions and get them over with? She opened her mouth to 

provoke him with questions of her own, but the words that came out were not those she 

intended.  

 

"You should flee this place," she whispered.  

 

His hands paused only briefly, then dropped, finding her waist. Gently they slid 

upwards along her side, shaping over her ribs, under her arms. Then back to her hip, then 

upward again, retracing the same path time and time again. And with each upward sweep, 

he brushed nearer to the underswells of her breasts, until she was nearly mad with the 

need to have him take their weight in his palms.  

 

"But he wants you," Lyon murmured in that same hypnotic rumble. "You can see 

it in his eyes.  

 

You nod and turn to lead him inside the lupanare to your small cell. There are 

paintings along the hall, depicting various carnal positions he might enjoy engaging in 

with you. Various fetishes you might cater to. Some clients require such inspiration and 

instruction. You wonder if he gazes at them as you pass. You glance back and find his 

eyes are on you as though he wonders how you will look without your tunic. You wonder 

what he will do to you when you’re alone with him . . ." 

 

Next door, Gina’s moans had turned husky and passionate. They entwined with 

the metered thumps of a bed hitting against the wall and were erratically punctuated by 
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the crack of the lash. Tomorrow her skin would be welted where all could see, but she 

enjoyed showing off the marks almost as much as she enjoyed receiving them.  

 

And, seeing them, Juliette would silently envy her. 

 

The other girls assumed she was happy in her self-imposed celibacy. That she had 

no desire to experience the visceral entertainments all of them enjoyed. But she knew her 

own fleshly failings and knew she was on dangerous ground here. She would call a halt 

soon, but not yet. Not yet.  

 

"At last you arrive in your windowless cell. You pull the worn fabric of the 

curtain aside. Your customer looms larger here and his body seems to fill up the room.  

 

You move toward your cot, leading him, as you have led other men before him. 

It's stone, covered with a pallet of straw you laid freshly after your last customer. 

 

While you're turned away from him, he comes behind you. And moves your hair 

aside. And puts his lips here, along your throat."  

 

Something brushed the tendon behind Juliette’s ear. Lush, dry lips. She angled her 

neck inviting more and they followed the downward slope to kiss the ridge of her 

shoulder. 

 

Yearning traveled in their wake, and she waited to hear what he would say next. 

Would die if she did not. 

 

"He touches you and you feel his warmth through the lone garment you wear. 

Most customers merely lift up the front of your shift and push their way inside you. But 

this one. His touch is different. Slow.”  

 

Lyon's groan blended with her gasp as his hands went lower, bunching in the 

fabric at her hips to grasp and rock her against him. Caged in his trousers, his shaft was a 

thick, knotted bulge that nestled along her rear cleft and soared to sear her spine. Strong 

capable fingers teased and rustled and massaged, seeming intent on memorizing the 

rounded shape of her derriere. 

 

Every sentence he spoke wound Juliette's emotions tighter and tighter in her chest. 

She clasped her hands at the front of her waist, nails biting into her skin.  

 

"He waits for a sign that you're ready for him. That you want what he offers. He 

asks if he's your first that day and you lie, thinking he wants to be. But he's hasn't a care 

for such matters. He enjoys an experienced woman . . ." 

 

Juliette's lips parted, and she stared straight ahead, unable to look away from the 

painting that inspired him. For the first time in years, she was actually responding to the 
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physical touch of a man. He’d come to her as a phantom earlier tonight, but now he was 

all too real. 

 

Seeking relief, she shifted ever so slightly, igniting the slick, pleasurable drag of 

the nether lips high between her legs. They were swollen, puckered. Wet with her own 

gush. And gasping for want of cock.  

 

It was as though she were on the bridge again. The memory of his size and shape 

moving inside her channel was vivid. The real thing was hard at her back. He could lift 

her skirts and be inside her. So easily. 
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Blurb: 

 

Duty, love and passion take flight on the wings of destiny. Compelled by honor and duty, 

Night Ravenwood leaves the life on the sea he loves to return home after the death of his 

brother. As heir to Ravenwood Manor, he finds himself in an arranged marriage and 

living a life he did not want. When tragedy strikes the newlywed couple, Night finds 

himself in love with the beautiful and serene Satine, they are tested in every way. Satine 

vows to make Night understand his destiny is with her while someone is willing to 

commit murder to keep them apart. Will love or murder shape the destiny of this union? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter Four 

 

 Night awoke with a start. He had the distinct feeling someone had been watching 

him. It must be near to dinner time. He started to rise from the bed. With no coverlet over 

him there was a bit of a chill. Perhaps that’s what woke me.  As he moved to the side of 

the bed, he heard a small, almost inaudible gasp. It was then he realized his feeling of 

being watched was not his imagination. He turned in the direction of the gasp and smiled 

as he discovered the beautiful Satine in his bedchamber. He was naked, having not put a 

dressing gown on after his bath, his door was shut and Satine was there. He smiled when 

it dawned on him that she had been able to watch him while he slept, totally unaware of 

her perusal of his male body. Night was inordinately pleased by this show of boldness. 

Hmm; perhaps I had been wrong about the simpering fool bit, about her being afraid of 

my manly parts. Mayhap, she is not the cold fish I have come to expect. He smiled as he 

looked at her, never once thinking to cover himself from her gaze. 

 

“How long have you been watching me?” he slyly asked her, wondering absently 

if she might be a pretty shade of pink in her embarrassment. After all, she had been 

caught in his chamber looking at him, and he had on not one stitch of clothing. 

  

Satine looked away, but could not seem to control her own movements and turned 

to look at him again, her boldness reaching new heights. “Only a moment or two. Your 

mother sent me to wake you. Dinner will be served in a quarter hour.” 

  

She started to leave; she would have to pass him to get to the closed door. He was 

still looking at her and was still naked, and now a smile spread slowly across his face. 

Making a move toward the door, she stopped when he stood up. 

  

His lust for her was visible, yet he did not frighten her as he thought he might. He 

wasn’t ashamed of his nakedness in front of her. Satine’s eyes were inexplicably drawn 

downward, where they rested on his swollen manhood. 

  



 98

There was a hint of her incredible eyes widening as she saw the evidence of his 

wanting her, but nothing close to the fear he was truly expecting. Surprised yet again, 

Night smiled, for she had unknowingly pleased him. He knew he was being a rogue, but 

he just couldn’t help himself. 

  

“Do you like what you have seen?” he asked her, smiling as she reached for the 

robe on the end of the bed. She tried to hand it to him without looking him in the eye. 

  

When he didn’t take the robe from her, Satine look a few tentative steps toward 

him. Once again she reached the robe out to him; her relief evident when he reached to 

take it from her. 

  

She squeaked in shock as he took hold of her arm instead of the robe. Pulling her 

close to him, she gazed into his eyes. 

  

“I asked you a question. I expect an answer,” Night said. Her face was close to 

his. 

  

“Wh-what was the question, sir?” Satine stammered, obviously nervous, though 

her eyes never left his. 

  

Lowering his head, he kissed her lightly, longing to taste her perfect lips. Longing 

to possess her in any way he could. His lips touched hers softly at the start, his tongue 

silently telling her to part her lips. He almost expired on the spot when her lips parted for 

him innocently, deepening the kiss, mating his tongue with hers in a dance far more 

intoxicating than even he had expected. He forgot to be gentle with her; his only thought, 

to possess her. 

  

She responded to his kiss without reserve, winding her arms around his neck as 

she dropped his robe and arched into his body. 

  

It numbed his mind to find that she fit him perfectly, as if she had been made just 

for him and no one else. They were both dazed and panting when he finally broke the 

kiss. 

  

Breathless, he turned her to the door. “You should go now before I do things I can 

not yet do. I will be down to dinner shortly,” he told her. He opened the door and gently 

pushed her into the hall. Closing the door softly, he leaned against it to catch his breath. 

She never answered my question. He dressed, absently wondering what his wedding night 

would be like. 

 

~ 

 

 Still dazed, Satine couldn’t say a word. She watched the closed door and realized 

that she had acted wantonly. Oh, what he must think of me now? Satine tried to move; but 

finding her feet firmly planted in front of his door, she couldn’t. He must be as shaken 
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about it as I am, or he wouldn’t have insisted that I leave. She tried desperately to 

compose herself, her feet finally releasing her. She started down the stairs, her thoughts 

returning to Night. He is gloriously made, all lean sinew; not a bit of fat on him anywhere 

that I can see and I saw everything. Well almost everything; he was lying on his back, so 

I didn’t see his buttocks. The patch of hair on his chest was soft and wonderful. He had 

no scars that she had seen; though she had not seen his back. His eyes, oh how green they 

are; like the grasses of my Highland. As long as I’m with him, I’ll be home. Would he 

really fit up inside her as her maid had told her he would? He was overly large to fit like 

that, surely. He certainly is beautiful; not the ogre I was expecting when Father told me I 

was to be married. But then, Night isn’t the intended groom, either. Though, as she 

thought it over in her mind, Jason had not been an ogre either. Maybe the Ravenwood 

men all were made like Night. She wanted to ask Lady Elizabeth if Sir Jason was made 

like Night. I am quite certain that should I ask Lady Elizabeth that question, she would be 

mortified.  She had almost righted her composure, when she thought once more of their 

kiss. She felt her cheeks go all warm again and knew she was blushing. She had never 

been kissed before. I didn’t know it would make my toes curl like it did; no one had ever 

told me that. It was a wondrous feeling, to be kissed by him. 

  

Sir Ravenwood rose and helped Satine into her chair, when she breezed into the 

room. “Thank you, sir. Night will be with us shortly.” This was just barely out of her 

mouth when Night strode into the room. 

  

Night bowed to his mother and then to his father. “Good evening,” he said, lifting 

Satine’s hand to his lips and kissing it lightly. It was well worth the torture he was 

experiencing, just in touching her, when Satine blushed a beautiful pink across her 

cheeks. Perhaps she is thinking of the kiss we shared. I know I am. 

  

“I’m overwhelmed, having you home with us again. I have been waiting ever so 

long just to see you again,” Night’s mother said brightly. “Storm is staying with friends—

has been for the last fortnight—but I’m positive when she hears of your return she will 

come home at once. I sent a messenger to her today, along with a message to Lady Sarah, 

letting them know that you arrived today and that I would attend Sarah on the morrow.” 

  

“You didn’t have to interrupt Storm’s fun to bring her home early. Mother. I am 

sure she would have caught on the wind, the rumor of my arrival and come home when it 

pleased her.” 

  

“Nonsense, she has waited for your return, as have I. She’s missed you so very 

much; and now you’re home to stay,” She smiled at him. 

  

Remembering her earlier reaction to his not staying at Ravenwood Manor, he 

wisely kept his mouth shut on the subject. Night turned to his dinner—a succulent roast 

shoulder of mutton surrounded by boiled potatoes, young carrots and peas, oxtail soup 

and delicious hot cross buns slathered in sweet, creamy butter. During his perusal of the 

dinner table in general, his father caught his attention. 
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“Ahem . . . the wedding is in a fortnight. Plans have continued despite Jason’s 

unfortunate death. I knew you would do what you must and so you have. It is to be a 

large formal affair; Satine’s family will arrive in four day’s time. After dinner, I expect 

you in the library to put your signature on the marriage contracts. Satine has already put 

her name to them, and yours will go beside it before you retire for the evening,” Night’s 

father said, leaving no room for argument from anyone, even had Night been so inclined. 

The conversation at the dinner table went quiet; all eyes turned to Night after that 

announcement. He simply dove into his meal without a word, for there was nothing more 

to say. 

  

Night could not remember a time in his younger years when there had been any 

conversation at the table, unless there was a dinner party. He had hated that part of the 

day, more so than any other part. Everything had to be proper, nothing ever out of order. 

That’s why he happy to be born a second son, not the heir. He hadn’t wanted any part of 

it. This house had not been a happy one. It was always the same, very proper. Always, 

what an Earl was expected to be. How could I be that now? Night had asked himself that 

very question many times indeed, since hearing of Jason’s death. He asked himself that 

question again, as he looked around the table at the proper people sitting at their proper 

places. How am I going to be able to make myself be something I never thought I would 

have to be? 

  

Mrs. Crimpton, his father’s cook, winked at Night as she brought out a tray of 

lemon cakes. They had always been a favorite and she has outdone herself this time. He 

actually ate three of them before pushing himself away from the table. Taking it as his 

cue, Sir Jason got up from the table and without a backward glance or word, left the 

dining hall. Night rose to follow his father, certain he had gone to the library. 

  

Resigned to the fact that he had to be alone with his father, a man he barely knew, 

Night entered the library, shutting the double doors behind him. His father was already 

seated behind his enormous desk, the same one that had always frightened Night as a 

child. Sir Jason Ravenwood looked up at his wayward son. Night bowed to his father, out 

of respect. Respect! Isn’t that a laugh? There is no other man in the world that deserves 

less respect than this man sitting before me. The Cliffs of Dover will crumble before I 

ever accept this man who calls me son. 

  

“Do sit down, Night. You’re too tall to not sit in my presence,” Sir Jason said. 

“Night; a fanciful name don’t you think? Your mother gave it to you; did you know 

that?” 

  

Shocked that his father had strung so many words together while in conversation 

with him, all Night could manage was a shake of his head. Seeing his father behind that 

large desk, which truly didn’t seem as large as it had when he was young, made him 

wince. Is that going to be me, after my father is gone? Will I look so hate-filled and hard? 

He thought to himself, as he said, “No, I didn’t know mother had named me.” 
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“Well I certainly would never have named you such a ridiculous name. She gave 

birth to the pair of you at night, during a raging thunderstorm, at that. So when you came 

into this world, she named you Night thunder,” Sir Jason told him matter-of-factly. “No 

one knew she was birthing twins until the pains started again. That’s when your sister 

came, squalling for all she was worth.” 

  

Why was his father mentioning this now? He had doubted that his father had even 

been here for the birth of them. Why bring all this out now? Night was on the verge of 

asking that very question, when his father continued. 

  

“She named her too, for that matter. Storm Rains, another fanciful name; 

something I would never have chosen. The birth had taken its toll on my Elizabeth; she 

almost did not survive it. She lay abed for months recovering. I swore then not to touch 

her again in my lust. I could not bear the thought of losing her. And so, she bore no more 

babes,” Sir Jason said, looking away from his only remaining son. “She had her girl child 

to spoil, and that she did. Storm is the very image of Elizabeth, in every way except 

temperament. The child is four and twenty and yet, she still has not married.” 

  

“To what purpose do you tell me this, Father?” Night interrupted his father for the 

first time in his life. 

  

“Elizabeth gave me two sons to carry the bloodline. You are the last, Night. You 

must marry; you must have sons. Satine will bear you fine children, give me a brood of 

grandchildren, so that I know my line will go on,” Jason said, looking directly into his 

son’s eyes. 

  

Night watched his father through the whole exchange of conversation, not 

knowing what to say or even what to do. This was not the man he knew as his father. He 

seems to plead with me to give him grandchildren. He must have other purposes for 

speaking in such a manner. My father wouldn’t care if I left on the next carriage out of 

here. Is he trying to make me feel the guilt he should be feeling? Well that will never 

happen. Night looked away, stood up and walked to the window. “I will do what you 

wish of me; I will marry Satine. She isn’t unpleasant to the eye. Her hips—from what I 

can gather—are wide and she should have no trouble bearing my children. Your 

bloodline will continue, sir,” Night said to his father without looking at him. “She doesn’t 

cower to me as I expected her to; and that pleases me. I couldn’t share a bed with a 

simpering fool that would be afraid of me.” 

  

Sir Jason laughed; a rusty sound. This took Night by surprise; he turned to look at 

his father and smiled. He couldn’t remember a time he had ever heard his father laugh. 

He liked the sound of it. Perhaps his father had changed slightly as he had aged; or maybe 

Jason’s death had shown him that no one, not even he, was immortal. His father might be 

someone he could grow to like after all. Maybe I won’t have to change as much as I 

thought I would. 
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“Yes, Satine is a lovely girl,” Sir Jason said when the laugh had subsided. “Comes 

from good Highland stock. Bred for breeding. She’s the youngest of Laird MacKenzie’s 

brood. He has three sons and three daughters. James and I have been friends for years, 

despite the differences between Scotland and England. 

  

“He will like you and you him; of this I’m certain. Satine is an accomplished 

rider, does beautiful needlework and has been working on a beautiful tapestry to hang in 

your home after the wedding. She’s also been working on a green tunic for you to wear 

for the wedding. To match your eyes or some such thing, so I’m told.” 

  

“I am certain she will be the perfect wife and mother. Father, there is something 

else I need to know.” 

  

Sir Jason nodded, knowing what he wanted before Night was able to put voice to 

the question. “It was a duel. Foil to foil.” 

  

“You must be jesting. Jason was the best man I know at foils,” Night protested, 

incredulous. 

  

“That he may have been; however, the man he fought must have been better,” Sir 

Jason said, hanging his head. 

  

“Is there any indication as to why he had dueled?” 

  

“He took the man unawares, while he was beating a lady of the night over some 

service not rendered,” Sir Jason said. 

  

Night surged to his feet angrily. “A whore! He was defending a whore?” 

  

“Night, be quiet. Shouting your outrage will not change the fact that your brother 

is gone; nor will it change why.” 

  

“I’m sorry, Father,” Night said, taking his seat again. “It’s just so hard to believe.” 

  

“Your brother was endlessly honorable toward women and couldn’t condone 

anyone harming a woman in any way, no matter her station in life.” 

  

Night reined in his rage and shock. “Do Mother and Storm know of all the 

circumstances surrounding Jason’s death?” 

  

“I have kept nothing from them; there really was no reason not to tell them. He 

was defending her, not utilizing her services. Though I am told that Jason did know her 

personally; and during his funeral, I saw her standing far back, crying. Your mother and 

sister have no need to know that small bit of information.” 
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Night nodded agreement as he absorbed the information and tried to picture his 

brother’s last hours.” 

  

“Well Father, it’s late and I’m very tired from the ride here. Shall we see to these 

papers?” Night asked. 

  

“Yes, yes we must. Let me see,” Sir Jason said as he looked around the top of the 

desk. “Yes, here they are. Just sign here at the bottom of the page, next to Satine’s name. 

She has a beautiful hand at writing, does she not?” Sir Jason commented as he gave his 

son the papers to sign. 

  

Night took the papers to read and signed them. She does have a lovely hand at 

writing, Night noted, Lovely hands too, for that matter. Lovely hair, eyes, lips . . . . 

Night’s manhood once again began to behave uncooperatively. He excused himself from 

the library, having put his signature where it was needed, and headed to his room again. 

As he slid through his door he was thinking he had missed seeing her go to her own 

bedchamber, therefore missed saying goodnight. This time he remembered to lock his 

door. I’m certain that if I had her in here just one more time, even for just one minute, I 

would be no gentleman.  He would not be able to stop himself from doing to her what his 

body wanted him to do. He had stripped off his boots and shirt and was beginning to 

unbutton the breeches he wore when she stepped out of the shadows. He stopped his 

hands from going any further. 

  

“What are you about, lurking in my bedchamber, not making yourself known as I 

undressed?” Night asked as he leaned on his bed post, looking for the entire world like a 

highway man ready to steal her blind. 

  

Satine’s boldness no longer shocked him. She walked up to him, reached up and 

kissed his mouth. A chaste kiss, her inexperience showing; but it still made his breath 

hitch. Whatever was she up too? Night smiled, and that seemed to make her more 

confident. Her hands came to rest on his chest; warm and soft. He stood up and covered 

her silky hands with his rough ones. 

  

“Will you kiss me again?” she asked him, innocence in her eyes. “I like being 

kissed; and I didn’t think that I would like it.” 

  

“Why would you think you wouldn’t like to be kissed?” He couldn’t help it, he 

had to know. 

  

She looked him in the eye, no longer embarrassed as she had been earlier. Though 

he did have to admit; at least he had his pants on this time. “I saw my brother kissing one 

of the maids—she seemed to like it—but it looked all wet and soggy to me. Something, I 

was certain, that couldn’t possibly feel good.” 

  

“But you liked kissing me?” Night was having fun, more fun than he thought he 

would here in his childhood home. 
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“Yes, I liked it very much,” she said. She smiled up at him and he was undone. 

  

He bent his head down to kiss her lightly on the lips. He meant only to take a 

small, chaste kiss from her as she had from him not a few moments before. It just wasn’t 

enough; he had to possess her fully. He held her close, she wrapped her arms around his 

neck for the second time in his bedchamber, and he deepened the kiss. Without invitation, 

she opened her lips and Night groaned, the kiss searing deeply into his soul. Satine 

arched up against him and his manhood responded with aching reality. 

  

He broke the kiss, needing to see her face; her lips were swollen. The only light in 

the room came from a three-tiered candelabra he had brought into the chamber from 

downstairs. He slowly let her go. Her eyes were shut and she swayed on her feet. He took 

hold of her arms until he was sure she would not faint. Her eyes fluttered open and she 

gazed into his. 

  

“That was very nice,” she gasped. “Can we do that again?” 

  

Night’s eyes almost crossed. “No sweeting. If I were to kiss you again, I wouldn’t 

be able to stop. That just wouldn’t be good; our wedding is but a fortnight away. We can 

kiss again on that day, but not before. I mean that—not until that day. Do you promise me 

that you will not ask me to kiss you again until that day?” 

  

Satine nodded, going up on her tiptoes to kiss him herself. 

  

“No kisses right now,” Night tried to tell her. 

  

“You asked me not to ask you to kiss me again until we wed; you never said I 

couldn’t kiss you instead.” 

  

Night groaned out loud, took her by the arm and gently pulled her to the door. He 

unlocked it and stepped out into the hall to make sure no one was about. He then took her 

to her own bedchamber door and bid her goodnight. 

  

“Sleep well tonight, Satine,” he told her, knowing full well that he most definitely 

would not sleep well; not in the condition his body was in. It simply was too painful to be 

around her for long, without wanting to touch her. Hell and damnation! How am I to be 

expected to be a priest for the next fortnight, when I have to be near her each day? I’m 

not a saint and right now my cock is making me painfully aware of it. 

  

He strode back to his bedchamber, stripped and got into bed, only to realize the 

candles were still lit. He jumped out of bed, crossed the room, snuffed them out, and 

made his way back to the bed, stubbing his toe on the bedpost as he did so. He lay awake 

for hours, the pain in his toe gone, but the pain in his groin growing for her. 
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Blurb: 

 

Sadie Grissom is still reeling from Devon Markier III purchasing the vet clinic where she 

works. The practice could have been hers if Sadie had been able to secure funding. She's 

torn between thankfulness at still having a job and trying to cope with the Devon's 

privileged upbringing and playboy lifestyle. 

 

Devon bought the clinic to have a place away from his family to practice his veterinary 

work. The fact that the sexy Sadie came with the facility is a major bonus. He knows she 

sees him as her boss but he wants much more than a simple business relationship. 

 

This hot doctor is going to prove to Sadie that love is the best medicine of all. 

 

This title is a revised and updated version of a book previously published as "Money 

Man." 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

He ate like a man truly enjoying his meal. The meal, one of the largest she’d had 

in a while, probably looked plebeian compared to the high cuisine a hired cook would 

make. Then again, she had seen him pack a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on occasion. 

Sadie didn’t care. Devon obviously enjoyed the meal. She doubted he could fake the 

murmur of appreciation that he gave. 

 

“This is good stuff. You’re not hungry?” He asked before polishing off his steak. 

 

“I’m getting full. But I wouldn’t mind dessert,” she offered. 

 

Devon arched his eyebrow. “Something tells me you’re not thinking about something you 

have waiting in the refrigerator.” 

 

Sadie licked her lips like a cat. She chuckled. “Nope. Though I do have a French 

silk pie. Except for what I have in mind maybe I should have bought strawberries and a 

can of whipped cream.” Leaning back in her chair, she took a sip of her nearly empty 

wine glass. 

 

Devon’s eyes twinkled. If her words shocked him, he certainly didn’t show it. 

Instead, lust burned in the depths of his hungry gaze.  

 

Taking charge of the situation, she pushed her chair back, folded her napkin, and 

walked to the other side of the table where Devon sat. Standing behind him, she braced 

her hands on his shoulders and began to knead. 

 

“Mmm, now that’s what I call service.” Devon leaned back, his lush mouth too 

much of a temptation to resist. 
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Sadie leaned forward and brushed her lips across his, tasting steak and wine.  

“You taste good,” she murmured against his lips and dipped down for another kiss. With 

her tongue, she traced the seal of his mouth. He opened to her, and with a moan, she 

delved inside.  

 

His hands reached up, one cupping the side of her face, the other reaching behind 

to hold the back of her neck. It was an awkward angle, but one Sadie didn’t try to change. 

Her fingers kneaded his shoulders, contracting and releasing like a cat in the throes of 

happiness. 

 

Changing her angle, she nuzzled his neck. His aroma tantalized her nose, a heady 

musk that had her thinking of naked bodies twining. With tiny nips, she traced a trail 

along the side of his neck, working from the sensitive spot behind his ear all the way to 

where his neck met his shoulder. She traced a path to his earlobe, pulling it into her 

mouth and sucking. 

 

Devon moaned. Reaching for her, he pulled her around him until she toppled into 

his lap. 

 

Sitting with her rear pressed against Devon’s hard cock removed any doubts in 

Sadie’s mind. Devon cupped her chin and tilted her face up to his for a long, hungry kiss. 

His free hand slid across her stomach, tracing her ribs as he worked toward her breasts. 

His thumb flicked against her nipple. Sadie moaned. She threaded her fingers through his 

hair, wanting to hold him against her, drink him in and never let him go. 

 

His tongue slid across hers. She wanted him to suckle her breasts, and then go 

lower until he savored the heart of her. Sadie clutched fistfuls of his shirt. If his kisses 

were too practiced, his hand too sure on her breast, it didn’t matter. His searing kiss 

burned jealous thoughts from her mind, and she willingly let herself drown in the 

sensation. 

 

Sadie wiggled against his cock. Her pussy ached for him. She wanted him, right 

here, right now, the perfect end to a perfect meal. Without releasing his lips, she slid 

away long enough to straddle him. 

 

Devon groaned. 

 

Freer now, she worked on his shirt, unfastening the buttons that prevented her 

from exploring his chest thoroughly. She skimmed her fingers across revealed skin until 

his chest was bare to her touch. She flattened her palms against his pectorals. Hard 

muscle met her touch. Sadie grinned as she pulled away from the kiss to suck in a needed 

gulp of air. 

 

She nuzzled his jaw, then his neck, working her way to his collarbone. Lower, 

still, until she teased his flat nipples with her tongue. Tonight, she had Dr. Markier 
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exactly where she wanted him, and she wasn’t letting go. Her thoughts had quieted, and 

she was ready to take what she wanted. 

 

Her hands dropped to the waistband of his jeans, quickly unfastening them. 

Gently, she lowered the zipper. The thin cotton of his boxers almost failed to hold his 

erection at bay and reaching in, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. 

 

“Sadie.” Her name was a growl of barely restrained need. 

 

She stroked, squeezing gently as she ran her fingers from base to tip. Having 

Devon in her power, helpless to do anything but allow her free roam of his body, shot 

heat straight through to her core. Her pussy clenched with the knowledge she’d soon have 

him deep inside. Her nipples pebbled and ached for the touch of his talented fingers. With 

her nails, she caressed the underside of his cock. 

 

“Do you know how long I’ve fantasized about this?” she asked, her lips hovering 

over his skin. 
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Blurb: 

 

In a time of war and hope, loss and redemption, death and rebirth, tragedy unites two 

enemies who seek vengeance and find love, only to learn that it was never their destiny to 

be together… 

 

Liberty MacRae, daughter of an American Revolutionary, and Sebastian Cole, a British 

soldier, share a vendetta against the brutal British commander who killed their loved 

ones. Each brings a special gift to their quest – Liberty has a second sight that allows her 

to predict death, and Sebastian is a Fated One, a man who died before he could kill his 

enemy and has been sent back by the spirits to complete the task. When they fall in love, 

they have to find a way to defeat not only the murderer, but destiny as well - a destiny 

that demands that Sebastian either forfeit his life to defeat his enemy or forfeit his soul. 

Can they find a way to change their destiny before Liberty’s most harrowing premonition 

- that of her lover’s death - comes true? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

March, 1778, the Whitmore Estate, Shenandoah Valley, Virginia 

 

Liberty MacRae held tightly to her friend Maggie’s hand as they waited to be 

announced at the Whitmore’s ball. A chill washed over her, warning her of a 

premonition. She clenched her fist and fought against it. 

 

“Libbie, my hand!” Maggie pulled away from her. “Are you all right? You’re so 

pale—oh, no. Not here, not now.” 

 

“I can’t help it.” She took deep breaths, willing her mind to stay in the present. The 

chill receded. The ballroom came sharply back into focus and she realized that Maggie 

had taken her hand again. 

 

“I’m sorry,” Maggie said. “Do you need to sit down?” 

 

Libbie shook her head. “I’m fine now. We can enjoy the evening.” 

 

“You’re truly all right?” 

 

Libbie smiled to reassure her friend. “Fit as a fiddle.” 

 

“Then we can begin our last adventure together before I become an old married 

woman. You’ve probably forgotten how boring life can be out here, while you were off at 

Mrs. Barton’s finishing school.” 

 

Nothing could compare to the boredom Libbie had experienced at Mrs. Barton’s dull 

affairs but Libbie didn’t mention it to Maggie. She was attending Lady Jane’s ball for her 
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friend, soon to be her sister-in-law and premonitions and bad feelings be damned, they 

were going to have a good time. 

 

“My brother adores you. If you had told him to stop being such a stick-in-the-mud 

and escort you to one of Lady Jane’s parties, he would have done it.” 

 

“Not happily, though. You know how he feels about fancy clothes and as for wearing 

a wig—” With her own bright red locks discreetly tucked away under a powdered wig, 

Maggie glanced at Libbie’s uncovered hair. “The aversion seems to run in the family.” 

 

“I explained that I left my wig at Mrs. Barton’s. I packed in such a hurry—I was so 

anxious to come home.” 

 

“And you didn’t realize it until you dressed this evening, when it was much too late 

to get another one. I’m afraid finishing school has taken the edge off your razor-sharp 

lying skills.” 

 

Libbie ignored Maggie’s grin as she handed the liveried servant their invitations. 

Libbie prepared herself for next few minutes when all eyes would be upon them as they 

descended the ornate oak staircase and made their dramatic entrance among Lady Jane’s 

bejeweled, wigged, overly perfumed guests. And then there was Lady Jane herself. She 

was a kind woman and not much older than Maggie and Libbie. But for Libbie’s taste, 

Lady Jane gave too many parties, wore too much red and flirted with far too many men, 

often right under her much older and overly indulgent husband’s nose. 

 

As the servant announced Libbie and Maggie’s names, Libbie caught a glimpse of 

Lady Jane in the midst of the crowd, surrounded by half a dozen grinning young men. 

She waved to Libbie with a large, sweeping gesture of her hand. Libbie raised one 

ungloved hand ever so slightly in response. 

 

I’m doing this for Maggie, Libbie reminded herself. And Mama. Mama, who too 

often had found Libbie shaking and sobbing after one intense vision or another. Mama, 

who worried that Libbie lived too much inside her own “dark imagination” and that 

Libbie would never do the right thing and marry the nice boy on the neighboring farm 

who knew of her strange episodes but professed to love her anyway. For her best friend 

and for her mother, Libbie would make this night a success. 

 

The crowd gathering below them clapped approvingly as Maggie and Libbie stepped 

onto the staircase. Maggie was glowing, Lady Jane was beaming and the premonition that 

had earlier threatened to overwhelm Libbie was long gone. 

 

As they descended the staircase, something in the far corner of the crowded room 

caught Libbie’s eye. She realized in an instant that it was jet black hair in a sea of white 

wigs. The dark-haired man turned as though he could feel her gaze on him. He had the 

most remarkable eyes she had ever seen. Even from across the room she could see that 

they were a deep blue, the color of a mountain lake at dusk. He wore dark blue breeches 
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and a white shirt fastened at the neck with a jewel, perhaps a sapphire. His waistcoat and 

coat were the same dark, almost dull blue as his pants but all were finely cut to draw 

attention to  the long, lean shape of him. 

 

Something more than a look danced on the air between them. It felt as though they 

knew each other, as though they must have met but Libbie could not quite place him. She 

knew her legs were still moving under her, carrying her down the stairs but she felt out of 

time with them, with Maggie, with the crowd. The only one in the world who seemed to 

be moving as slowly and purposefully as she, was the intriguing dark-haired, blue-eyed 

stranger. 

 

Then as suddenly as their eyes had met, he was gone, obscured by the crowd as she 

and Maggie stepped off the stairs. Only her racing pulse assured her that something had 

just happened, something amazing and important and more than a bit frightening. 

* * * * * 

The dull hum of voices and music rose to a crescendo. Sebastian stood in the corner 

farthest from the sweeping staircase that was the entryway to the ballroom. He took a sip 

of his aperitif as he turned to see what had caused the unusual change. The sight made his 

drink catch in his throat. He coughed and swallowed the liquid, then blinked. When he 

opened his eyes, it was still there. Amid the sea of grays was a color. One magnificent, 

radiant color. Green—the bright emerald green of her eyes set against the radiant 

paleness of her face, the dark green of her dress. Then pink—the bright pink of her lips, 

the soft pink of her cheeks. And copper strands glinting in her light brown hair. 

 

“Sebastian, there you are.” Jane, his childhood friend from Brittany, who was now 

Lady Jane Whitmore and host of the fêted event, laid her gloved hand on his arm. “What 

do you think of my dress? Isn’t it the most wonderful color?” 

 

He glanced at the low neckline of the frock and at the flounce that showed Jane’s 

ankles and smiled. “Everything looks stunning on you, Jane. And what do you call that 

lovely shade?” 

 

“Red, dear boy. It’s called red. I do worry about you these days.” She shook her 

head. “But come along. There’s someone you must meet. She’s a beautiful young woman 

and—well, you no doubt heard the stir that she and her friend caused when they made 

their entrance.” 

 

“I noticed a change in the room.” 

 

“And she should be of particular interest to you,” Jane whispered as they crossed the 

room. “She is Liberty MacRae, daughter of one Sean MacRae.” 

 

“I am interested, indeed,” he said. “Does she know?” 

 

Jane shrugged. “I cannot be certain. I will leave it to you to charm it out of her.” 
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The crowd had closed around Miss MacRae and her friend. All was gray again and 

the sameness was somehow comforting. As he and Jane moved through the throng, 

Sebastian told himself that surely he had imagined the sudden intensity of sensation. 

 

But when the crowd parted and he saw her, color flooded over him again. There was 

also a scent, the sweet fragrance of gardenias. He fought to maintain his composure as the 

strangest mix of emotions washed over him—joy laced with sadness, hope tinged with 

regret. 

 

Jane spoke to Miss MacRae, then the young woman turned toward him. She reached 

out her hand, he touched it. He felt it, warm and pliable in his grasp. 

 

Jane touched Miss MacRae’s shoulder. “Sebastian, this is Miss Liberty MacRae. She 

is just returned from finishing school in Charlottesville. Libbie, this is one of my dearest 

friends in the world, Mr. Sebastian Cole. The two of you will be seated together at dinner 

this evening.” 

 

Sebastian nodded, unable to refuse, yet unprepared for a whole evening of sensations 

that he couldn’t explain and didn’t understand. As a servant rang a bell and announced 

that dinner was served, Sebastian offered his arm to escort Miss MacRae to the dining 

room. Her fingers rested in the crook of his elbow. He could feel her heat, could feel her 

very heartbeat in her fingertips. 

 

In an instant, Liberty MacRae had infused Sebastian’s world with vivid awareness 

after months spent in a subtle, muted purgatory. He could not imagine how he would 

survive the shock. 

 

As he escorted her to the dining room, Sebastian wondered what he would say to her 

during dinner. She solved the problem for him by taking an acute interest in the old 

gentleman to her left and consequently ignoring Sebastian. For his part, Sebastian regaled 

the ladies to his right with tales of Jane’s adventurous childhood. But he could not truly 

ignore Miss MacRae when her very presence allowed him to taste the creamy, delicately 

spiced potato and leek soup, the roasted game hen and braised pork, the fresh greens and 

baked apples, the full-bodied wines from Lord Jamison’s renowned cellar. And the 

scents—pungent perfumes, sweet garden flowers, smoky candles—brought back 

memories of long ago family dinners and younger, happier years. 

 

When the meal ended and guests rose from their seats, he stood quickly to help Miss 

MacRae with her chair. She stared into his eyes as if she could see his secrets revealed 

there. He touched her hand, brushed his fingers across the damp softness of her palm, 

heard her sharp intake of breath. 

 

“Miss MacRae,” he said quietly, although no one was near them, “I’m sorry we 

didn’t get a chance to speak during dinner. I had hoped to inquire about your father.” 
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“You know my father?” 

 

Sebastian shrugged. “I know of Sean MacRae. I’ve heard talk of his involvement in 

certain delicate matters.” Was it his imagination, or did she turn a shade paler? 

 

She took a step back from him and glanced at the doorway a few feet away. “I have 

no idea what you’re intimating, Mr. Cole. Now if you’ll excuse me, my dance card is 

quite full.” 

 

He was left alone in the room, now a gray, scentless, nearly soundless place. A 

minute later he joined the party in the ballroom and sought out the dance partner at the 

top of his own dance card. Every so often he would catch a glimpse of Miss MacRae, a 

blur of fantastic color whirling on the dance floor. He did his best to charm Jane’s female 

guests as he met and danced with each one. He could afford to be charming and patient, 

because he knew his turn to dance with Liberty MacRae was coming. 

 

Sebastian bowed to one more partner, a middle-aged lady with a quick smile who 

had made a discreet but unmistakable proposition to him. Murmuring something to the 

effect of giving her husband his regards, Sebastian stepped away from her and slipped 

into the crowd, finally in search of his long-awaited dance partner. He caught a glimpse 

of green dress and copper hair at the far end of the room, then watched her slip out a side 

door that led to the back garden. 

 

Sebastian told himself that he feared for her safety. After all, didn’t he know better 

than anyone what unseen dangers lurked in the dark, waiting to prey on such innocence 

and beauty? He stepped onto the veranda and glanced up at the night sky filled with tiny 

stars and dominated by the full, low-hanging orb of the moon. Miss MacRae would look 

stunning under its glow. He stepped down the wide flagstone steps and onto the garden 

path, trusting his inexplicable sensory awareness of her to guide him. 

 

He stopped cold and struggled to catch his breath as a different awareness swept over 

him like an icy river—not a sight or sound but an instinct. The deepest sensation left to 

him, the ability to feel the dead. But these were not ghosts, nor were they of this place, 

not like the others he could feel—the souls of Indians and farmers who had toiled and 

died on this land. These were corporal beings. He could feel their hearts beating in their 

chests, their cold blood flowing in their veins. They were like him and like him were tied 

to their killer, his killer. In an instant he knew them, knew of their horrible deaths, knew 

that they had come back to life for the same reason he had—to wreak vengeance on 

Winters. But they were different too, somehow more lost, hopeless, desperate. They 

whispered to him deep inside his mind, begged him to come to them, to help them, to set 

them free. 

 

I don’t understand. Set you free from what? 

 

Before they could answer, something stirred farther down the garden path. Sebastian 

ran toward the noise, following the twists and bends in the path, expecting to see the sad, 
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dead beings around every turn but wondering why he no longer felt them. Something 

flashed green and bright in front of him and he tried to stop but he was moving too fast. 

His foot caught on Miss MacRae’s skirt. Sebastian lost his balance and plunged headfirst 

into an azalea bush in full bloom. 

* * * * * 

Libbie would have screamed but her throat was frozen in fear. Death had hurled 

itself at her, had stumbled, had— Landed in an azalea bush? She was still shaking, still 

felt the cold fear curled in the pit of her belly but the bright strands of red hanging in the 

air had dissipated. The death that had lurked just beyond Lady Jane’s garden was no 

longer there. And the creature who had frightened her beyond reason and was now 

struggling to right himself looked uncannily like one of her dinner companions. 

 

Libbie shook again but this time with laughter. She wiped away the tears that had 

begun to dry on her cheeks. With the threat gone, she felt light again and joyful and 

invincible. She reached down into the azalea bush and grasped Mr. Cole’s hand to help 

him stand. 

 

“Miss MacRae, are you hurt? I’m so sorry, I didn’t see you there.” He stopped to 

catch his breath. 

 

Libbie covered her smile with one hand and nodded. “I’m fine,” she finally managed 

to say. “I daresay you bore the brunt of our unfortunate encounter.” 

 

He was breathing normally now. “I do apologize for that. It’s just that I heard a noise 

and I…” He shook his head. 

 

Libbie took a step back from him, hoping to shrink into the shadows. He had heard 

her crying like a baby, like a lunatic driven insane by the full moon. Like the aberration 

of nature that she was. But somehow she didn’t want Mr. Cole to know the truth about 

her, to believe anything bad about her at all. It wasn’t just that he was handsome, 

although he truly was. His black hair shimmered in the moonlight, his dark blue eyes 

were so wide and intense that she felt she could fall into them. He was much taller than 

she, broad-shouldered and lean. A sleek black panther, tense and still but ready to spring 

into action at any second. 

 

“Miss MacRae?” 

 

Libbie realized he was proffering his arm to her. 

 

“I asked if I may escort you back to the party.” 

 

She nodded and took his arm. As they walked slowly up the garden path, Libbie 

struggled to find a reason to explain her previous state. 

 

“Were you lost?” Mr. Cole asked quietly. 
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“Pardon me?” 

 

“On the garden path. I thought you might have been lost, trying to find your way 

back to the house.” 

 

“Yes, I was… I mean, I got turned around on the path.” She smiled up at him. She 

wanted to throw her arms around his neck, to kiss him and thank him for not making her 

explain herself as she so often had to do. To kiss him… 

 

“Here we are,” he said as they stepped onto the veranda. “I wonder if I might ask one 

favor of you, Miss MacRae.” 

 

“Anything,” she said quickly, then blushed. 

 

Mr. Cole smiled. “It seems you stepped outside just before we were to share a 

dance.” 

 

Yes. It all came back to her. She hadn’t wanted to dance with him. The things he’d 

made her feel, even from across the room when she’d first seen him, the touch of his 

hand as he escorted her to dinner, the sound of his laughter as he sat next to her. 

Something about Mr. Cole made her want to say and do strange things, like kiss him in 

the garden and dance with him on the veranda. But then he had mentioned her father… 

 

He stepped back from her and stood in position for their dance. Libbie decided she 

had been overreacting to an innocent comment and obligingly curtsied to him as he 

bowed to her. They started a minuet, one Libbie had danced dozens of times but she 

couldn’t quite keep the rhythm. The song was slow but she was breathless. As they 

stepped back and then forward another time, her knees bent under her against her will. 

Before she sank to the ground, she felt Sebastian’s arms around her waist, pulling her 

against him. 

 

“Miss MacRae, are you all right?” 

 

“I’m fine. It’s just the heat. It’s unseasonably warm this evening, don’t you agree?” 

 

“And you had a fright earlier.” 

 

“No, I’m fine,” she insisted, steadying herself and pushing away from him. “You 

merely stumbled over me and I’ve recovered.” 

 

“I meant before that. You were afraid of something. You went out into the garden 

alone and got frightened.” 

 

“I go many places alone and I assure you I don’t frighten easily.” 
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“Perhaps then you should frighten more easily, because the world can be a very 

dangerous place.” 

 

Libbie widened her eyes in shock. “I’m more aware of that than you’ll ever know, 

Mr. Cole. I’ve seen things that…” 

 

She looked away from him. It was more than seeing things. It was feeling unbearable 

pain, reliving deaths died a hundred years ago and yesterday, feeling evil coming but not 

knowing when or where it would arrive. She looked him in the eye. “I don’t need a 

lecture from you about it.” 

 

He grabbed her shoulders and stared at her with the same determination she saw in 

her father’s and brother’s faces when they wanted to convince her that she needed their 

protection. But as she stared up into Sebastian’s dark, hooded eyes, his look changed. 

Determination seemed to give way to confusion, then to resignation as he leaned closer to 

her. His soft breath brushed her cheek, his fingertips caressed her shoulders. Libbie 

closed her eyes, willing him to come closer, to actually kiss her. His lips pressed against 

her mouth. She tensed from the shock of it, then felt him loosen his grip on her. 

 

Fearing that he would pull away from her and declare it an indiscretion, or worse, a 

mistake, Libbie put one hand behind his neck and wrapped the other one in his thick, 

smooth hair. Mr. Cole laid a hand on each side of her face and deepened the kiss, parting 

her lips with his and exploring her mouth with his tongue. 

 

His kiss was sweet and gentle but she could feel the strain of his self-control in the 

tenseness of his neck and shoulders. Some deep, feral part of her wanted him to abandon 

that self-control, to kiss her with all the passion and desperation that she could feel in 

him, that she had felt from the first second she had laid eyes on him. 

 

Sebastian withdrew from her slowly, carefully. 

 

“Mr. Cole, I-I mean Sebastian…” She could not finish her thought while he watched 

her so intently. 

 

With his hands still cupping her cheeks, he stared at her with wonder. “Miss 

MacRae, Liberty, you have no idea how long I—” 

 

They heard the side door swing open, momentarily revealing louder music and 

laughter from the ballroom before swinging closed again. 

 

“Liberty! Liberty, dear, are you out here?” Jane called. 

 

Libbie sucked in her breath and jumped back from Sebastian. 

 

Lady Jane stepped onto the flagstone steps, made a quick survey to locate them and 

was quickly upon them in all her bright red glory. “Sebastian, I’m so glad you found 
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Liberty.” She squeezed Libbie’s hand. “Maggie told me you weren’t feeling well earlier 

and that you stepped outside for some fresh air.” 

 

Libbie nodded, not trusting her own voice. 

 

“Well, you must come back inside so that you, Maggie and I can have a little chat 

before your brother arrives to collect you.” Lady Jane looked at Sebastian and for an 

instant Libbie thought she saw the woman wink at him. “Liberty’s brother just got 

engaged to her best friend, Maggie.” 

 

Sebastian raised his eyebrows. “Indeed? Miss MacRae, you must give your friend 

my best wishes.” 

 

Libbie cleared her throat and ventured some words. “Won’t you join us, Mr. Cole, to 

convey your best wishes in person?” 

 

He opened his mouth to speak but Jane interrupted. 

 

“I’d like to give Maggie a little marriage advice.” She smiled. “Ladies only. No 

gentlemen allowed.” 

 

Libbie looked to Sebastian for help but he could only shrug. Then he bowed to her as 

he had when they had danced. She curtseyed back to him and they both smiled. 

 

“It has been my pleasure, Miss MacRae,” he said. 

 

She nodded. “Likewise.” 

 

She wanted to say more but Lady Jane had fastened her grip on Libbie’s arm and 

deftly maneuvered her to back to the house. 

 

As they stepped into the stifling ballroom, an idea occurred to Libbie. If she could 

find excuses to visit Lady Jane frequently during Sebastian’s visit, she could see him as 

well. They could spend more time together. Perhaps he would like to ride with her around 

the perimeter of the Whitmore estate. Libbie knew the lands better than Lady Jane, 

having grown up on the farm next to them. The thought of spending more time with him 

lifted her spirits. 

 

“Lady Jane, how long will your friend be staying with you?” she asked as they 

moved through the crowd. 

 

“Hmm? Oh, he—” Jane spotted Maggie. “There she is. Maggie, dear, come chat with 

us!” 
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A strand of hair fell into Libbie’s face as she hurried to keep up with Jane. She tried 

to discreetly pin it into place but one of her hairpins was missing. Heat flushed her face as 

she realized the pin had probably fallen out when Sebastian had kissed her. 

 

With Jane distracted by the task of threading her way toward Maggie, Libbie slipped 

away from her hostess and moved to the veranda doors. She hoped to find her hairpin but 

it was a secondary consideration. Sebastian was still out there, she was sure of it. He 

would flash his brilliant smile at her, she’d run into his arms, they would share another 

breathtaking kiss. Her heart raced as she stepped outside. 

 

He wasn’t there, at least not where they had left him. But the low hum of voices 

came from somewhere in the garden. A cold fear gripped Libbie as she remembered the 

horrible presence of death that she had felt earlier. She felt dizzy as she frantically looked 

around for Sebastian. She forced herself to regain her composure and tried to feel 

whatever was out there. Death had not returned. There was nothing more sinister lurking 

in the darkness than some party guests who, like she, had needed a breath of fresh air. 

 

With a sigh of relief, she stepped onto the garden path, determined to find Sebastian. 

She hadn’t gone far when she recognized one of the voices as his. A pang of jealousy 

shot through her. Then she heard another voice—a male voice. A very familiar male 

voice. Sebastian was speaking with her brother. 

 

Now her mind raced with new fears. Had Johnny arrived early to collect her and 

Maggie, come around the back of the house, seen Sebastian kissing her? She crept closer, 

step by step, until she could peer through some hedges and see and hear them clearly. 

 

Sebastian handed something to her brother. It looked like a paper or an envelope. 

Before she could identify it, it disappeared inside Johnny’s waistcoat. 

 

“Thank you, Lieutenant. My father will be happy to see this. It will save a lot of 

lives.” 

 

“Yes, well, I’m glad Jane was able to arrange our meeting. I had hoped to meet your 

father as well. I’ve heard talk that he’s one of the best leaders the Virginia militia has.” 

 

Her brother was having a secret meeting with Sebastian. Johnny called him 

Lieutenant. They spoke of her father and the militia. The man who had kissed her was 

involved in one of her father’s secret mission. Libbie touched her lips, wondering if she 

had unwittingly been part of it, a patsy used to create a cover for the Lieutenant. 

 

Johnny was smiling. “My father is the best leader. And Lady Jane has said nothing 

but good things about you. I never would have taken information from a Redcoat if she 

hadn’t vouched for you.” 
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A Redcoat. Libbie shook her head, backed away down the path. For decades, the 

MacRaes had been sworn enemies of soldiers of the British Crown. Now Johnny was 

conspiring with one and Libbie had kissed him. 

 

She heard Sebastian’s voice. Something about Jane, then a laugh. It made Libbie 

think of the brooch he wore to fasten his shirt, a brooch she was sure she’d seen Jane 

wear. There was something she should put together about that, about him, about Jane but 

her head was swimming. A vision was coming. She fought it, tried to close her mind to it, 

like she had earlier. But it was too big too strong. She sank to her knees. 

 

Death hung like thick red fog clinging to the earth and obliterating the sun. Bodies—

some whole, some broken, some barely recognizable as human—littered the once 

peaceful meadow. Someone called out her name, reached out a hand. She instinctively 

grabbed it but it was wet with blood and slipped from her fingers. He called out her name 

again, she reached for him but he went still. She saw Johnny’s face, Johnny’s blood. 

Nearby lay her father and a few feet from him, Tom Donnelly. The neighbor who had 

grown up with her, the boy who wanted to marry her. 

 

It was the first of May. May Day. They were to be home by now, joining in a 

celebration but their orders had changed. They had ended up on this field and now could 

never come home again… 

 

“Come back,” she whispered to her brother. “Come back and I’ll do anything you 

and Papa ask. Papa please, come home. I’ll marry Tom, just like you wanted. Anything 

you want. Just don’t leave me.” 

 

The ground was suddenly firm beneath Libbie. She lay curled into a ball in Lady 

Jane’s garden. Johnny and Sebastian’s voices were gone and she was alone and shivering. 

It had never happened like this before—twice in one night. If the vision were true… But 

it couldn’t be. Her premonitions had been wrong before. Still, something evil was 

approaching and Libbie knew with every fiber of her being that she would be powerless 

to stop it. 
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Blurb: 

 

When the going gets tough...the tough go cruising. 

 

Love is supposed to overcome any obstacle—that’s what Cara always thought. But when 

love alone is not enough to help her overcome the trauma in her past, she knows it’s time 

to get creative. 

 

Surely a change of scenery would help. That’s what Liam thinks when he books the two 

of them on a romantic cruise vacation along the California coast.  

 

Cara’s not so certain. She thinks the trip is likely to be a lot of things—memorable, life 

altering, a turning point—fun isn’t one of them. But, with so much at stake, and a New 

Year fast approaching, there’s one thing the two can agree on: they’re ‘re both willing to 

try just about anything to make love last. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

 

 Bodies have memories and hers remembered every touch; even the ones her mind 

could not recall. Especially those. And that, Cara thought, as she stared out the car 

window at the swiftly passing landscape, was precisely the problem.   

 

 “You’re awfully quiet this morning,” her boyfriend Liam observed, taking his 

eyes from the road long enough to shoot her a worried glance. “Is everything okay?” 

 

 “Mm-hm,” Cara lied. She smiled at him reassuringly. “I was just thinking.”  

Certainly, everything should be okay. After all, they were on their way to LA where later 

today they’d board a cruise ship for their first vacation together since they’d started 

dating, six months earlier. The prospect of the trip––four days at sea with stops in 

Catalina and Ensenada, culminating in a New Year’s celebration aboard ship––should be 

making her ecstatic. But her happiness was marred by one small problem: Her body. And 

those goddamned memories. 

 

 “What’re you thinking about?”  

 

 “Just trying to remember if I packed everything.” Another lie. She knew full well 

she had everything with her she’d need for the trip. She’d made sure of it.   

 

 “It’ll be fun,” Liam insisted. “You’ll see. We’re gonna have a good time.” 

 

 Cara nodded and flashed another bright smile in his direction. Their vacation was 

likely to be a lot of things—memorable, challenging, life altering, a turning point. Fun 

wasn’t one of them. But for Liam’s sake she’d keep up the pretense as long as she could. 

Given everything he had done for her, that was the least she could do in return.   
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**** 

 

The nervous tension rolling off Cara was so thick it should have impaired his 

vision. Liam tightened his hands on the wheel and stared out the window, pretending not 

to notice. But, oh, he noticed, all right. It didn’t matter how many smiles she threw his 

way, he could feel the tension she was generating. It roiled in his gut. Hell, even if he 

hadn’t been an empath and able to sense, all too clearly, the emotions of those around 

him, he knew her well enough, after all these months, to know when she was lying. The 

question was, what was she lying about this time? 

 

As she lapsed back into a brooding silence he let his own mind drift back in time, 

remembering the night they’d first met and all the days and weeks that followed.  

Cara had been a brainwashed member-in-good-standing of the phony, New-Age, pseudo-

religious cult he’d gone undercover to infiltrate, when Liam first set eyes on her.  At the 

time, she’d seemed perfectly happy in her role as girlfriend to the cult’s sadistic leader, 

Gregg. It had taken Liam a little too long to realize she’d been lying then, too.  

 

He’d often thought that if he and Cara could have somehow gotten together then, 

right at the start, maybe things would have turned out differently. But, no. It was only 

months later, after she’d been brutalized—beaten, raped, almost killed––that they’d 

finally confessed their feelings for each other. But maybe by then it was too late. 

Although her physical wounds were mostly healed now, the psychological scars were 

another matter entirely. Those, it seemed, might never go away. 

 

**** 

 

Despite the workday traffic crowding the 405 Freeway, they made it to Long 

Beach with hours to spare before their ship was due to leave port. Checking in proved far 

easier than Liam had expected—all thanks to Cara’s boss, Sinead, who used to work for 

the cruise line and who’d called in some favors and pulled a few strings.   

 

Whoa. Make that a lot of strings, Liam thought as he gazed around their cabin. He 

had to admit he was impressed. Though the room was still almost claustrophobically 

small, they’d been upgraded several times resulting in an outside cabin on an upper deck 

with an actual window and a large gift basket welcoming them aboard.  

 

Still, mindful of the fact that Cara might need a little time to adjust to the close 

quarters, he pasted on his own phony smile and turned to her. “Listen, why don’t you 

take a few minutes to get settled in? I’m just going to pop upstairs and make a couple of 

phone calls while we’re still in port, all right?” 

 

Her eyes vague, Cara smiled and nodded. But as he turned to leave the room her 

gaze returned to the narrow bunk she’d been contemplating. The look of faint 

consternation on her face had him wondering whether the whole five days wouldn’t be 
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too short a time for her to adjust. Maybe he’d end up spending the next few nights sacked 

out on the deck.  

And wouldn’t that be something to look forward to? 

 

**** 

 

“So? How is it?” Sinead asked when Liam got her on the phone. The eagerness in 

her voice did nothing to mask the underlying yearning; and the fact that a big part of her 

still missed her former life was painfully obvious to Liam’s heightened senses. “Isn’t it a 

beautiful ship? Everyone treating you okay? You having fun yet?” 

 

“Everything’s great,” he replied, leaning on the deck rail, looking down at the port 

of Long Beach, at the line of people still waiting to embark. “But, we just checked in so 

it’s a little early for fun yet.  I just wanted to call and thank you for everything—the 

upgrades, the basket. It was really nice of you to go to so much trouble for us.” 

 

“You don’t have to thank me, Liam. I was happy to do it—it was no trouble at all. 

You just make sure our girl has a good time ‘kay?” 

 

A good time? How much did Sinead know, he wondered, about the aftermath of 

Cara’s ordeal?  

 

Liam had been shocked, when they’d first started dating, to learn that Cara 

couldn’t bear to be touched; that the gentlest stroke of a finger along her cheek was 

enough, at times, to start her shivering––and not in a good way. Almost a month had 

passed before he could get her to hold hands with him, another before she’d allow him to 

put his arms around her when they kissed, and a month more before she’d consent to 

being hugged. Things had moved pretty quickly after that and for a while Liam had 

reason to hope Cara would soon be back to normal; back to being the smart, sexy-as-hell, 

vivacious young woman he’d first fallen in love with. But everything dead-ended just 

after Halloween, when the anniversary of her abduction rolled around, and there’d been 

no real progress since. 

 

If it were simply a matter of patience, there’d be no problem. He was willing to 

wait as long as she needed him to. But lately he’d begun to wonder if there wasn’t more 

to the problem than time alone could heal. Which is why, when Sinead suggested this trip 

to him, he’d jumped at the chance. 

 

And now?  “I’ll do my best,” he promised. 

 

“I know you will. And, Liam? You have a good time, too.” 

 

“Absolutely,” he said as he rang off. “See you when we get back.”  
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A good time. Well, that was the plan, wasn’t it? Too bad his nerves were already 

fried thanks to the tension in the car on the way down. At this point, making sure either of 

them had a good time might be well beyond his capabilities.  

 

**** 

 

It didn’t take Cara any time at all to unpack the larger of her two suitcases. The 

smaller one...well, she was leaving that one alone, for now. But, Liam hadn’t returned by 

the time she’d finished and the unfamiliar surroundings, the constant cacophony of 

distant, subterranean sounding noises that seemed to echo through the walls, was starting 

to make her a little bit nuts. She stared out the big, square window, at the ocean glinting 

platinum and pearl in the slanting rays of the late afternoon sun. She’d never felt farther 

from home in her life. 

 

Gee, maybe because I’ve never before been so far from home, she thought, 

disgusted with herself. Lighten up, stupid. This is supposed to be fun, remember? Too bad 

she knew better than to believe that kind of feel-good fantasy. 

 

Desperate for anything that would make her feel even a little bit less lost, she 

grabbed her cell phone and punched in a familiar number. Seth picked up on the third 

ring. 

 

“What’s the matter?”  

 

“What do you mean, ‘what’s the matter’?” she demanded. “What kind of a way is 

that to answer a phone? What makes you think anything’s wrong?” 

 

“Uh, maybe ’cause it’s you calling?” he answered and Cara could have sworn she 

could hear the sound of a smirk in his voice.  “C’mon, Cara, you just left for vacation this 

morning. If everything’s so great why’re you calling me, huh?” 

 

“I dunno.”  Why am I calling him, she wondered. But she already knew the 

answer. ‘Cause I’m a loser and I’m alone in a strange place and I’m scared. And 

because, other than Liam, Seth was her best friend in the whole world and if he couldn’t 

make her feel better, nobody could. “What are you doing?” 

 

“What am I doing,” Seth repeated after her. “Hmm, let me think. What do I 

usually do on Monday afternoons? I’m working, Cara. You remember work, right? 

That’s what people who aren’t on vacation do. So, what’s the matter, is the cop acting 

like a dick?”  

 

Cara sighed. “You know, this is why you and I can never be more than friends. 

Because we never seem to like the same people.” Not that Seth didn’t have some grounds 

for being annoyed with Liam. When he was still a rookie, Liam had been assigned the 

task of hassling Seth over some trumped up bullshit. He’d apologized since then, but Seth 

had always had a hard time letting go of grudges. 
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“Oh, is that what it is?” Seth asked dryly. “And here I thought it was because I’m 

in love with someone else. But, I think you mean we don’t dislike the same people, don’t 

you?  ‘Cause the whole ‘not liking the same people’ thing is pretty much a given, 

considering neither of us is gay. So, let me guess, you sprang your big surprise on 

Captain Courageous and he freaked out. Is that what happened?” 

 

“No.” Cara frowned at the phone, it always annoyed her not to be taken seriously. 

“Would you stop it? Of course that’s not what happened. We just got to the ship a few 

minutes ago. I haven’t had a chance to ‘spring’ anything.” 

 

 “Oh. Well, good thinking. I’d definitely wait until you’re out at sea before you 

show him all that stuff you and Dee picked up at the sex shop. That way, if he tries to 

run, he’ll have no place to go but overboard.” 

 

“Se-eth!  Cut it out. You do think it’s a good idea, don’t you?” 

 

“No.” Seth snorted. “I think it’s twisted as shit. I told you that when you first 

brought it up. And, you know what? If it turns out I’m wrong and it does work—I don’t 

want the details.” 

 

“You know, I called you up so you could make me feel better,” Cara told him. 

“And, so far, it’s not working.”  She should have known better. He had told her it was a 

lousy idea, come to think of it. When he could talk, that is. First, he’d laughed his ass off 

and nearly fell off the couch he’d been sitting on. And all the while his girlfriend, her 

mouth hanging open, her eyes all but popping out of her head, had stared at Cara like she 

was from another planet.  

 

“They sell stuff like that in Oberon?” Dee asked, once she’d gotten her mouth 

closed. For a supposedly urban chick, she had a naive streak that was truly pitiful. “I’ll go 

with you to pick it out, if you want,” she offered, surprising Cara and totally surprising 

Seth who’d sobered up instantly, and turned to stare at her. 

 

“You will?” he asked, suddenly appearing a whole lot more interested in the idea 

than he had a moment earlier... 

 

“Well, if it’s not that,” Seth asked now, quietly, “What did happen?” 

 

Cara sighed. “I don’t know. It’s just...well, the ship is just...so big.  And there’s 

people everywhere and I...I don’t know if I can do this.”  

 

“Of course, you can,” Seth insisted. “C’mon, Cara, this is me you’re talking to. 

When’s the last time you ever gave up on something you wanted, huh?” 

 

When I gave up on you, she thought, but that was water under a very old bridge.  

“Hey, how’d you like the massage candles Dee got you?” she asked instead. 
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  “They’re um, nice,” Seth said after a moment. “Real nice, actually. Was that your 

idea?” 

 

“Nope.” Cara smiled, remembering the embarrassed look on Deirdre’s face as she 

studied the label on the chocolate scented body candle she’d picked up. 

 

“Do you think Seth would like something like this?” she’d asked, her nose 

scrunching up a little as she sniffed gingerly.   

 

Given your tastes, maybe you should give the vanilla ones a try, Cara thought, 

trying hard not to smirk. “Sure, he’ll love it,” she answered—and then caught sight of the 

sneaky, sideways glance Dee had trained on her. Uh-oh. “I mean, I have no idea if Seth 

likes any of this stuff. But, probably, right? I mean, what’s not to like?”  

 

How weird was it that she knew so much about Seth’s likes and dislikes in bed 

and nothing at all about Liam’s? Really weird. And very, very sad.  

 

“So, what are you really worried about?” Seth asked. 

 

Of never being good enough for anyone. Of never being loved. “What if I freak 

out over the crowd, or something, and I embarrass him and he decides he doesn’t want to 

be with someone so lame?” 

 

“Then he’s a jerk. Screw him.” 

 

“Easy for you to say.” 

 

Seth sighed. “Look, Cara...he cares about you, all right? And he’s good to you. 

I’m not even around him all that much and I can see that. Why can’t you?” 

 

“I see it, Seth. But—”  

 

“Then there’s no problem,” Seth said firmly.  “Right?” 

 

“Right,” she said, lying once again. Because, yes, there was a problem, thank you. 

And a really big one, too. 

 

For six months Liam had been there for her. Patient.  Supportive. Understanding. 

Maybe too understanding. It only made her love him more, it only made disappointing 

him that much harder to bear. But six months was long enough for him to have to suffer. 

That’s why she’d made up her mind to give it one more try, one last attempt, one final 

week. This week.  This trip would either mark a new beginning for the two of them, or 

the end of all her hopes and dreams. 
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She was slipping her cell phone back into her pocket when the cabin door swung 

open. 

 

“Hey,” Liam said smiling as he came toward her, looking so good it hurt. Cara 

felt the ache all the way down to the bottom of her soul. “Everything okay in here?” 

 

I’m going to miss you so much, Cara thought, smiling back at him. “Yep. 

Everything’s great.” 

 

“Okay, well, it looks like they’ve got some kind of buffet going on upstairs. 

Wanna go check it out with me?” 

 

“Sure,” she said, still smiling. “Sure, let’s go. It sounds like fun.” 
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Blurb: 

 

For 250 years, the Arcée brothers have been in conflict. The vendetta between these two 

powerful vampires has shown no signs of resolve or waning. The concession made 

between the two is that the location of their ongoing war is moved every five decades to 

help prevent hapless mortals from discovering them. It was determined that the new 

locations would be chosen by a delegated Keeper, symbolized by a custom-made tarot 

card. Where the card goes, so do the Houses and also the war. 

 

When the card changes hands, each house sends out Seekers, specially trained vampires 

who race against each other to be the first to discover the card’s new location. The first 

one to find the card and take control of the new keeper has the upper hand in the battle 

for that duration as they gain first foothold in the new city. 

 

This year is a turning year. Julio Mendoza receives the card in the mail, unaware of its 

meaning. When he learns of the history of the card, he realizes he has been thrust in to a 

war that holds nothing for him, yet he cannot escape his fate. Still he will not accept his 

role meekly. 

 

Michelle Bryson is a Seeker for the House of François Arcée. She is pitted against a 

ruthless rival from the House of Pierre Arcée to get to Julio first. Michelle is a young 

Seeker and if she fails to capture the Keeper, her life may be forfeited. What Michelle did 

not plan on was to find the Keeper to be a sexy, rebellious man who has a spirit in him 

unlike any Keeper she has seen in the past. 

 

Julio knows the vampires are coming for him. He knows that he cannot hide forever. 

When the Seekers find him though, he cannot deny his attraction toward Michelle – an 

attraction that they will both pay dearly for if the Seeker from the House of Pierre Arcée 

has anything to do about it. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Julio and Michelle were oblivious to the conflicted vampire outside. Here, she 

was held tightly in his arms. Julio tilted his head and nuzzled his cheek against her hair. 

He hadn’t had a woman in his arms since he had broken up with Evelia. It felt good. 

Michelle was tall. It was easy to hold her. If only his gesture could bring her some 

comfort.  

She squeezed her eyes tightly to dam up the tears. She would not cry for Luke. 

She had cried so many nights when he’d left before that she swore she had no more tears 

left inside of her for him. The tears that she shed would turn to shards of glass. They 

would fall and shatter, along with her vainly held hopes of Luke’s joyous return. She was 

now in the arms of another man, a position she had not been in for more years than she 

cared to count. Julio’s strong arms were beams of support that she did not want to admit 

she needed right now, though deep inside she knew she did. She did not fight it. She let 

him hold her and accepted the tender warmth of his touch. She felt him nuzzle her and it 



 138

was strangely consoling, more so than she expected it to be. A tingle sparked deep inside 

of her. This was wrong though. It was wrong to be attracted to the Keeper. Such an 

attraction would only complicate things, wouldn’t it? 

Julio did not assuage her confusion. He shifted and leaned his head down, 

capturing her lips with his own. Yes, Michelle had noticed his lips before and now she 

knew she was right. They were sublime. He was a good kisser. No, he was a great kisser. 

The fortitude that normally gave her so much pride was now failing her as she returned 

his kiss with a wanton zeal, barely keeping her fangs in check. Reason was cast aside. 

She was emotionally wrought but none of it mattered at this moment. All that mattered 

was that this man, whose scent on the pillow had helped coax her to a warm slumber this 

morning, was kissing her. This man desired her.  

He didn’t realize how tormented she was inside over this kiss. He didn’t even 

really think of why he was kissing her. She was troubled and he had tried to comfort her. 

He wanted to show her that he cared. He cared. When did he start caring? When had this 

bossy vampire ever given him reason to show her any caring? Why was he even thinking 

when he had a woman in his arms? 

His hands moved downward, caressing her back. He lifted her tight shirt, 

exposing the creamy skin of her back. The warmth of his fingertips sent shivers up her 

spine. She gave a soft moan, pressing her ample chest to his.  

His mouth pressed more firmly to hers, more demanding. She did not deny. Her 

lips parted, permitting his tongue entry. The kiss deepened to ravishment. Her mouth held 

a salty tang that beckoned to him, spurring him to sample more. He heeded the call, 

putting out of his mind what it was that made her taste so salty. He drew back from her 

only for a moment. In that split fraction of time, he pulled her shirt upward, removing it 

from her in one fluid motion. It happened so fast that Michelle had no time to protest. 

His lips met hers once again. His toned arms lifted her up. Their kiss remained 

unbroken. He carried her in to his bedroom, leaning over to lie her gently down. He stood 

at the foot of the bed, rapidly shedding his own clothing. His jeans dropped to the floor in 

a crumpled heap. His t-shirt was tossed, landing haphazardly on top of the dresser. 

Michelle gawped at him, standing there in nothing but his dark grey briefs. His 

underwear was the color of a rock and the hard bulge contained within only accentuated 

that fact. She pushed her own pants down, hooking her thumbs in the hem of her panties 

to remove them at the same time. Her emotional state was in a complete frenzy. She 

knew that she should not be here, in his bed, naked. She knew that having sex with Julio 

is the last thing that should be on her mind but her physical desire won out over all of her 

mental protests. 

Julio licked his lips as he gazed upon her nakedness. Her breasts were large, 

rounded and in a word, perfect. Her pale skin provided a stark counterpoint to the passel 

of dark curls that were now exposed. He crawled up on to the bed, stalking toward her on 

all fours like a predator. He hovered over her and eyed her hungrily.  
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She gave him a grin and reached down, pushing his briefs down. She glanced 

downward, taking her first glimpse at his now unconcealed manhood. He was huge! She 

had never been with a man that large. Wow, did they know how to grow them down here 

or what? Even Luke, her past love, could not compare to Julio’s size.  

Julio moved his legs to slide the briefs off, then rocked backward on to his knees, 

sitting upright, legs bent beneath him. His hand cupped her mound. His fingers slid deftly 

in to her crease, seeking her clit. He found it quickly. The man obviously had talent in the 

art of pleasuring a woman. He rubbed her swollen nodule with his thumb, pressing two 

fingers up inside her. Even now, he was amazed that her flesh was still cool to the touch. 

Michelle closed her eyes and moaned. All of her experiences with masturbation 

had never equaled a man’s touch on her most sensitive region. “Deeper,” she whispered, 

raising her hips to his touch. She began to caress her own breasts, tweaking her nipples to 

give him a show. If she had opened her eyes to see the expression on his face, she could 

tell that he was enjoying it. 

Julio obliged her order. He didn’t accuse her of being bossy. He simply complied. 

His fingers probed deeper, wiggling against her g-spot. He grinned wickedly, expecting 

her to react strongly. 

She did not disappoint. Her hands stopped caressing, instead squeezing her 

breasts tightly as she writhed at the sensation. She was wet when he first started kissing 

her but by now she was more than ready. She had a brief second of relief that she was not 

wearing her only pair of panties or else they would be soaked now. 

Julio withdrew his fingers, now glistening with her moisture. He wondered what 

she would taste like. The curiosity was too much and he licked her essence from his 

fingertips. Her flavor was indescribably alluring. He shifted and started to crawl toward 

the nightstand.  

Michelle knew what he was going for and she stopped him. “Not necessary,” she 

hoarsely whispered. “Not necessary.” 

Julio looked at her incredulously. “What do you mean?” 

“Condoms. Don’t need. I can’t transmit diseases to you nor can you get me with 

child. With a vampire, it is the ultimate in safe sex.” She gave him a sheepish grin. 

He wondered for a moment how she knew what he was going for but his arousal 

didn’t leave him wondering too long. He sat back on his haunches once more, sliding his 

arms beneath her legs and pulling her toward him. He pushed his massive cock in to her 

slick opening, giving a satisfied moan as he sank fully in to her depths. He never really 

liked the missionary position so he didn’t lean forward into that. He liked the added depth 

that he got by taking her this way. 
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Michelle felt him stretch her as he entered. It wasn’t painful but there was no 

denying that he filled every inch of her. He had her legs so she could not dictate the 

motion. She was content to let him do that.  

Julio wasted no time in working up to a fast pace. This encounter was pure, 

unadulterated lust. He did not view this as lovemaking. This was simply the result of two 

sexually frustrated people coming together at the right moment. He could live with that 

for now. It wasn’t as if he was thinking much on it anyway. His body took over and he 

pounded into her over and over. He drove himself in hard and deep with each thrust. 

“Ohmigaw…” Michelle panted. She did not need to breathe to survive but it was 

possible for her lungs to still draw in air. She could pant, whimper, moan and scream and 

probably would by the time they were through. She reached one hand above her head, 

bracing it against the wall to provide a welcome resistance. Now every time he thrust 

inward, she did not move with the thrust but met it directly. The force of the penetration 

was heightened and it brought both of them closer to peak more swiftly. 

Julio let out a loud, gutteral moan as he reached his climax. He pushed his large 

cock in fully as it throbbed with release. Michelle’s back arched as he brought her over 

the top too. She screamed loudly, though the word was incomprehensible.  

He gave a few more thrusts until he was spent, then withdrew and laid down 

beside her. His breath was heavy. Beads of sweat dotted his brow. 

Michelle turned her head, looking over at him. He certainly was handsome, even 

with his hair mussed like it was at the moment. Then the realization hit, swift and hard. 

What did I just do? François is going to kill me! 
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Blurb: 

 

Coerced into negotiating with the alien race, the Shoon, Earthman Ambassador 

Trevor Sloan finds himself tossed into a scenario never before faced. Imprisoned by a 

corrupt bureaucracy, then rescued by his lover, they fight together, along with the Shoon, 

to end the ills of humanity. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Trevor eased forward, his cock slowly sinking deeper into the soft, wet folds of 

Amanda's cunt. Growling, he clenched his ass, straining to control the speed and depth of 

his thrust. "Hold still, babe," he whispered, arching his back. Sweat trickled off him and 

onto the lush curves of the woman beneath him. Her thighs tightened around his waist, 

but thankfully didn't pull him in. 

 

Amanda, her dark eyes gazing up into his, smiled and clenched her inner muscles, as 

if tempting him to let go. Encouraging him to lose control and plunder her, like he would 

some outlander whore. He balanced on his knees and one hand; the other went to her 

breasts, the nipples like beacons, calling for attention. He tweaked the puckered nub 

closest, dragging a moan of pleasure from her, then shifted to the other where he 

administered the same teasing pinch. Softly at first, but wanting more reaction from her, 

he tightened his fingers and thumb until her moan grew to just the right pitch. 

 

"Damn you, Trevor Sloan," she snarled in that sweet sexy voice he'd learned to love, 

"fuck me. Hard. Now!" 

 

Chuckling, he slammed himself in deep, and had to bite his lip to keep from 

shooting. He kept still, one hand on her breast, the fingers digging into the soft mound, 

the other beside her shoulder on the bed. The orgasm he fought to hold off lunged nearer. 

His balls tensed, moved higher in their sac readying to loose a stream of come that he'd 

too long held at bay. 

 

"What's this?" he asked in a voice much calmer than he'd dared hope for. "Trying to 

give the Ambassador orders, are you?" 

 

"Bastard!" she groaned. Digging her fingers into his hips, she tried to guide him. 

Urged him to pull out, then slam back into her clutching pussy. 

 

Trevor relented and eased out of her, then thrust back in. His body trembled, the lust 

mounting ever higher. 

 

"Ambassador Sloan," the voice seemed to come from all around him, frantic, 

commanding, not to be ignored. "Ambassador Sloan, you're needed in the ready room, 

now! This is no drill. You're needed now!" 
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Trevor lunged ahead, desperately trying to ignore those words. He needed to come. 

He was near the moment of being able to deny the animal need. But, again the call came, 

louder, more insistent. "Ambassador Sloan. Respond please. Respond immediately." 

 

With a roar of frustration, Trevor pulled away from the clutching woman beneath 

him and rose from the bed. Two long strides took him to the com unit. He slapped at the 

call button and replied, "Yes, Sloan here. This better be good." 

 

"Sloan, you're needed immediately, on the bridge." 

 

"The bridge, now?" 

 

"Yes, right now. A ship has been spotted." 

 

Trevor let go of the call button and reached for his robes. Lust forgotten, he dressed 

as quickly as he could. "Amanda, sorry. Duty calls." 

 

Too late. Lieutenant Amanda Jacks was already scrambling into her uniform. She 

was dressed and gone before him; her dark hair tucked away, her luscious curves hidden 

beneath a tight fitting drab green uniform that did nothing to disguise her femaleness. 

 

Several moments later, he was on his way to the bridge. His bodyguards had picked 

him up when he passed his own quarters, a dozen doors from Amanda's. 

 

"Ambassador—Ambassador Sloan!" The call echoed off the station's battle gray 

bulkheads, accompanying the clatter of booted footsteps of someone racing toward him 

and his entourage of six hulking brutes. Being tall, incredibly tall by Earth standards, 

when Trevor stopped and turned, peering over the heads of his guard, he was able to 

clearly see the harried young recruit racing toward them. His bodyguards weren't 

graceful, or nimble, and as one stumbled past, the man brushed against his arm before 

coming to a halt behind him. 

 

It was unheard of for a diplomat of his standing to be tracked down and yelled for in 

that manner. A com link or some other discreet form of communication was used to 

contact another person, any other person. Life on a spacecraft was difficult at the best of 

times. If people ran around screaming at each other, it would be unbearable. But, from 

the panic-stricken tremor in the young man's voice, Sloan knew he'd better find out what 

was up. 

 

He stepped away from his guards and raised his arm, beckoning the recruit closer. 

"Yes?" he called, "I was just ordered to the bridge. Is this a public message, and if so, 

why didn't you go to the vid station instead of raving like a maniac through the halls?" 

 

The questions stopped the young man dead in his tracks. He stood five meters away, 

his mouth opening and closing, making him look like a beached carp, obviously 

dumbstruck. He blinked and gulped, his Adam's apple bobbing up and down, his face 
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quickly turning the same color as the Ambassador's crimson robes. Dragging in a large 

breath, he tried again, "Sir, you're needed on the transport deck immediately. A Shoon 

craft, it's here. It's the Ghallaw. I was sent to divert you to the shuttle deck." 

 

The smile that had just begun to form on his face faded and he replied in a more 

serious tone, "On my way. You," he jabbed his finger at the recruit and said, "accompany 

us." Sloan watched the young man scrambling to catch up, and was pleased when he fell 

in behind the pack of guards. He turned down the next corridor to his right and hurried 

on. 

 

He was worried. Anything unexpected when it came to this new race worried him. 

"They're early," Trevor muttered, "any communication with them yet?" 

 

Trevor glanced back at the young man and realized he'd most likely never spoken to 

anyone of such a high rank before. He'd seen the recruit try to slink away after he'd 

delivered his message. Only his direct order to accompany him had kept the man from 

vanishing entirely 

 

"No sir," the recruit replied in a nervous voice. 

 

"Damn," he cursed. "I had hoped they'd at least acknowledge our presence. But, if 

that's the way they want to play, then so be it." He turned and with his robes swirling 

around his legs, hurried down the corridor. The long, loose fitting scarlet robe with the 

gold stripe of his rank slashing down the right side was a beacon easily seen and 

recognizable wherever he traveled. Even without his height, people gave way when they 

saw it, and that's exactly what happened then. Hurrying through a dozen corridors, guards 

and the recruit struggling to keep up, he finally came to the large round hatchway that led 

to the shuttle deck. Stopping in front of the metal hatch, Trevor passed his hand over the 

sensor to the right, at elbow height. A second's hesitation followed and then the hatch 

split diagonally, each half sliding into the bulkhead. 

 

He entered, his long legs taking him deep into the room before he realized he was 

alone. Turning, he saw his bodyguards standing nervously just outside. Ignoring them, he 

searched for the timid recruit. Finding him, he nodded and mouthed, "Thank you." 

 

Blinking in obvious surprise, the recruit stood to attention and saluted. "Sir," he 

replied sharply, just loud enough for Trevor to hear. 

 

Again, he nodded, then turned from the hatchway. More important things awaited, 

but he knew he'd remember the man. Behind him, he heard the door hiss shut. The 

tension in his shoulders eased. Free of his guard, he felt more human, and for some odd 

reason, less vulnerable. 

 

He took a deep breath and then looked around the enormous chamber, finally 

spotting someone he knew. A dozen long strides took him to within speaking distance of 

a young woman standing a dozen meters from the main control panel. "Lieutenant Jacks." 
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Trevor looked at the small, dark-skinned woman and for a split-second, he remembered 

where they'd been less than ten minutes ago. He sighed. He still had her scent on him. 

 

She spun around, mouth open; apparently ready to blast someone for interrupting 

her. She saw him, recognized him, and closed her mouth, all in an instant. She 

straightened herself and for a moment, he thought she was going to salute. Instead, she 

said, "Ambassador, ready for your command, sir." 

 

"Bring up the Shoon craft on the vid screen. Let's have a look at this ship of theirs." 

He strode to the large screen behind the control panel and stood with his hands clasped 

behind his back, waiting, while Amanda complied with his order. He watched a huge, 

shimmering ball slowly appear amid the backdrop of stars. 

 

"Sir, there she is." Her voice had a tremor that he guessed might be fear. 

 

He glanced her way, but saw only the tightly clenched jaw of a determined woman. 

He returned his gaze to the vid and felt a touch of wonder. "Yes, so I see." Trevor crossed 

his arms over his chest and gazed at the translucent green globe hanging, as if suspended 

in the heavens. He guessed it was about a hundred meters in diameter, but it was hard to 

judge without instruments. "You're sure that's the right ship?" 

 

"Yes, sir," was her immediate reply. "See those markings just to the left of center?" 

She pointed to a group of hieroglyphs in a deeper shade of green. "They look kind of like 

a bunch of reeds growing out of a pool of water." 

 

"Ah, yes, I see them." 

 

"That's the name of the ship. I don't know how the computer brains deciphered it, but 

that's Shoon script." 

 

"Thank you, Lieutenant. As you know, I’m predominantly a botanist, I minored in 

linguistics. If you talk to me in some offbeat alien language, chances are I'll figure it out. 

Write it down and don't say a word, it'll forever be gobbledygook to me." 

 

Trevor knew his outgoing demeanor with the crew had earned him a good many 

friends on the trip out. Upon reaching their destination, he had to become all business, 

and the crew seemed to realize it and respected his outward change. Striding over to the 

small dart, the fast single-passenger craft, the crew had diligently trained him to use, he 

thumbed the hatch open. 

 

He stopped, and for a moment felt more alone than he ever had before in his life. 

Turning, he noticed dozens of people watching him, depending on him. He had the 

distinct feeling that all of them were probably glad it was him going, not them. Spotting 

Amanda, a flash of memory struck: her naked, brown flesh against his much too white, 

her lush curves pressing firmly against his more angular frame. A rush of heat sent a 
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shiver of excitement through him, and then he was back. He nodded and sent a smile 

toward the beautiful lieutenant. 

 

"It's time," he mumbled to no one in particular. Everyone knew why he was alone. 

He was the emissary who would hopefully crack the communication problem. He was the 

'expert' they depended on to find a way to understand the Shoon. 

 

He looked at the dart, the tiny ship that would carry him to whatever destiny awaited. 

Long, sleek, brilliant silver in color, it had the markings of the Federation of Worlds on 

the side. Approaching it, he ran his hand along its cool surface. 

 

Squaring his shoulders, he stepped inside the small ship. A sudden pang of fear 

gnawed at him. What had he gotten himself into this time? Deciphering a human 

language or even an alien species the Federation had contacted was one thing, but this 

was entirely different. This was an almost unknown entity. 

 

The Shoon, he thought, while he made his way forward and into the navigation seat. 

Little was known about them. They inhabited, or controlled, a large sector of space the 

Federation had just recently begun exploring. Tried to explore, was more accurate. Two 

of the four planets in one of the closer systems were shielded, and nothing they'd tried got 

through. 

 

The Federation didn't like secrets. Yet, after pushing and prodding, all they'd 

managed to find out was the name Shoon. They didn't know for sure if that was the name 

of the race or their home world. It was all they had to go on, except the Shoon were in 

space. 

 

Trevor recalled the incident. While a Federation ship was bombarding the shield 

surrounding one of the planets with photon torpedoes, one of the Shoon spheres had 

materialized and stopped them. Even now, they weren't sure exactly how, but one minute 

the weapons had been firing away, the next, nothing. There'd been no sign of a warning, 

or even that the Shoon recognized them as sentient, but their weapons had been silenced. 

 

Command had been in an uproar. 

 

Warships were sent, to no avail. Their weapons had proved as useless as those of the 

initial contact vessels had been. Captains raged. Commanders had fits of disbelief that 

anything or anyone could stand against the might of the Federation. And then there was 

silence. 

 

For months. 

 

The Federation ships sat at the edge of a kind of no man's land waiting, researching, 

trying to find a way to contact whoever had the amazing power to stop them dead in their 

tracks. But even that had failed. 
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Then, one day, a breakthrough. 

 

The Shoon requested a meeting, the strangest event thus far. It had been arranged 

through one of the many hydroponics stations dotting the galaxy. Two words deciphered 

by a rookie botanist, 'send one'. That message was repeated over and over, nothing else. 

Trevor knew that was why they'd dragged him in, botany and linguistics; both seemed to 

be called for and both were right up his alley. 

 

He'd been airlifted from his research station on Vega by a small contingency of the 

military. A day later, with little more than a sketchy outline of what was in store for him, 

he was space-bound for the front line. 

 

The ship hanging in space in front of them, the Ghallaw, was either where one 

person was to meet a Shoon in authority, or it would transport that one person to the 

planet, where they could, hopefully, gain some understanding of each other's race. And 

he was that one. 

 

His training as a verbal linguist was renowned, but for the life of him, he couldn't 

understand why they needed a botanist. A small group of military types had spent the last 

two weeks training him to pilot the dart. Fed all the information they had on the Shoon, 

which wasn't much, he was as ready as he ever would be. Belting himself into the pilot's 

seat, he realized he didn't really know anything. Conjecture, guesswork, bureaucratic 

bullshit, and little else. 

 

"Well, Trevor me boy, what's done is done," he groused to himself as he checked the 

on-board systems. 

 

"Ambassador Sloan?" A high-pitched nasal voice, emanating out of thin air, 

interrupted his thoughts. 

 

The head bull-shitter, he thought. "Yes, Dr. Sheridan, I'm almost finished my 

systems check, so you'd better make this fast. The Shoon are waiting." 

 

He'd use just about any excuse to get rid of the head of tactics, even the mysterious 

Shoon. The man reminded him of a skittering mole, even to the twitching nose. 

 

"Ah, yes! I just wanted to wish you the best of luck. We're all behind you." As the 

annoying little man's speech progressed, the tone of his voice rose until Trevor could 

have sworn someone had him by the balls and was slowly applying pressure. 

 

"I understand," replied Trevor sarcastically. "Behind me, as long as I make the 

proper impression and get the information the Federation so desperately wants." 

 

"Ambassador Sloan, really—" 
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"Never mind your BS," he interrupted. "I'll do my best, Sheridan." He was tired of 

listening to the man's transparent attempt to come to terms with tossing him to whatever 

wolves were on the Shoon vessel. "Go away and let me do my job, will you?" The last he 

snapped, maybe a little sharper than he'd planned, but the message got across. 

 

After making a few minor adjustments, the dart was ready. 

 

"Control, everything checks out. I'm ready to go." 

 

"Good luck, Mr. Ambassador," the Captain said, and then the dart was in motion. 

The tiny ship raced along its track and in an instant the door to the stars opened and was 

swallowed by the void of space. The first time he'd done it, he thought he'd blacked out 

and missed the launch, but the others had told him it would be fast. Amazingly fast, and 

no one ever saw the whole thing. Now, after dozens of takeoffs, he felt comfortable—or 

as comfortable as one could be in zero gravity heading for—what, he wondered, and 

again his stomach tightened. 

 

Taking a deep breath, he gathered his wits then took the controls firmly in hand. 

Peering around, he positioned himself and turned the ship toward the luminous sphere 

that was his destination. The dart moved smoothly and in no time, he hung in space a 

thousand meters from his goal. 

 

A dozen or more tendrils of green gossamer slithered outward from miniscule 

fissures he saw along the ship's surface, reaching toward him. His communication system 

crackled, sputtered, and went silent. 

 

Trevor prayed he'd be strong enough, and wise enough for the job ahead. 

 

The soft looking tendrils snaked closer and he found himself fighting the urge to turn 

the dart around and flee. When the slender wisps of green touched the hull of the tiny 

ship, it shuddered. Trevor cut the engines exactly as he'd been instructed, and found his 

hands were trembling. From where he was inside the tiny ship, he could see several of the 

long strands wrapping themselves around the dart, pulling tight. While he sat, trying to 

calm his wildly beating heart, they drew him, and his small torpedo shaped ship forward. 

 

Slowly, the alien sphere grew, until it filled his screen and still it grew. When it more 

than filled his screen, some detail became apparent. It didn't look like any metal he'd ever 

seen, in fact, it looked soft, if that made any sense, more like organic material. He shook 

his head. That was impossible, wasn't it? Organics in space? And still the sphere got 

larger, the tiny fissures becoming more like trenches, the softness as he got closer, looked 

more like the thick outer skin of some giant amoeba. When he was sure he was going to 

be smashed against the side, an orifice opened, like the bud of a gigantic flower. 

 

He stared, his mind beyond terrified, knowing he might be giving his life for nothing. 

Too late to worry, he sat transfixed by the wonder of a new life form to learn about and 

communicate with. If only he was given the chance. 



 150

 

That was when it all went black. 

 

Buy link:  
http://www.king-cart.com/Phaze/product=Shoon+Joining/exact_match=exact 
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Blurb: 

 

The one thing Adin Swift wants more than warm blood and hot sex is to find the man 

who viciously murdered his parents over 650 years ago. 

 

The one thing Celia Quill wants more than a final, exciting one-night stand before 

moving to the edge of a northern forest is to settle happily into her new home there.   

 

After hooking up at a club, they more than satisfy each other’s immediate needs.   But 

“immediate” stretches into long-term when Celia is captivated by her vampire lover and 

Adin senses this not-so-ordinary woman somehow holds the key to his peace. 

 

In the unassuming little outpost of Woodbine, Adin and Celia confront a threat neither 

had anticipated.  Their efforts to comprehend and overcome it take them from a modest 

farmhouse to a lumber baron’s mansion to a blue-collar tavern complete with town drunk.  

As their bond solidifies, answers come…but the threat only grows. 

 

Desperate, Adin calls his old friend Jackson Spey for help.  The wizard extends their 

search to a place where the vampire was both born and birthed and has only revisited in 

his nightmares—fourteenth-century, plague-torn England.  Horrific as it is, this journey 

into the past may be the only route to a secure future. 

 

Before he can take that route, however, Adin must awaken more than one sleeping 

monster. 

 

The sequels to this story are Tormented and Obsessed, both available at Changeling 

Press. 

 

Note: contains a fairly brief but intense m/m/f scene 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Prologue 

 

London, April 1349 

 

The Angelus bells rang. Another day for death to stalk Londoners. And a day for 

John de Bartes, constable, to stalk death. 

 

Keeping his nose and mouth covered, the constable tried to hurry down the narrow, 

twisting streets. Early morning light was just beginning to break, struggling to penetrate 
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the acrid haze of smoke from thousands of hearth fires. The beadle, many paces ahead, 

was barely visible, his lantern little more than a bobbing yellow smudge in the 

enveloping grayness. 

 

We should not have too far to go, John reassured himself. He still felt besotted with 

sleepiness. Irritably, he nudged aside the unyielding bulk of a pig, snuffling in the 

overflowing drain channel, then deftly sidestepped a sprawling heap of dung outside a 

stable. A little farther on he passed two putrescent pig carcasses crawling with maggots. 

John yawned, nearly undoing the cloth tied over the lower half of his face. A squawking 

rooster that suddenly flew across his path startled him into wakefulness. He stretched his 

eyelids and trudged forward. 

 

A slight breeze rose, signaling dawn. It carried the distant, mounting din from the 

marketplace at Cheapside and the nose-searing stench from the Fleet River. John hugged 

a building to let a tumbrel pass. Five shrouded corpses rocked like birch logs on its 

creaking bed. 

 

When will it end? John tightened the woolen cloth. His wife had soaked it in 

lavender and powdered stag horn dissolved in water. The rag hadn’t even dried yet 

because the air was so damp. 

 

He rounded a corner and lengthened his strides to catch up with the beadle, who was 

obviously spryer than he. Speedier passage was impossible. People began spilling into the 

streets and lanes, further impeding his progress. A bucket appeared at a window on his 

right. Before John could react, its stinking contents sloshed across the cracked leather of 

his boots. 

 

He cursed. The city, at least inside its ancient walls, had become a reeking and 

overcrowded sty. As more people succumbed to the Pestilence there were fewer rakers to 

clean the streets. London seemed to be drowning in malodorous filth—rotting food 

scraps, human waste, animal droppings, blood from slaughter houses…and now, diseased 

bodies oozing noxious fluids. As if to underscore the constable’s unpleasant thoughts, 

two more corpses came into view. They lay, head to foot and carelessly covered, close 

against the wall of a tenement. 

 

From what Thomas the beadle had told him, this common sight was nothing 

compared with the horror that awaited at the mercer’s dwelling. 

 

John thought he spied that dwelling at the end of the lane—a rather handsome 

tenement enclosed by two stone walls, twenty ells long according to the beadle’s 

description, with a fine green garden and fillet-gutters below the roof. At least these 

citizens took some pride in their home and were considerate of their neighbors. Pity 

they’d been murdered. 
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The beadle stood at the dwelling’s timber-framed door. “You can go now,” John 

heard him say to a heavy woman stationed at the stoop. She cast a nervous glance at the 

approaching constable before drawing her hood over her head and mincing away. 

 

“What was she doing here, Tom?” the constable asked. 

 

“She was the one who summoned me. It seems she brings fresh eggs and goat’s milk 

to these people every morning before she makes her way to the market. I asked her to 

stay outside the door until we returned. The woman has her wits about her…and for that 

we should be grateful.” The beadle reached down to pet an orange cat that had suddenly 

appeared and begun rubbing against his leg. It darted off after a rat slinking along the 

base of the garden wall. The beadle straightened, his expression turning grave. “We don’t 

want the public to know what’s inside this house, John.” 

 

The constable studied him a moment. Thomas was not, by nature, of a solemn bent. 

“What’s that woman’s name?” 

 

“Alice Mortande.” 

 

John made a mental note. “And she didn’t send up a hue and cry when she 

discovered—” 

 

“No, thank the saints.” 

 

John scratched his head. “Why?” 

 

A slouching man stumbled passed them, coughing. The beadle immediately turned 

his back to the stranger and crossed himself. “There was nothing to be gained by rousing 

the neighbors. Whoever did this”—Thomas motioned toward the door—“had by then 

disappeared. Perhaps he’s in a church now, seeking sanctuary. But I doubt that.” 

 

“I doubt that as well.” The constable scratched at his neck. Damned fleas. “The 

murderer stole into this place at night. He certainly stole out while it was still dark. If 

nobody saw him, he has no need for sanctuary.” John reached for the door latch. Fully 

awake now, the dirty city boiled at his back. “Come, Thomas,” he said to the beadle. “I 

am certainly not going to face this alone.” 

 

Upon opening the door, John noticed nothing at first except the lingering smell of 

boiled cabbage and traces of smoke from the sputtering fire. As his eyes adjusted to the 

dimness, he saw a broken egg on the flagstone floor. The floor was a bit of a 

surprise…until John remembered that the master of the house was a mercer and could 
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afford such luxuries. A loose bundle, likely the one in which the neighbor woman carried 

her produce, sat on a nearby table. The egg must have rolled out of it. 

 

The constable glanced over his shoulder. Apprehension began to worry his belly. 

“Where are they, Tom? On the upper floor?” 

 

“No, that’s used for storage.” The beadle’s arm rose as he pointed past the constable. 

“Back there. In the sleeping chamber.” 

 

John stared at the plank door, cracked open by several inches. He heard Thomas say 

in a very low voice, “Can’t you smell death?” 

 

And suddenly, as if Tom’s words had entered his nostrils instead of his ears, John 

could smell death. He swallowed hard against a rise of bile and stepped toward the door. 

“Bring your lantern, Tom.” 

 

The beadle appeared beside him. John entered the room first. 

 

He instantly recoiled, his eyes watering. The woolen cloth, which had slipped down 

around his neck, was of no use to him now. “Dear God in heaven,” he whispered. 

 

A man and woman of middle age lay crisscrossed on the bed. The woman was on the 

bottom, on her back. The man was on top of her, on his stomach. Both were naked—an 

unusual state in and of itself, given the sodden chilliness of the season. John took a few 

halting steps toward them. Again, he winced. Their skin was grayish white, the color of 

bone. For a minute the constable wondered if both the neighbor and the beadle had been 

mistaken about the couple’s cause of death. Perhaps they’d perished from the Pestilence. 

Perhaps, knowing they wouldn’t be on earth much longer, they’d attempted to make love 

in their final hours. 

 

John looked around the room. He saw clothing scattered hither and yon, as if it had 

been flung aside. When he examined the pieces closely, he noticed many were torn. John 

shot an uncertain glance at the beadle, who lingered near the doorway. 

 

“Look at their heads,” Tom instructed. “Then look at their necks.” He approached 

the bed, extending his lantern toward the bodies. “There is bruising too, here and there.” 

 

The constable leaned over them. “Sweet Savior,” he murmured, thunderstruck. 

 

The side of each skull had not just been cracked but crushed. Brain matter bulged 

and glistened dully between fragments of bone. Even more disturbing, the couple’s heads 

lolled at unnatural angles, making them look like fully bloomed roses sagging on broken 
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stems. 

 

“It looks like their necks have been snapped,” he said, his timidity finally giving way 

to curiosity. “But…” John looked up at Thomas. “Where’s the blood?” He turned up his 

hands and rotated his body. “This room should be painted sanguine!” 

 

“I wondered that as well,” the beadle said. 

 

John’s gaze began to scour the chamber’s surfaces. He noticed a few spots of blood, 

some brighter and some darker, on the bedclothes and a few streaks on the bodies 

themselves. The victims’ hair—which should have been drenched, given their massive 

head wounds—showed only minor clotting near the skull openings. 

 

He peered around further, taking in the walls. This was a stone house, its building 

material likely carted in from the Hackney quarries. The interior walls were covered with 

a thick layer of daub. John noticed two concavities in the walls. Walking up to them, he 

studied each one in turn. The indentations went clear through to the exterior stone, some 

of which even looked loose. 

 

Then the constable noticed something else…and it made him grimace. Both 

damaged areas were slick with moisture to which hair and bone chips and bits of tissue 

clung. He heard Thomas approach. “Whoever did this bashed their heads against the 

wall,” John said to the beadle. “And he was either very strong or very angry.” 

 

Thomas put a hand on his shoulder. “Or both.” 

 

A splintered voice came from the doorway behind them, making both men jump in 

shock. “You had better look at their necks more carefully, dear sires.” 

 

Constable and beadle turned simultaneously. 

 

A small woman, her face largely lost in the shadow of her hood, stood before them. 

 

“Who are you?” John asked on a thin breath. He strode toward the woman and 

grabbed her arm. Bag of bones, he thought. He wondered if she was sick. That possibility 

made him quickly release her. 

 

“A concerned citizen,” the crone said in a snide singsong, pulling her arm even 

farther away from John’s reach. 

 

Thomas stepped forward. “Go. You have no business here. We don’t need your 
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‘concern’.” 

 

John noticed the wiry, silver-threaded black hair that crept from beneath the 

woman’s hood. He noticed she had eyes like flakes of slate. Those features, combined 

with her speech, made him realize she wasn’t English. “Where are you from?” he asked 

with some suspicion. 

 

She took a step back, meeting his wariness with her own. “Wallachia. I’m in this 

country to look after my sister. Her English husband brought her here then died. She 

needs looking after.” The woman lifted her arm. A gnarled finger pointed at the livid, 

battered figures on the bed. “Just as you need my counsel regarding them.” 

 

The constable and beadle exchanged bewildered glances. 

 

“What we need,” John said, “is to prevent a crowd from gathering. The Pest already 

flies on demon’s wings from one person to another. We need not shorten its trip.” 

 

“Fools!” the woman cried. Her finger stabbed the air between the doorway and the 

tragically laden bed. “Do you want them to rise and walk, right before your eyes? Do you 

want them to drain your blood the way theirs was drained? Look at their necks, I tell 

you…then chop off their heads!” 

 

John shot a glance at the beadle, whose eyes were as wide as his own must have 

been. His skin tingled with gooseflesh. The substance of what the woman said was made 

even more terrifying by her accent and the very sound of her voice, which seemed like 

thin, dry bark, rattling in the wind. 

 

“You’re a gypsy,” Thomas breathed. 

 

“What if I am?” the woman hissed. “You’ll thank me for my wisdom before this day 

is out.” 

 

Heart thundering, John went to the bed. “Watch her,” he said to Thomas as he bent 

over the corpses. 

 

There was finally enough natural light in the room, just barely enough, for the 

constable to see by. He squinted to sharpen his weakening vision and trained it only on 

the dead ones’ necks. He didn’t want to see their faces—their lips or tongues or eyes. As 

he lowered his head, the smell arising from them made him wrinkle his nose and hold his 

breath. 

 

John soon saw what the hag expected him to see. 
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Gasping, he threw a hand to his throat and stumbled backward. “Sweet Virgin Mary. 

Oh sweet Mother of God, spare us!” He desperately crossed himself—over and over 

again—and felt so spurred by fear he wanted to dash into the street. 

 

“What’s wrong?” Thomas said, obviously alarmed. “John, what did you see?” 

 

“Lay them on winding sheets,” the gypsy said in a low, even voice. “Chop off their 

heads and place them between their feet. Secure the bodies within the sheets.” She 

inclined forward. “Then burn them.” 

 

John’s trembling legs managed to carry him back to the beadle’s side. “They have 

the mark,” he said, gripping his companion’s arm. “Both of them. That’s why there’s no 

blood.” 

 

“It now flows through someone else’s veins,” the crone said in an arch tone, as if she 

took perverse delight in the scene. 

 

The men ignored her. Thomas kept his gaze fixed on John’s face. “Are you 

saying…” 

 

The constable twitched out a string of nods. “They were visited by a vampyr. There’s 

no mistaking it.” 

 

The beadle’s red cheeks paled. “Shall we inform Lord Mayor Lovekyn and the 

council?” 

 

“No. We cannot tell a soul. The Mortality has wreaked enough havoc in the city. If 

people knew of this, they’d start killing each other for every manner of silly reason—a 

wrong look, an ill chosen word, a step outside the door after nightfall.” John vigorously 

shook his head. “No. We must do as the gypsy says.” 

 

“And as quickly as possible, I might add.” 

 

John glanced at her. She still stood in the doorway. Her mouth seemed to twist into a 

smirk. He anxiously looked at the bed behind him. Given the antic way his mind now 

spun, he could easily fancy he saw the dead couple move if he watched them long 

enough. 

 

“I can see to the death certificate,” John said, his throat dry as sand. “I know the 

notary quite well.” 
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“But what about…?” Thomas put a hand to his forehead. Frantically, his eyes shifted 

from side to side. “What about informing next of kin? What if the relatives want to 

arrange a proper funeral?” 

 

“Have you lost your senses?” John cried, grasping the beadle’s arms. “These people 

can’t be given a Christian burial! They can’t be placed in hallowed ground! They can’t 

even be put in a common grave!” 

 

“Pardon me, sires, but my sister can inform their son.” 

 

Thomas dropped his hands from John’s arms. The men turned their heads to regard 

the old woman. 

 

“The son is their only kin and is grown now.” She seemed to know whereof she 

spoke. “He travels a great deal in the service of his father’s business so may not even be 

in the city at present. He may not even be in the country. But my sister knows of him. My 

sister will…make a point of speaking with him. And I’m certain there are family lawyers 

who will handle the estate.” She added, again lapsing into tartness, “Mercers always have 

lawyers.” 

 

“Well?” Thomas asked John. 

 

“We can’t burn them. That, too, would draw a throng of people…and far too many 

questions.” The constable looked to the gypsy for further advice. 

 

“Then, when you wrap them, put heavy stones where their heads should be,” she 

instructed. “Load them onto a tumbrel and take them to the banks of the Thames. After 

nightfall,” abruptly, she turned toward the front door, “throw them in.”  

 

The beleaguered constable went to the bedchamber’s doorway. Grasping its frame, 

he leaned into the front room. “But you said—” 

 

The gypsy paused before the street door. She turned to face the constable. “Fear not, 

sire. Water is adequate for your purpose.” She lifted her hand, fingers pressed together, 

and glided it beneath her chin in a slicing motion. “Once their heads are off, that is.” The 

hag whirled out the door, thudding it closed behind her. 

 

“Quickly,” John said to the beadle as sweat broke out on his forehead. “Find an ax or 

hatchet.” 
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“I believe we have until nightfall,” Thomas said, “before we truly need to worry.” 

 

“Do it now, and don’t tarry. I want these bodies well on their way out to sea or at 

least at the bottom of the river before the moon rises.” 
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Blurb: 

 

After serving his tour of duty in Iraq, Sergeant Derek Rison returns home to find his 

apartment—and his life—in ruins. Sitting in the back booth of a local diner, 

contemplating his options, Derek meets waitress Jordan Minx, a petite brunette with a sad 

smile and a big heart.  

 

Well-intentioned Jordan offers him a place to sleep, but an accidental encounter in the 

bathroom lands them both in her bed. Derek discovers a woman with an insatiable 

appetite for sex and a secret to hide—her “boyfriend” blackmails her to be a toy for his 

group of kinky friends.  

 

Bolstered by Derek’s love, Jordan finds the courage to do the right thing. But the cost of 

freedom could be her life. 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Jordan slapped at the blaring alarm clock with enough force to knock it from the 

nightstand onto the floor. She opened one eye and scanned the room, hoping the light 

infiltrating her lids had been a lamp she’d forgotten to shut off and not the sun glaring 

through the windows. No such luck. Where had the night gone?  

 

In a futile attempt to block out the day, she pulled the covers over her head. 

Several minutes passed before the guilt finally won out and she hauled herself from the 

warmth of her sheets. Yawning, she tugged the curtain back, peeked outside and squinted 

against the sun’s glare bouncing off the fresh dusting of snow that covered the ground 

and most of the cars. “Great,” she grumbled. Before she could go anywhere, she’d have 

to clean the annoying white stuff from her truck. Oh what she’d give to move somewhere 

warm. 

 

She finished climbing from the bed and headed for the bathroom. Maybe a splash 

of cold water would help rid the fog inside her head. If she’d been on the ball last night, 

she would have set the coffeepot to brew this morning. No such luck. Without a good jolt 

of caffeine to wake her up, she’d have to shock her system instead. Pausing at the closed 

door, she cocked her head to one side. Funny, she didn’t remember closing it before bed 

last night. Then, with Derek being here things had been a little distracting, so maybe she 

had and simply didn’t remember. Jordan opened the door to step inside and stopped dead 

in her tracks. Derek stood naked, one foot on the side of the tub as he dried off. He froze. 

His eyes went wide as he saw her.  

 

She couldn’t move, couldn’t tear her gaze away from the fine specimen of a man 

standing in front of her. Lean legs connected to solid, well-defined abs, not quite 

washboard, but damn close. Her gaze continued up, following his form. Light brown hair 

peppered his muscular chest. A large, angry red scar marred the perfect skin on his right 
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shoulder. Most impressive of all was the fine set of equipment now hanging at half-mast 

between his legs. Damn if the man wasn’t built. 

 

“I…I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize you were in here.” She tried to look away, but 

her eyes wouldn’t follow commands.  

 

“It’s okay. I probably should have locked the door.” He stared intently at her even 

as she watched him. When she licked her lips, he dropped the towel. She hadn’t meant to 

do it, she’d wanted to turn and walk away, but her legs were lead weights, keeping her 

rooted in place.  

 

He moved toward her and lifted his hand to her cheek. “Do you always watch 

your houseguests dry off after a shower?” 

 

She skimmed her hand along his arm, feeling the hard muscle beneath tighten. 

“Not usually—then none of my house guests ever looked as good as you.” 

 

With his thumb, he angled her chin up, his lips now millimeters away from hers. 

“Does that mean you like what you see?”  

 

“I do.”  

 

Her confession pulled a low growl from him as his mouth came down over hers. 

Caught off balance, she stumbled backward and landed against the wall with his body 

pressed against hers. His damp skin smelled of fresh soap and every place he touched 

made Jordan’s skin tingle. She slipped her tongue between his lips and felt him suck on 

it. This was wrong on so many levels, but need, raw and powerful, pulled at her pussy 

and pushed any arguments for stopping what she hoped was about to happen right out of 

her head. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d wanted a man so badly.  

 

His hand slid down her back and cupped her ass, angling her into him. The 

evidence of his interest pressed against her belly. God, what she wouldn’t do to have that 

beautiful cock between her legs. She trailed her finger up his back and gripped at his 

shoulders, feeling his hard muscles flexing beneath her touch. She rocked her hips against 

him in response, hoping against hope he wouldn’t back down now.  

 

He broke their kiss and she opened her eyes to see him staring down at 

her. “Are you sure about this, Jordan?” 

 

Her reply was to reach between them and wrap her fingers around his engorged 

shaft, squeezing gently. The truth was, she wasn’t sure about anything other than trying 

to assuage the growing ache between her legs. 

 

He pulled her hand away, nudged her from the wall and, with a hand in hers, led 

her across the hallway. Before his action had time to register, he’d already moved into 

her room and stood with her next to the bed. He slid his hands down her body and 
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grabbed the hem of her tee-shirt, pulling it over her head. She watched his eyes widen 

with what she hoped was approval. “I thought I saw nipple rings beneath this shirt last 

night. Very sexy, Jordan.” 

 

His approval made her smile. “I’m glad you like.” 

 

“Oh I like, all right.” He lowered his head and sucked gently on one nipple, his 

tongue rolling the tiny nub against the roof of his mouth. She gasped as ripples of 

pleasure raced through her body, sending another shot of juices down her already wet 

channel. She snaked her arm around his head, cradling it in the crook of her elbow while 

she played with his hair. When was the last time she’d had a man appreciate her breasts 

the way he was? Her brain slowly fogged over with desire, killing what was left of her 

thoughts. Running on sensation alone, she moaned and began backing to the bed.  

 

She wanted nothing more than to feel him inside her, now. When he finally pulled 

away, she climbed onto the mattress and smiled as she rested on her knees. “Join me?” 

she asked, hearing the husky desire in her voice.  

 

Without a word, Derek joined her and she felt the mattress sink beneath her as he 

also rested on his knees. “Tell me what you want,” he whispered as he began planting 

slow drugged kisses along her neck and jaw. Overwhelmed by his tender touch, she 

sighed and let the sensation of his kisses take over. It had been so very long since the sex 

had been about her pleasure she couldn’t help but relish the moment. Instead of 

answering him, she reached over and opened the nightstand drawer, retrieving a condom 

and a bottle of lube.  

 

Derek took the condom and tossed the bottle back into the open drawer, causing 

her to frown. “What did you do that for?” 

 

He mouthed along the edge of her ear, flicking his tongue over the lobe. “I’m all 

for being safe, honey. But I promise, by the time I’m done with you, we won’t need the 

lube.” 
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Blurb: 

 

Time-traveler. Cowboy. Assassin. Kit Frost has been all three, and more, but he's never 

stooped to slave running, and he doesn't intend to start now. So he announces when he 

arrives in a brothel to collect his cargo, only to be handed the drugged body of beautiful 

Lourdes Carterro.  

 

But Lourdes isn't a slave. She's a trained sexual submissive in thrall to a wealthy and 

powerful man. Her escape attempt may have failed, but she isn't so submissive that she's 

ready to give up. She'll use her skills to lull Kit, to make him think she's weak and easily 

controlled, and then she'll find her way to freedom.  

 

Before long, Kit's worn leather belt has strapped Lourdes to the bed, and she's begging 

for his rough touch. But Kit finds new ways to torture her with pleasure, and soon she 

wonders...can she run away if running away means leaving Kit behind? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

CHAPTER 1 

 

30 September 2123 

New Houston, Sovereign Republic of Texas 

 

Kit Frost valued his balls above most things in this world or any other. So when Maxie 

Corbass pressed the muzzle of her Smith and Wesson radiation pulse-pistol into his crotch and 

flicked off the safety, Kit stood up straight and paid attention. 

 

"I'm sorry," Maxie said, her voice sticky with fake charm. "Is there a problem?" 

 

He cleared his throat. "I reckon so. I'm here to collect a package for Thierry DuSourde."  

 

He made a quick inventory of the squalid boardinghouse room. Not much here he could 

use to his advantage. Coming here unarmed had been a mistake. The muzzle of the pistol shifted 

against him, and he let his gaze return to Maxie's face. Her smirk told him she was liking this a 

little too much.  

 

Fine-looking woman, Maxie--all canary-haired and creamy-skinned, with curves made 

for breeding champion stock. Pity it was wrapped around the personality of a black widow spider 

crossed with a sidewinder and cursed with an eternal case of the monthlies.  

 

"You're in the right place, Frost. The goods are right over there, like I said." She inclined 

her head toward the cot in the corner. He could see the outline of a body beneath the ratty 

blanket, looking to be female by its shape and the spill of black hair over the edge of the thin 

mattress.  

 

Maxie grinned at him. "I see you're still working that Wild West bullshit. It's getting old, 
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man--real old." 

 

He sighed and let his hands drop a bit. "You mind removing your pistol from my 

privates? Would make this negotiation go a mite smoother." 

 

"Nothing to negotiate," she replied, but holstered the weapon just the same. "You took a 

cash advance, Frost."  

 

"I don't traffic in flesh. You tell DuSourde--" 

 

Her shrill laugh cut him off. "Is that what's got your gonads in a twist? Never fear, 

cowboy, nobody's asking you to make a slave drop." She stalked over to the corner, the heels of 

her boots leaving dents in the dirty floorboards. When she reached the cot, she grasped the 

shoulder of the sleeping woman and shook it hard.  

 

"This one's been shacked up with DuSourde a long time. She was stupid enough to let 

herself get snatched right off the San Joaquin Valley compound last month. You'll be doing her a 

service by returning her to her lover." The nasty tone in Maxie's voice cut through the thick air.  

 

"And I guess I'm gonna believe that...why, just exactly?" 

 

"Because if you refuse the job, it'll be my pleasure to melt that pretty face of yours right 

off your skull." Maxie turned back to the woman, buried one red-tipped claw in her tangled curls 

and pulled her upright on the cot. "Wake up, chicken. You're going home." She yanked back on 

the woman's hair, lifting her face into the light. The woman opened her eyes, and Kit stared, like 

his Momma had taught him never to do.  

 

Not beautiful--no, not like a sunrise laying yellow and wild rose-pink over a stretch of 

spring pasture. Not like a mellow August moon rising full to tempt a song from every coyote in 

the valley. But the woman was a stunner just the same, with those black eyes and brows that 

swooped above them, and that skin that seemed to glow golden in the light of the bulb hanging 

from the ceiling. 

 

"Say hello to the Killing Frost, chicken," Maxie said. "The baddest hombre since Billy 

the Kid, and your escort for the next two days. Comprende?" 

 

The woman blinked at him. "Sí," she said. "Killer." Her voice caught him hard in the gut. 

Husky and colored with a Spanish accent. All slick 'S's and rolling 'R's. 

 

Maxie laughed and shoved the woman back down to the mattress. 

 

Kit took half a step in the direction of the cot. "What's wrong with her?"  

 

"Little tranq action. Keeps her quiet, out from underfoot." 

 

"You drugged her?" 
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Maxie shrugged and moved to stand in front of him again. "Won't hurt her. And it gives 

us time to get reacquainted." She ran her hand down the length of his arm.  

 

"What's her name?" 

 

Maxie made an annoyed sound. "DuSourde calls her Lolly." She slid her hand over his 

hip. He could feel the heat of her palm through the worn denim. "Never mind her. Let's talk 

about you and me." 

 

"Huh?" He dragged his gaze away from the form on the cot. Lolly? Not much of a name 

for a grown-up gal. He looked at Maxie. "You and me?" 

 

"Sure," she said, her voice gone all breathy. "We were good together, once upon a time. 

Before you had your 'hallelujah-I've-seen-the-light' moment and turned your back on your 

friends." Her hand slipped over the bulge in the front of his jeans, pressing on the spot the 

muzzle of her pistol had only just vacated.  

 

"And you're thinking we could recapture those glory days, are you, Maxie?"  

 

"Why not? You're not a bad fuck once you loosen up a little. And I've heard rumors." 

 

"Rumors?" 

 

She nodded, her smile gone mean and poisonous. "They say you've been a solitary man 

for going on two years now--living alone, sleeping alone. Part of your little self-redemption 

scheme, I guess." 

 

"What of it?" 

 

Her grin got wider and nastier as her hand squeezed his balls. "You must be tired of 

playing the poor, wayfaring stranger." 

 

"It does get wearisome." He leaned in close, pressing his cheek against hers and sending 

his breath down the side of her neck. He felt the hard muscles in her shoulders quiver at the 

distraction. It was nothing at all to reach around with his other hand and pluck her pistol from her 

holster. "But not near as wearisome as you, darlin'."  

 

Quick as a rattler she struck out, talons aimed at his face. Kit caught her wrist in his hand 

and fought the urge to snap it in two. She looked at him, her absinthe-colored eyes almost 

regretful, if you let yourself see past the hate.  

 

"Aw, Maxie," he whispered, "I ain't that lonely yet." 
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