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Praise for Lisa Renee Jones:

Romantic Times – Jones scorches the pages! 

Booklist--Jones’ suspense truly sizzles with an energy similar to FBI tales with a paranormal twist by Julie Garwood or Suzanne Brockmann. 
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“Lisa Renee Jones has created a fascinating, exciting, and wonderfully romantic read in The Legend of Michael. Michael is to die for!” 

Pamela Palmer, New York Times and USA Today bestselling author of RAPTURE 

UNTAMED, a Feral Warriors novel

“A thrill ride of non-stop action, intricate suspense and scorching love scenes!” Stephanie Tyler, New York Times bestselling author of HOLD ON TIGHT

“Sexy, edgy, pulse-pounding adventure. The Legend of Michael will keep you reading all night!” 

Susan Grant, New York Times bestselling author of THE LAST WARRIOR

“Grabs hold of you from page one and never lets go. Packed with action, suspense and sizzling sexuality, The Legend of Michael is a book not to be missed!” Rhyannon Byrd, National bestselling author of TOUCH OF SEDUCTION

“Hot enough to singe your fingers.” 



Cynthia Eden, National bestselling author of DEADLY FEAR

“Edgy, dark and creative. A raw new world filled with action, danger and plenty of sizzle.” Eve Silver, National bestselling author of SINS OF THE FLESH

“Utterly absorbing, deliciously edgy, and instantly addictive. If you haven’t added Jones to your must-read list, you need to.” 

Donna Grant, Bestselling author of DANGEROUS HIGHLANDER

“A breathlessly-paced ride through twisting secrets, fractured loyalties, and deadly espionage.” Sylvia Day, National bestselling author of THE STRANGER I MARRIED



This is the first book in a hot, erotic vampire series. 

Explicit -- hot! 

The Wardens series begins with a trilogy of three brothers—Evan, Aiden and Taylor Brooks are brothers (in order by human age: 34, 32, 28), who were early settlers of the town of New Braunfels, Texas, in the 1500s. When the town was haunted by a series of brutal animal attacks that left a half-dozen townsmen murdered, the Brooks brothers took things into their own hands. 

Armed and ready for action, they set out into the wilderness, determined to find this animal and kill it. What they found was a female vampire who decided the brothers were scrumptious morsels, worth keeping around for a lifetime. She attacked the brothers and turned them to vampires. 

No sooner did she turn them, though, than another vampire appeared and killed her. This vampire declared himself a “Warden” of the Vampire Council. Wardens uphold the rules of the Vampire race, and report to the Council. Killing humans is punishable by death, and their 

‘Maker’ had broken that rule. The brothers were then taken to the Council, where they were taught how to survive without killing, how to mingle with humans as if one of them, when to move on from a location so that they would not be suspected as vampires, and most importantly, who their enemies were and how to defeat them. 

In the end the brothers were granted a financial dowry that had belonged to their Maker and given the choice of freedom, under Council rule, or an alternative—to become Wardens. 

Now, the brothers travel together as Wardens, tracking outlaw vampires, killing them, and protecting innocent humans. It is their eternal duty. 

And now – I hope you enjoy - HOT VAMPIRE KISS! 

Book 2, Aiden’s story — HOT VAMPIRE SEDUCTION -- Late 2011

Book 3, Troy’s story — HOT VAMPIRE TOUCH -- Late 2011







Chapter One

Thirst tore through Evan Brooks -- a craving far richer, far more demanding, than anything the patrons of the bar he tended would ever experience. It was a clawing need that had nothing to do with alcohol and everything to do with blood. Her blood -- the petite blonde who'd walked through the doors of the Temple, Texas bar "Shooters" in a gust of hot wind that melded with her scent and insinuated it inside his nostrils. She smelled of jasmine and innocence, of temptation he didn’t dare act upon. And he would bet the last breath he had in his lungs that she tasted of honey and sighed like an angel. 

He watched her cast a furtive look around the room, evaluating the clusters of the Friday night crowd gathering at wooden tables, clouded with smoke, and exhaling chatter that fused with the Hank Williams honky-tonk tune. Her hair was piled haphazardly on top of her head, and she swiped at a long strand falling from a clasp, a nervous tremble to her hand confirming what he suspected. Going to a bar alone was unfamiliar territory for her. 

Abruptly, she started walking across the hardwood floor, toward the lonely end of the bar, with the six vacant high-back dark oak seats that matched the paneled walls. Focusing on her destination as if it offered her some form of escape. Had she glanced to her right, to where Evan stood, she might have reconsidered the wisdom of seeking solitude in a place where there would be only her and a big, overpowering male with long raven hair and midnight black eyes smoldering with…lust. No. His little Blondie headed straight for him. A woman living dangerously and she didn’t even know it. 

“Two more beers down here,” came a shout from the other end of the bar. 

The interruption was both irritating and perhaps ideal. Evan had no desire to see this woman run away, though it was exactly what he should want. He didn’t have time for distractions. He was a 

"Warden," a vampire who hunted those who preyed on humans. In this case, a werewolf. 

Unfortunately, the wolf had killed five Houston women before the Vampire Council had gotten word and sent Evan and his brothers to track it down into south Texas, in the small city of Temple. 

Yet, despite knowing the business at hand, Evan found his gaze lingering wistfully on the soft sway of the female’s hips, a moment before he yanked two Buds from a cooler and walked them down to the two thirty-something guys at the far end, who, like the woman, wore scrubs. Most of the crowd here were either staff or visitors of Scott and White Hospital directly across the street. 

"Shooters" was the staff’s place of escape, where they all came to drink away whatever ailed them that couldn’t be cured by modern medicine. This is where they talked about what happened inside that hospital, and that is exactly why Evan needed to be here. The wolf had a thing for young girls, and their sisters and friends. The sooner he knew of one victim, the more chances he had to save another. 

Evan plopped the beers in front of the men and left them to their drinking. In the week since the owner had taken one look at Evan’s big, intimidating – don’t cross me or dare to cross anyone in this bar – persona, and hired him. Evan already knew these guys as regulars. They’d run a tab of at least a half dozen each before paying out, and they were nowhere near that now. 



Hopefully, he wouldn’t be around long enough to find out anything more about them, or anyone else in this bar — besides Blondie, perhaps. Her, he wanted to know about. But once he found his prey, he’d be gone, and for everyone’s sake, that needed to be soon. 

His gaze attached to the woman again, a predatory thrum in his veins as he sauntered down the length of the bar to where temptation called. She’d found a seat and sat primly at the counter, fingers laced together. He wanted to have them laced around his cock, her legs around his waist, all that primness melting into wild abandon. 

He stopped directly in front of her and dropped a napkin on the bar. “What can I get ya there, ma’am?” 

She blinked up at him with gorgeous baby blue eyes that the shadowy lighting did nothing to conceal from his vampire sight, her lips parting in a silent gasp. “You’re…the bartender?” 

“I take it I don’t meet your expectations?” 

“I…” she blushed. “It’s not you. It’s…” She tilted her head slightly, seeming to gather her wits and lay it on the line. “To tell you the truth, I’ve walked by this place several times this past month, and it always seemed fairly quiet. One of those sparsely populated places where you hang out at the bar, get drunk, and bore the friendly, unintimidating bartender with your troubles. But this place isn’t sparsely populated, and you're… well…you’re…” He arched a brow. “I’m?” 

“Not short, bald, and unintimidating like I pictured, that’s for sure,” she said quickly. 

“Short and bald,” he repeated, his lips twitched with what threatened to be a smile. Not something he remembered doing a whole hell of a lot in the past century, but something about this woman’s nervous rambling absolutely charmed him. He was used to being seduced, not charmed. He believed she was doing both. 

“Yes,” she said and waved off the words. “But that’s okay. I think you’ll get shorter once I get started drinking.” 

He rested his hands on the bar, leaning in closer, subtly inhaling her scent. “I thought it was the opposite? Men get taller and better looking once a woman starts drinking.” 

“I don’t think that’s possible in your case,” she said a second before her eyes went wide, clearly recognizing she’d inadvertently admitted she thought he was good looking. “Not that I was saying, I mean you are…” She sighed. “I need a big, fruity alcoholic concoction 'stat,' please. 

And since I normally don’t drink, I’ll take whatever you suggest.” Evan would suggest she have a nice, long drink of him, but he decided that was a conversation better left untouched. For now. Probably not ever, he thought regretfully. “I’m certain I can come up with something to please you,” he assured her with no intention of being subtle, his gaze lingering on hers a steamy moment before he sauntered away, down the bar. 

After making quick work of filling another order, Evan mixed a Kahlua and cream mixture, light on the alcohol, and set it in front of the lovely little piece of angelic temptation. 



She took a long sip. “Perfect,” she said. “I can barely taste the alcohol. Thank you…bartender.” 

“Evan,” he told her, finding himself amused yet again. 

“Evan,” she said slowly. “That fits you much better than ‘bartender.’” She reached over the counter and offered him her hand. “I’m Marissa.” 

His gaze locked with hers, his long fingers sliding around her tiny ones, consuming them, the way he wanted to consume her. His stare held hers, sexual tension spiking with an instant charge. 

What fit him, was her. And damn he wanted to find out how well. To know how sweet she would be all naked and soft in his arms. 

Reluctantly, he released her hand, “Bad night?” 

“Bad month,” she said. “That’s how long I’ve been working in the ER. You see I…” She waved off her words. “You don’t want to hear this. You don’t even know me.” 

“But I do want to,” he said softly, every damn inch of her. 

Her lashes fluttered and lifted. “You do?” 

Damn the woman was charming. “Very much,” he assured her. “Tell me about your night. What brought you in here?” She leaned forward, sipping her drink, the shift in her chair tugging her shirt tight over the curves of her breasts, a brush of a nipple puckering beneath thin material, drawing his gaze and thickening his blood. 

"Okay then,” she said. “Just remember though. I gave you a chance to run for the hills.” 

“I’d be willing to bet you’d run away much faster than I would,” he said. 

Her cheeks flushed a pretty pink. “I guess we’ll see about that after you listen to me chatter a bit. 

So here goes. You wanted to know what brought me here tonight. Like I mentioned, I‘ve been working at the hospital a month. Before that, I was a secretary. No blood, no pain beyond boredom. Just the plain ole, same ole, everyday. I was miserable. Then two years ago, I turned twenty-five and had this whole soul-searching, what-am-I-doing-with-my-life-besides-typing-memos-for-my-boss thing going on. My mom is gone now and I have no one else, so nothing was holding me back, but me. The result was me deciding I had to blow out my birthday candles and then make the next year count. I had to do something that mattered. So I went back to school and ended up as a nurse at Scott and White.” She crossed her arms in front of her and shivered. 

“And that was when the hell started. The blood. The horror. The tragedy. Do you know what happened my first night on the job?” She didn’t wait for an answer, her hands flattening on the bar, as if she suddenly needed extra support. “I had to tell two sisters that their parents were killed in a car accident. Now, tonight, I told one of those sisters that the other was mauled by a wild animal and killed. I had to drive that poor woman home on my break. She had no one to pick her up.” 

Evan’s reaction was immediate, instinctive. He covered her hand with his, created a physical connection that strengthened his command of her mind. “I need the address of the sister, Marissa,” he ordered. 



She blinked. “I know it. I wrote it down. Three thirty one Maple Avenue.” 

“Good,” he said softly, before erasing her memory. “Excuse me, Sweetheart. I have to go make a quick phone call. I’ll be right back so you can finish telling me your story, which I very much want to hear.” 

Her eyes softened and she touched his hand with her free one. “Hurry back.” There was a soft readiness to her voice. 

“I will,” he promised, wishing like hell it wasn’t for all the wrong reasons. 

Tonight, Marissa had done more than gain the attention of a vampire. She’d put herself in the path of a killer werewolf. 







Chapter Two

The instant Evan let go of her hand, Marissa drew a long, cool sip of her drink. She was on fire. 

Which was both unexpected and, she supposed, just what the doctor ordered. She’d come to Shooters for a distraction, a way to escape the bloody hell of this night, and Evan was that and more. 

With a sigh, she watched him depart, long hair draped down the center of broad, defined shoulders. Oh how easily she could picture him, savage with passion, naked … on top of her, all that long, black hair draped around his shoulders. She bit her bottom lip. The man was hotter than the Texas sun, and that was pretty darn scorching. The kind of man a woman fantasized about, but didn’t think really existed. 

Especially since she hadn’t had a man in her life, let alone in her bed, in a good six months, not since the Austin police officer who’d had a bondage hang-up that he’d taken into the creepy, rather than sexy, territory. 

She hadn’t trusted that man to tie her up. Heck, she hadn’t trusted him to touch her favorite Snoopy mug for that matter. Of course, it was a special mug, given to her by her former best friend from high school. Ex-friend because Marissa had called her friend’s husband a cheating SOB when he’d cheated. Somehow, Marissa had ended up the SOB with her friend. But the mug still held memories of a friendship long past, it still mattered to her, still held a special place in her heart. And if a guy couldn’t even manage to be mug worthy, he darn sure wasn’t going to be allowed to cuff her to a bed and have his wild way with her. 

But Evan -- he was another story. She had this instant want-to-get-wicked-and-wild urge with the man that threw caution to the wind. And she liked caution. She liked planning and structure. She liked to get to know a guy before she got naked usually, normally. Apparently, not so with Evan. 

The fantasy of getting naked with Evan, as in tonight, slid away abruptly as her gaze latched onto the television hanging above the bar, showing a flash of the hospital and then the house where she’d dropped off the sister tonight. Subtitles talked about a gruesome animal attack. A flash of Ellen’s face, the surviving sister looking pale and wrenched with pain,  had Marissa drawing another long sip from her straw. And then another. 

Her head started to buzz, and somehow that only made the reality of her life, and this day, clamor louder in her head. She had no family, nothing to lose – her mother had died in childbirth, and her father was a drunk who’d kicked her out when she was sixteen. But Ellen, poor thing… 

she’d had a wonderful family — a family that Marissa envied — who had been ripped from her life in a matter of weeks. Marissa wanted to help Ellen. She wanted to help people, to make her life count. But the things she’d seen this past month — the pain and hurt, the loss — were eating her alive. She didn’t know if she was cut out for this, and guilt twisted inside her for her own weakness. 

“How about another,” Evan asked, suddenly in front of her, and she hadn’t even seen him coming. Which said a lot about how much of a zone she’d been in – Evan was hard to miss. 



She drew a sip from her straw and emptied the glass, pushing it toward him. “Considering I’m already buzzing,” she said, thinking his lips looked even sexier with a little alcohol to heat her blood, “that’s probably not a good idea. I’d planned to take a taxi home, but I want to be sure I can actually find the taxi.” 

“You weren’t joking about not being a drinker, I guess.” Dark eyes assessed her with a probing, intimate inspection and, she had a feeling, he saw far more than she would have liked right about now. She shook her head. “It’s a control thing,” she said, “which is probably why the ER is exactly where I don’t belong. I can’t control anything there. Nothing. Horrible things happen – 

death happens – and I can’t do anything to stop it.” 

“You’re focusing on the lives lost,” he said. “Not the lives saved.” 

“I know,” she said. “I do. In the logical part of my mind, that makes sense. But I go home and think of the lives lost or the people that will never walk, talk, or see again. Those are the people who haunt my dreams. I left Austin to come here, and I think…it was a mistake.” 

“You’ll find a place to put the bad stuff,” he assured her. “It just takes time.” 

“And if I don’t?” 

“You will.” 

He said the words with such certainty, she found herself curious. “You say that as if you speak from experience.” 

His lips lifted, but the smile didn’t touch his eyes where sadness danced in the shadows. “I’ll get you that drink.” 

“No!” she said, knowing full well her tongue was already waggling way too much from the fuzzy stuff in her head. Most likely her feet would be tripping all over themselves. “I think I better stop. Escape sounded great until my head started buzzing.” He leaned forward, his hands sliding onto the bar on either side of her. “I’ll make sure you get home safely, Marissa.” 

She swallowed hard. There was something about the way he said "Marissa," and the heated way he was staring at her, that set her heart thundering in her chest. Did he mean … he’d take her home or he’d get her a taxi? 

Marissa didn’t do one-night stands, or first-night sex, or drinking alone in bars. Not normally. 

But tonight, nothing in her world made sense. She reached in her purse and slid her keys onto the bar. 

Tomorrow, she’d make sense out of the nonsense. She’d be responsible, she’d figure things out. 

But tonight she needed an escape. Maybe that escape was a slushy cold drink. Maybe it was Evan. She didn’t know. She didn’t care. 


***



Three hours later, the bar was closed, but Evan had ensured that Marissa lingered in her seat, a drink in front of her. He wasn’t about to allow her to leave without him, and not just because of the wolf he was certain would have her in his sight. No – there was more to his desire to keep Marissa nearby. Plain and simple, he wanted her, and not just physically, though there was no question, she got him hot and hard. He was, after all, a male, a vampire male, with primal, sexual instincts that had him imagining all kinds of wicked ways to make her scream his name. But what really had him by the balls was not the desire she created in him, but the way she’d made him laugh when he’d have sworn it wasn’t possible. The way she’d made him smile when he was certain he had no reason. The way she’d made him realize how empty a century of hunting had made him and he wanted to know why, and how, a woman he barely knew could do such things. The time for discovery, both in and out of bed, was not now though. 

He wiped down the counter, working toward closing up the bar, focused on getting Marissa out of here safely. To ensure the wolf didn’t target her, as he normally did the friends and acquaintances of his victims. 

All but done with the façade of this night’s bartender duties, he cast a quick, seductive glance at Marissa, making no attempt to tame the primal heat in his stare. She wasn’t for him, he told himself silently. She was a forever kind of girl, and not the kind of forever he could give her. 

Nevertheless, when she smiled shyly at him, his groin tightened, cock thickening against his zipper, and he knew he wasn’t walking away without fucking her every which way she’d have him. 

He tossed the rag down, and rounded the bar, eliminating the counter that had separated them all night, to stand beside her, his hand on the back of her stool. She turned to face him, the scent of her teasing his nostrils, his arm creating an intimate enclosure, trapping her between the counter and his body. She was his in that moment and the idea appealed to him far more than it should. 

One tilt of his head and his teeth could touch that delicate, pale neck. His lips her lips. His body her body. 

She glanced up at him, her long, dark lashes fluttering with a combination of uncertainty and desire, her pupils dilated with the effects of the alcohol she’d consumed. 

“You really are…tall,” she whispered. 

“And you,” he said, brushing a finger over her chin, “really are beautiful.” And innocent. Too innocent and perfect for the likes of him. 

She shivered. “Tall and a smooth talker, I think I should be afraid.” Her palm slid down the bar. 

“Ouch!” She drew her hand forward, red pooling on her index finger, a splinter of wood sticking out from the red center. 

Instant lust fired through Evan as he took the opportunity presented and snatched the splinter away before he drew her finger to his lips. The sweet taste of her blood exploded on his taste buds, filling him with lust, desire -- fueling the sexual side of his vampire nature, when he already wanted this woman to the point of white-hot demand. His gums tingled, his recessed cuspids threatening to extend. 



His eyes met hers, the scent of her arousal, the taste of her blood, seeping through him with a demand that he claim her, claim satisfaction. Somewhere in the back of the bar a door slammed shut. The sound was a jolt of reality that shook Evan just enough to calm the beast inside him threatening to take control of him, of her. 

Slowly his tongue swirled around her finger, and then he released it, inspecting the area where the splinter had been. 

“All better,” he said. 

A stunned look etched her features. “I was right,” she whispered. 

His brows dipped, “Right?” 

“When I said I should be afraid of you,” she explained. “Because there is no way that what you just did should not bother me but it…” 

He leaned close, sliding his face against hers, his lips near her ear, his mouth far too close to the vein he hungered to puncture -- for his own good – most certainly for her own good. And yet, he found himself asking, “Aroused you?” 

She drew a breath. “Yes.” 

“As it did me,” he assured her, and silently wondered if perhaps it was him that should be afraid of her, for the way she stole his reserve, his caution. His control. 

He leaned back, offering her his hand to help her stand. “I won’t bite,” he promised. “Not unless you ask me to.” And damn how he wished she would, how he wanted to convince her she should. 

She laughed, nervously. “I’ve never asked a man to bite me in my life,” she said, pressing her palm against his. 

He brought her fingers to his lips. “Then I could be the first.” Her eyes went wide, “To bite me?” 

“In the most pleasurable of ways,” he assured her. 

She blushed. “I must be drunk,” she said, “because I so believe you. Probably a sign I need to go home.” 

“I’ll drive you and take a cab home,” he offered. “Then you’ll have your car tomorrow.” She considered him a moment. “I should say no.” 

“But you’re going to say yes.” 

“Yes,” she agreed, and smiled. “And I’m going to blame the alcohol in the morning.” His hands slid to her waist. “Blame means regret,” he said. “And I don’t plan to let you have any regrets. 



“Pretty confident there now, aren’t you?” 

He took her hand. “Very.” Confident tonight would be hell. Confident that no matter how much the thrum of desire urging him to find a bed, rip her clothes off and bury himself inside her, he wouldn’t act on those desires. Not when she’d been drinking. 

“You can still find your car, right?” he asked teasingly, as he turned the key in the front door and motioned to the closing manager to lock up behind him. 

She laughed. “Of course, I’m too drunk to drive it, but it’s still big enough for me to find.” He shoved open the door, stepping outside to a rush of awareness. Tension raked over Evan’s nerve endings, his vampire senses screaming with the presence of a wolf. Covertly, he had an advantage. He could sense the wolf, but as a vampire, he was essentially dead, so he had no scent, no emotion for the wolf to pick up. But out in the open like this, the wolf would see him and sense nothing human in him. In other words, the wolf would know Evan was a vampire, a Warden hunting him. That put the ball back in the wolf’s corner. Run or attack. And since most Wardens worked alone -- he and his brothers being the exceptions -- the wolf might well be cocky enough to attack. 

“I left my jacket inside,” Evan said, turning back to the bar entrance. One of his brothers could stay with Ellen, but he needed the other brother here, ready to take out the wolf, while Evan protected Marissa. 

Evan knocked on the door. 

“You wear a jacket in this heat?” Marissa asked, the humid Texas night stiflingly impossible to ignore. 

“Fashion statement,” he told her. “And since my wallet is inside my jacket pocket, an important one.” 

The manager looked through the double glass door and opened it up. “Forget something?” Evan nodded. "Yeah, I’ll be quick.” 

He pulled Marissa inside, found himself tenderly brushing hair from her eyes, wondering what it was about this woman that brought out such an action. He was a hunter, an assassin, a man who was no longer a man. “Don’t move,” he instructed brusquely, trying to get himself back on track, focused on his mission. More focused on protecting her rather than fucking her. “I’ll be right back.” 

She wobbled and grabbed his arm. “Woops. Guess I moved. The floor is unsteady.” 

“The floor,” he said, his lips twitching, a smile trying to invade his desperate need to separate the Warden hunting werewolf and the Warden hunting this female. She was adorable, a witch casting a spell over him. “Of course,” he led her to a table and settled her into a chair, squatting down beside her. “Now this time, I mean it. Don’t move.” She offered him a crooked smile framed by a glassy-eyed stare. “I’d say it’s a pretty safe gamble I won’t be getting up without your help.” 

“Good,” he said, caressing the back of her leg. “I don’t want you to go anywhere without me.” 


***

Marissa watched Evan depart with his loose-legged, sexy swagger, leaving her alone in the front of the bar, and a low moan escaped her lips. Man almighty, he was incredible. She could feel the ache between her thighs, the tingle of awareness in her nipples. She was a wanton hussy! Oh good grief. This was not who she was, drunk or sober. She didn’t need to go where this was going -- to where she was headed with this man. She didn’t need to wake up feeling crappy about her life choices, and then feeling like a hussy to top it off. She hadn’t made it through life alone by making irresponsible or irrational decisions. But then again, Evan was really hot, and maybe she wouldn’t remember the hussy part. She giggled. She wasn’t a giggler, didn’t like gigglers, and was even appalled at the idea that she’d suddenly become one. Another giggle slid uncontrollably from her lips. 

She pushed to her feet and her stomach instantly rolled. Oh great, she thought, grabbing the wooden arm of the chair. “I’m going to be sick,” she murmured. A hot man, a night of inhibitions-be-damned, and she was on the verge of throwing up. Wasn’t that just the story of her life? 

Another roll of her stomach and Marissa knew she was in deep trouble. Desperation to escape before she embarrassed herself, she rushed to the door, thanking the good Lord that the keys were hanging in the lock. Somehow, she managed to turn the key and shove the door open. 

Relief washed over her. She was safe from embarrassing herself in front of Evan. Or she would be if she could hold her stomach in check long enough to get to the side of the building. 







Chapter Three

Marissa stumbled forward, thankful she still possessed the capacity to act, to make it to the alley where no one could see her. Marissa’s purse flopped around on her shoulder, though she had no memory of how it got there. Not a second too soon, she rounded the side of the building and found the sanctuary of the dark alley. Horrible stomach pain bent her at the waist and seconds turned into minutes, as the sickness overcame her. 

When finally she heaved herself to stand upright, she knew any fantasy romance for the night was over. She not only felt like crap, she must look it. And please let there be a stick of gum in her purse. She fumbled with the leather strap, trying to get her zipper open, when a sudden rush of icy cold awareness slid through her. Marissa froze, immediately aware of the pitch-black alley as a place of danger, rather than a sanctuary. A sense of foreboding lodged her breath in her throat, some instinct telling her not to move, not to dare to so much as blink. Someone was in the sheet of blackness surrounding her and she knew it in every pore of her being. 

She strained to adjust her eyes, to see something, anything. Then -- a sound -- a slight scraping of the pavement. Her heart jack hammered and she turned to run only to come face to face with a pair of red glowing eyes. A growl permeated the air at the same moment Marissa screamed. 

An instant later, a powerful solid force blasted into her and she hit the ground hard. Her bones and teeth rattled with the impact, and gravel grinded into her back. But fear was more powerful than the pain and Marissa tried to get up, tried to escape. She pressed up onto her hands when a heavy body came down on top of hers. A hot, wicked breath washed over her face in the midst of a snarl. Right then, she knew she was in deep trouble. This was no man -- this was worse. This was a wild animal, a big wild animal. 

She opened her mouth to scream again but teeth dug into her shoulder. Marissa gasped with the ripping of her flesh, the crunching of tendons and bone. Her body jerked on its own, as if nerves were reacting to the damage. She tried to scream, but no sound would come. She hurt…God, she hurt so badly. She willed herself to fight, to move, to survive -- cursed the alcohol that made her weaker, that made her head spin, that surely contributed to why her limbs refused to move. She was limp, a rag doll being torn apart. And all she could do was squeeze her eyes shut and pray. 


***

At the same moment a scream ripped through the air, Evan burst through the double doors of the bar, tasting Marissa’s fear as surely as he’d tasted the sweetness of her blood only a short time before. In a flash, he was around the dark alley’s corner, thankful for his night vision, despite the horrific scene before him. Marissa was on the ground, the wolf hovering above her fallen body. 

Instantly, the wolf’s head lifted with awareness of Evan’s presence, blood dripping from its lips. 

Evan was behind the beast in a flash of vampire speed. He flung the wolf hard against a Dumpster, anger fueling his power. The wolf hit the metal with a thundering jolt before plummeting to the ground. 

Evan squatted next to Marissa where she lay unconscious, blood spurting from a clawed gouge running from her neck to her shoulder where teeth had punctured her clear past the bone. His gaze cut to where the wolf pushed to its feet in a snarl of irritation. Evan and the yellow-eyed beast locked gazes, the wolf’s stare radiating aggression. 

“Come and get me, Wolf!” he yelled. 

The wolf bared spiked fangs with a snarl, curling its seven-foot plus tall body forward, posturing up for an attack. Evan sprang to his feet, standing in ready position. 

Several tense seconds passed, a silent standoff ensuing, until abruptly, the wolf snarled and then with a spry leap to the roof of the bar, he was gone. A moment of indecision overcame Evan. 

The wolf was escaping, potentially targeting many more humans, yet if he didn’t attend to Marissa’s injuries she would surely bleed to death. 

Evan snapped his gaze from where the retreating wolf had disappeared and focused on Marissa, his chest tightening at the sight of her pale face illuminated by his night vision. He bent down beside her, lifted her so that she rested against him, knowing he was bound by council law to kill her. She’d been bitten by a wolf infected with a virus comparable to rabies if the animal kept a sound, calculating mind. A virus that would infect Marissa, turn her into the same kind of monster. Everything inside him screamed with the injustice of it, with blame for leaving her alone. He reacted with possessiveness, protectiveness for this woman that defied their short encounter. Exactly why he usually kept his encounters with women in the bedroom. He didn’t want to know them, he didn’t want to care. Because caring didn’t help him, caring didn’t allowing him to do his Warden duty. 

Without giving himself time to think about the consequences of his actions, really not giving a damn, he bit his wrist and trickled blood past her lips, giving her the substance that would heal her. He could save her. He would save her. 

It took only seconds for Marissa to react to the blood, to act on the primal need to survive, the instinctive understanding of what she needed to continue to live. He let her take what she needed, the wounds on her neck and shoulder, beginning to seal as he knew they would. But he couldn’t allow her to take too much, not without the risk of becoming too weak to protect her if the wolf returned. Not without feeding himself and that wasn’t an option at the moment. 

“Enough,” he ordered softly, commanding her mind, “Sleep.” She didn’t fight the compulsion as some humans would, didn’t require an addition mental push. 

She simply collapsed against him, a soft delicate flower of a female, and he knew on some level, she trusted him. 

“Tell me you have a reason the council will consider acceptable for saving her.” Evan’s gaze lifted, cutting through the darkness, to find, Aiden, the eldest of his two younger brothers, leaning on the wall, one foot propped over the other. He scooped Marissa into his arms and stood up. 

“A good reason,” he said. “But not one they’ll accept.” Aiden cursed. “They’ll kill you and if they don’t she will. The virus will make her a monster.” 



“Not if I kill the wolf, and the virus with it, before the full moon.” 

“The virus will make her go crazy long before the full moon.” 

“It won’t.” He started walking, intending to pass his brother and head to the parking lot. 

Aiden captured his arm before he passed. “It will,” he insisted. 

“She won’t go crazy,” Evan ground out between his teeth, jerking his arm free and charging forward. 

Aiden cursed softly and then quickly fell into pace with Evan, the tension rolling off of his brother telling Evan that Aiden had a good idea why Evan was so sure of his words, and most defiantly wasn’t happy about it. 

Barely a minute later, Evan slid into the backseat of Aiden’s escalade with Marissa curled in his arms. Aiden climbed into the front seat and turned to face Evan immediately. “You exchanged blood with her?” 

Evan gave a slow nod. 

“Fuck!” Aiden cursed, hitting the steering wheel and then turning a black heated stare on Evan. 

“Damn it to hell Evan, are you trying to get yourself killed? Is that it? You’re tired of this life and you’re looking for a ticket to goodbye? Now you can’t erase her memory. She will know about us. She will be a danger to us no matter what happens to the wolf.” Evan was all too aware of what the bond had created between them. “I’ll deal with the woman.” 

“She’s infected Evan,” Aiden ground out between cuspids now elongated with his anger. “She’s going to turn into a monster. And that monster will share a mental channel with you that will allow her to hunt you down and kill you herself. And whatever it is you think you feel for her, and I assume you must, or you wouldn’t be pulling this crap – well, she won’t feel it for you. 

She’ll want you dead.” 

“Not if I kill the wolf.” 

Aiden stared at Evan for several longs seconds before he asked, “And if your blood, and the bond you’ve created with her, isn’t enough to keep her from going crazy?” They both knew she’d struggle with primal urges that would have to be controlled. “I said I’ll deal the woman.” 

Aiden stared at him several long moments, and then turned without another word and started the truck, the silence and dark shadows, filled with implications. 

In all their days as Wardens, as Vampires, none of them had ever made the mistake of creating a blood bond with a human, a mistake that could expose their entire race. It could be remedied only two ways – death or conversion to Vampire. He’d vowed he’d never curse another human to his existence. Never steal a human life as a vampire had done his and his brothers, and a good number of those in their village, all in one violent night of blood feasting. But he wouldn’t allow Marissa to be the reason his brothers were hunted down and killed either. 







Chapter Four

Marissa sat up in her bed with a gasp, the air in her chest expanding with such force it was as if she’d been dead and found life. The sensation was intense, and her chest heaved with several deep drags of air – in and then out. Her heart thundered as she struggled with a sense of disorientation. Her gaze flickered frantically across her room – her bedroom – her home. That was good. Safe. Though she wasn’t sure why she thought she wasn’t safe. There was a reason – 

something just out of the reach of her memory. 

The room was dimly lit, light filtering through the red-shaded lamp on the nightstand, her gaze locking on the digital clock that read four AM. 

Her nostrils flared with the sudden awareness of a familiar scent, and she drew it in as readily as she had air moments before, savoring it – darn near tasting it. Her mouth watered, and oddly, her skin warmed. Had she ever smelled anything so delicious in her entire life? Textured, rich and multi-colored, in a way a scent had never been before. It reached inside her and flowered. 

She inhaled yet again, hungry for more of the scent, eager to identify its source. Spicy and male, she realized. A flash of images charged through her mind of tall, dark, good-looking – Mr. Hot-One-Night-Stand with long dark hair and smoldering sensuality. She’d been upset about her patient’s death, about telling the patient’s sister about the loss. The bar and drinks had followed. 

Evan. She remembered him. She’d lost herself in those dark eyes of his, and found herself doing just what most people did, running her mouth to the bartender, telling him her life story. And somehow, she’d been close enough to him to know his smell. She most certainly remembered the mindless, out-of-character flirting she’d done with the man and the decision to throw caution to the wind and forget everything but the night -- and the man. But then nothing. Everything else was a blank. 

She raised her arm to her nose, the scent of him was on her skin, and instinctively she pressed her thighs together against the sudden warm heat there. She could smell the man all over her, all over the bed, the room which must mean they’d had sex. She went utterly still, her hand clutching the sheet. 

The silky material caressed her naked ultrasensitive skin and delivered a jolt of realization. She was naked and having some sort of super-sensitized reaction to the sex she’d had, but she didn’t remember one pleasurable moment of it! 

Marissa lifted the sheet and confirmed her state of undress, quickly dropping the sheet back in place. How had this happened? The one time in her life that she’d allowed herself a hot fling, and she had no memory to lavish in. 

A sudden sound in the other room shuddered through her body, a soft, barely there sound. So why was it radiating through her like a shock wave? Like a blow horn? Why were her teeth grinding together, her ears ringing? Hangover, she reasoned. It was the only explanation. My God, how much had she drank to be in such a state? 



The front door opened and shut, softly. So softly, she didn’t think she should have heard it, not with the bedroom door shut as well, but she did. Everything, including her panic, felt magnified. 

She reached for the phone and knocked it off the nightstand. Trying to recover, she struggled with the blanket, and the material felt oddly rough against her skin, more like sandpaper. 

Frantically, her gaze slid around the room, in search of her clothes. She lifted onto her knees, trying to see the floor, the cool air conditioning on her backside reminding her just how exposed she was with an unknown someone in her home. 

Footsteps echoed in the hallway, and she cringed as the sound banged around in her head. Her temples pounded, and her eyes blurred. Suddenly her mind took control and she wasn’t in her bed anymore. Her mind transported her to a dark ally, to a moment of fear when she saw red eyes in the shadows. Her chest tightened. No. No. It wasn’t real. It couldn’t be real. She shook her head in refusal of what she was remembering. 

“You’re awake.” 

The voice jerked her from her mind’s eye, her gaze flying toward the whisky rich, familiar voice. 

Evan. Evan was standing there. He was real. The red eyes were not real. Her hand curling around the sheet, clutching it to her chest. She drank in the sight of Evan standing there, letting him – 

needing him – to take her away from some just out of reach horrific image in her mind. He stood in the doorway – the door, she hadn’t heard open despite hearing everything else in magnification, but she didn’t let herself think about that. 

Instead, she focused on how good Evan looked, how perfectly masculine, how amazingly sexy. 

She needed the escape, the indulgence, to calm the panic building inside her over that vision from the alley, the eyes. He was bigger than she remembered, broader, his faded jeans and black tee hugging an obvious abundance of lean, well defined muscle. And his hair – that long raven hair touched his shoulders, no longer tied back at his neck. God, she loved his hair. The very idea that she’d had that body all over her body, and didn’t remember it, was just too impossible to believe. It couldn’t be possible. It just couldn’t be. Yet, the warmth spreading over her skin, the heaviness of her breasts, the tightness of her nipples, said differently. 

“I…” she started. “No, you…I mean. What did we…no, not what--" She pressed a hand to her face at her miserable rambling and groaned. “Oh please, just tell me.” Her hand fell from her face. “Did we--?” 

The last part of her question faded as she realized that Evan had soundlessly moved again. Not only had he closed the distance between them, he towered over her, his gaze shifting from her face to do a heated inspection of the vivid view of her bare backside. Marissa quickly lowered herself to a sitting position and covered herself, feeling more than a little embarrassed – and aroused – by his inspection. Her legs clenched together, the tingling awareness there so intense, she almost gasped. Her skin tingled too, and her nipple ached. Even her own hair brushing her shoulders sent a shudder down her spine.  Despite Evan’s hotness, something wasn’t normal about what she was feeling. Surely, this couldn’t be from the alcohol. 

Evan sat down beside her, his eyes twinkling with mischief, one dark brow arching. “Were you trying to ask if we were intimate, Marissa?” 



Intimate. She swallowed hard against the sudden dryness in her throat, and the erotic, out of character, highly detailed images that came to mind. Wildly erotic images of the two of them together flashed in her mind. A memory or was it just fantasy? 

She nodded, surprised to find her voice. “I’m wearing a sheet, nothing but a sheet.” 

“You had blood on your clothes, and you insisted on taking them off.” His lips twitched. “I turned my back.” 

“You didn’t turn your back when my sheet fell a few minutes ago.” She paused in stunned realization of exactly what he’d said. “And I just stripped my clothes off? That doesn’t fit my personality.” 

“You were intoxicated,” he reminded her, “which is also why I turned my back then, but not this morning.” 

She studied his handsome face. His cheekbones were high and defined. His jaw was strong and square. He held her stare, met her scrutiny without a blink. She cringed at the truth in his eyes. 

“So the moral of this story is clearly that I’m not a good drinker. Wait.” She blinked at him. 

“What blood?” Red eyes flashed in her mind. “Blood…I…,” Her stomach knotted, her mind fighting to show her an image she didn’t want to see. She dropped her head into a hand, the other still clinging to the sheet. 

Suddenly, Evan was there, his hand framing her face, his touch confusing her senses. She wanted him. God, how she wanted him, like she’d never wanted in her life. “Kiss me,” she ordered, when she would never be so bold. “I need you to kiss me.” 

“And I need you to remember Marissa.” 

She shook her head. “No. No I--” 

He leaned forward, framed her hips with his hands. Warm waves of awareness rushed over her with his nearness. The scent of him -- stronger now, richer, more male -- invaded her senses, arousing something unfamiliar inside her. Something that made nerves and fears and inhibitions be damned. That need, that burn, to kiss him rose inside her again. She wanted to shove the sheet away, to tear off his clothes and feel his skin against hers. 

“You must remember,” he told her, the command in his voice like a silky stroke between her thighs. 

She let go of the sheet, wrapped her arms around his neck. Her nipples puckered, the stiff peaks brushing his chest. She moaned. “Kiss me.” He still hadn’t touched her, still pressed his hands into the mattress. “And damn it, kiss me.” 

“Not until you tell me about last night.” 

“I already told you I don’t remember.” She pressed her lips to his, wild and wanton, in a way she’d never felt before, but she didn’t care. She felt it now, and she wanted to feel him – all over 

– next to her, inside her, on top of her, behind her. Her tongue pressed past his lips. 



He moaned and then gave into her, his mouth closing down over hers, one hand spearing through her hair, the other molding her close. His tongue stroking hers, wickedly hot, and then gone. He pressed her down onto the mattress, his legs framing her hips, his hands holding hers over her head. “Not yet.” His hot stare brushed her nipples, lingering on her breasts, before lifting to her mouth, then finally her eyes. “Tell me about last night.” 

“Why do you want to talk when you could be inside me?” His gaze raked over her breasts, a teasing caress that had her squirming, his eyes dark with hunger when they met hers. “You want me inside you because of what happened last night, which is why you need to remember it.” 

“That’s not true. I wanted you the instant I saw you. I wanted you before…” Her chest tightened and she squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out what he wanted her to remember. 

“Before what, Marissa?” 

Fire washed through her. She was hot all over, her mind racing with images she tried to reject, her thighs aching from the emptiness he could fill. If only he were inside her, she could escape…

escape something…she wasn’t sure what. She was wild though, wild with need, desperate to feel him buried inside her, taking her, filling her. She reached for his mouth. He pulled back. 

“Damn you,” she all but yelled at him. 

“I was damned a long time ago,” he said, his fingers curling around her jaw. “But you aren’t. Not yet. Not if I have anything to say about it. Tell me what happened last night.” 

“Fuck me or let me up.” She barely knew such a bold order as her own, but her body did. Her body knew she needed him inside her, as if he were her lifeline, her drug, she couldn’t live without. 

His dark eyes were flickering with something dangerously primal that only made her want him more. “I’ll fuck you when you tell me what I want to know,” he stubbornly replied. “When I know that you know what is happening to you.” 

“You were there,” she said. “You know what happened to me.” 

“I need to know you know. Tell me.” 

A rush of adrenaline had her fighting to free herself, when she didn’t really want free -- not from him. Not from Evan. He was too strong for her, too big to fight. So instead, she arched into him, tried to touch him, tried to find the relief she knew he could give her. Still, he held back, held himself just out of reach. Desperation curled inside her, and she cried out his name. She hurt – 

for him, to feel him, to be with him. 

She heard him reply, but she didn’t understand what he was saying. “I need…” Her vision went blurry, and Marissa had no idea what came over her, what happened to her in that moment. She sunk her teeth into Evan’s shoulder. A second later, she felt his teeth pierce her neck. 







Chapter Five

Her blood flooded his mouth as his was into hers. It was sweet, hot and erotic. She was a woman between worlds – torn between human, wolf, and vampire. A woman whose primal urges would control her, destroy her, if he let them. The exchange of blood would temporarily dilute the wolf’s virus, as would the bonding of their bodies, the release of primal sexual urges. He knew this, yet, he’d resisted. He wanted her to understand, he wanted her to know he wasn’t using her, wasn’t taking advantage of her. That he was helping her. There was no turning back time, no immediate way to destroy the wolf’s virus eroding her body, her mind. No way to get her to comprehend the implications of it all, without taming the beast within. Fucking her was the best thing he could do for her right now, and he knew it. 

“Oh God I’m…” She arched against him, and he could smell her arousal, damn near taste the orgasm his bite had delivered in her blood. He eased his teeth away from her neck, swiped his tongue over the puncture marks to close them, his hand stroking her breast, fingers tweaking her nipple. 

He tugged his shirt over his head, and tossed it aside. Then brought his mouth to hers as she calmed, swallowing her gasps with a gentle, sensual kiss. He could taste his blood on her tongue, and never in his life had he felt anything as sexy and arousing. 

“I bit you,” she whispered against his mouth, as if she too was responding to the same thing he was. 

“And I bit you,” he reminded her, working his boots off, and kicking them to the floor. “You taste like sweet succulent honey.” He nibbled her lips. “How do I taste?” 

“Like the dream you,” she said, “an erotic, amazing dream.” He froze, his mouth lingering over hers. Damn it, she was still in denial. She had to accept reality. Evan pushed off the bed, wasting no time ridding himself of his jeans and boxers, deciding he’d rather her find it in a dream rather than a nightmare, but either way, it would happen now, today. 

She tucked her feet beneath her, stroking her breasts as she stared at him. Her gaze traced the jut of his cock, thick and pulsing with arousal. “You are really one hot dream man.” Evan took the open she gave him, going down on his knees on the bed, and roughly lacing his fingers into her hair. Rough was what she wanted, what she needed, what the wolf would demand it of him and her. He pulled her mouth to his. “Not a man, Marissa,” he said. Baring his still extended fangs, to add, “A Vampire.” And then he gave her a hot kiss, a vampire kiss, his teeth nipping her tongue, her blood spilling into her mouth. He settled his cock between her legs. 

She was dripping wet and hot, her thighs clamping down around him, trying to claim him. 

“Evan,” she gasped, reaching between them, tried to press him inside her. 

He shackled her wrist. “Vampire. Say it.” 

“No,” she panted. “No I—“



“I won’t fuck you unless I know you know what I am. That you accept what I am.” 

“No--” 

He kissed her, savaged her mouth, and then fangs bared he demanded,” What am I, Marissa?” She touched his mouth. “Vampire.” 

The word on her lips drove him wild with need but still he pressed her, “Again.” 

“Vampire. You’re a vampire.” 

He slid his cock inside her, moaned with her at the sensation of their bodies finally joined, at the wet heat of her surrounding him. 

He wrapped his hands around her lush backside, and she wrapped her arms around his neck, her nipples puckered against his chest, her legs wrapped around his waist. 

“Say it again,” he ordered. 

“Vampire,” she repeated, this time without hesitation, and he snapped. Wildness erupted from him, from her. She wanted to be fucked and this vampire was going to fuck her. 


***

He was perfect. He was a vampire. And he was inside her, where she wanted him. She shoved him to his back, rolling with him, sitting up to ride him. Marissa had never felt anything like what she felt now, complete uninhibited lust. She touched him, she touched herself. She licked and nipped and bucked. Watching him watch her as she rode him though, that was the hottest, most erotic thing she’d ever done. Her eyes weren’t shut and her cheeks were filled with an embarrassed flush. Oh they were hot alright, hot from witnessing the desire in his eyes, the pure white hot hunger brimming from his long dark lashes. 

She leaned down and kissed him, pressed his hands to her breasts, rocked with him. She came in a rush of deep strokes of his cock, only to find herself nearly there again. Deeper, harder, faster. 

Another orgasm as he moaned with his own release. He pressed her hips against his with a hard upward thrust. Then rolled her onto her back and filled his hand with her breast. He was still hard. 

“Just how long can a Vampire go?” 

“How long do you want me to go? 

His long hair hung wildly around his shoulders and she wrapped her legs around his calves. “All night.” 

“It’s morning.” 

“So I take it you don’t burst into flames?” 

“You won’t get rid of me that easily,” he assured her, leaning down to suckle her nipple. 



She inhaled at the erotic sensation, her body tightening around his cock, her hips arching into his, 

“Promise?” 

His gaze lifted to hers, “Promise.” He licked at the sensitive peak and then bit down on it, his teeth sinking into the sensitive flesh. Marissa cried out in both pain and pleasure. An orgasm rushing over her in a wave of such sensation, she thought she might die. 

When finally it faded, and he was kissing her, pumping into her, she wondered momentarily how her breast and her neck weren’t bleeding. She wasn’t though, and that was all that mattered, as long as he kept riding her and stroking her. He kept using that big, powerful body to pleasure her, to keep her from remembering the alley, the red eyes…the wolf. Wolf. The wolf that had bitten her. 

Suddenly, Evan was kissing her, his body slowing its movement, his cock caressing her in a sultry rhythm. “You’re under my protection now,” he murmured in between kisses, as if he knew what she’d been thinking. “He can’t touch you.” His hand slid around her backside, lifted her so that his shaft pressed deeper inside her. ”Only I can.” His words comforted her, his body pleased her. For long minutes, she forgot anything but him and the slow, sensual movements of their bodies together. She lost herself in his kisses, more sensual now than erotic. And this time when she tumbled into satisfaction, when her body tightened around his, he tumbled with her. She felt the warm heat of his semen spill inside her, the weight of his body as he, like her, settled into a peaceful stillness, completely sated. 

For a short while they laid there, as if they both were afraid to move, as if they both knew reality was outside the silence. She knew. God, she knew. She remembered everything with vivid clarity, right down to the moment when the animal in the alley had bitten her. 

Slowly, he rolled to his back, and pulled her into the crook of his arm. Her hand curled in the dark springy hair of his chest. “You’re a vampire.” 

“Yes,” he said, after a long pause. 

“And…and that thing that bit me in the alley?” she asked, holding her breath as she waited for the answer. 

“Werewolf.” 

She jerked upward to stare at him, knowing the question she had to ask, knowing she wouldn’t like the answer. She wasn’t herself. She was different. She’d been changed. “And that makes me?” 

He drew her hand in his, “Under my protection, Marissa.” Chapter Six

Reluctantly, Evan let Marissa back away from him, watched her grab a pillow to hug in front of her. As much as he wanted to pull her close, force her beneath him, to kiss her and Lord help the two of them, lie to her and tell her everything was going to be okay. Because he wasn’t sure it would be. He wasn’t sure he hadn’t signed himself up for a date with death, right along with her. 

But damn it, there was something about this woman – something worth dying for. 

“Easy Sweetheart,” he said, sitting up to face her, one knee up and the sheet draped over his lower body. “You’re okay. Let’s talk about what happened, and what needs to happen now.” 

“I was attacked by a werewolf.” She studied her shoulder, touched her neck. “I don’t have any marks on my shoulder or my neck. This makes no sense. I don’t understand any of this.” 

“Vampire blood heals,” he said. “That’s why I fed you my blood when I found you in the alley.” She inhaled slowly, as if taking in what he’d told her. “So answer my question that you clearly avoided. What does that make me?” 

“Human.” 

She shook her head in refusal of that answer. “I drank your blood and I liked it.” 

“Vampire blood is like a drug,” he explained. “It heals. It enhances senses. It’s erotic. It’s natural to crave it, especially after a severe injury. You were seconds from death, Marissa.” 

“So I’m not a vampire?” 

“No. Simply sharing blood with me will not convert you to vampire,” the gruesome details of which he didn’t intend to share. “Nor is a conversion taken lightly, a petition has to be filed and approved by our government.” 

“You actually petitioned to become a vampire?” 

“No, again this wasn’t a life I’d invited, nor is it one I wish to force on anyone else.” Though eventually, sooner rather than later, that was where this was headed with Marissa. “I, like my two younger brothers, Aiden and Troy, who you’ll meet soon, were attacked by a vampire infected by bloodlust.” And because he was afraid of her mind running wild, he explained, 

“Bloodlust happens when we kill when we’re feeding which, I want you to know, is punishable by death. We don’t kill to feed. But this vampire did, and she’d already killed most of our small village when we tried to destroy her. Even three of us, young hunters, willing to die, didn’t stand a chance against a well fed vampire. The only reason we survived, is a “Warden”, one of our races law enforcement, showed up. He saved us, and recruited us to work for him.” Her face paled. “Oh God, Evan, I don’t know even know what to say.” 

“It was a long time ago,” he said, cutting his gaze, and mentally willing away the image of his ten year old sister’s limp body on the porch of the house. “It’s an old wound.” 

“How long ago?”she quietly asked. 



His gaze lifted to hers. “Are you sure you’re ready for the answer to that question?” 

“How long?” 

“A hundred years last month.” 

She stared at him, no open reaction, but he watched her pale eyes melt, watched the yellow flecks splinter with emotion. “And you still remembered it like it was yesterday.” Shock slid through him at her exact understanding of what he was feeling, at her ability to use their bond so readily, without even understanding it yet. “Yes,” he confirmed, oddly at ease with her knowing his past, knowing what he’d never shared with anyone before now. “I still remember it like it was yesterday. Just as I remember the moment I hunted down that bitch and staked her in the heart.” 

“I’d have staked her too,” she said vehemently. 

He smiled at her. “You wouldn’t stake a fly.” 

“If I was lucky enough to have someone I loved,” she countered. “And that person was stolen from me -- you bet I would.” 

If she was lucky enough to have someone to love, she had no one. He sensed that in her, understood it. Yet she wasn’t bitter and alone. She was a nurse, someone who had chosen to care for others. Someone who chose to help people fight through their darkest moments and that made her brave. He realized now that was the part of her that called to him. He saw the fighter in her, the healer. And now, he was going to need her to fight for herself. He was going to need to be her healer. It was a role he never thought to want himself in, someone who was depended on, someone who might fail someone he cared about, as he’d failed his family. But it was too late. 

He’d bonded with her, he’d saved her. And now, he’d be damned if he was going to fail her. 

He scooted closer to her, and eased the pillow out of her hands and tossed it away. She pulled her knees to her chest and he moved so that his hand was on top of them, his knee pressed to hers. 

“Marissa, there’s no easy way to explain this to you, so I’m just going to say it, and then we can deal with it together. The Werewolf world is in the midst of a century long civil war which leaves the vampires dealing with many of their rogues. I came to Temple hunting the wolf that attacked you. Wolves can be natural born, or created by a virus much like rabies. If you’re bitten, you’re infected.” 

“Oh,” she gasped. “I…you mean—“

“You’re okay,” he said, sliding his hand around her neck. ”You’re going to be fine. But yes, you’re infected by the virus and like a human bitten by a rabid animal there are effects. But because we are sharing blood, I can help you hold off those effects until we get you a permanent cure.” 

“What effects and what permanent cure?” 

“I have to kill the wolf in the next thirteen days, before the next full moon.” Her eyes went wide. “How does killing it kill the virus inside me?” 

“We don’t know,” he said. “And we have a scientific team that’s worked on it as long as I’ve been around. The full moon triggers the change to a shape-shifter. If the change doesn’t happen, the virus dies in the infected person’s body. And the person doesn’t change if the wolf that infected them dies before it occurs. That’s all we know with certainty.” 

“So when the next full moon comes, I turn into that…that thing?!” He framed her face with his hands. “I won’t let that happen.” 

“What if you don’t kill it?” 

“I will.” He could hear her heart racing and feel the rise of the wolf in her. 

“But--” 

He kissed her, a deep passionate, hungry kiss. She dug her nails into his back, and clung to him. 

He could taste her passion, smell it. She tore her mouth from his. “Why do I feel like I could climb out of my skin right now and into yours? Why do I feel like some animal in heat?” 

“Emotions feed the virus,” he said. “The wolf – your wolf – is trying to make itself known. You need an outlet to release the energy.” He bit his wrist and held it to her mouth. “And you need this to dilute the virus. Drink.” 

“I don’t want to drink,” she said between her teeth, and then buried her face to his chest, her lips and teeth scraping his nipple, before she tilted her head back and all but roared with anger. “I don’t want this…thing inside me.” She rose to her knees and pushed him to his back. “Why is this happening to me? Why did you let this happen to me?” That demand tore at his gut and anger rolled inside him. Not at her – but at himself for ever leaving her alone in that bar. He rolled her to her back, ignoring her protests, his blood spraying on the white sheets, on their bodies. Her wolf was no match for his vampire, not now, not ever. 

He held her hands over her head with one of his and then let his wrist drip over her mouth. The second it touched her lips, her tongue lapped at it. A few seconds later, she was holding his wrist to her mouth on her own, hungrily drinking. Watching her, a deep emotion stirred inside him like nothing he’d ever felt. Evan silently cursed, furious that he’d let her inside his world, that he cared about her more each second he spent with her. But she was his, as no other ever had been, even if she never knew it, never wanted him or his world. And he wasn’t going to let her die -- 

no matter the cost. 







Chapter Seven

Marissa blinked awake in a dark room, but didn’t move. The pillow beneath her head was soft, the sheet across her body, also soft. Not sandpaper, she thought, with a silent ‘thank you’ for a moment of normalcy. It was all a dream, a nightmare. She inhaled, and the spicy scent of Evan flared in her nostrils, and she realized no it wasn’t a nightmare. She thought of their long hours of passion, of lying with him and talking through her fears over what was happening to her. Of him telling her about his brothers, about his world, and how just hearing his voice, listening to him explain it all, had calmed her. She felt something for him, beyond the obvious incredible attraction, that she’d never felt for a man. Not even Kevin—the attorney she’d had a brief engagement to. She didn’t want to believe it was the blood, or some hero syndrome. She needed something real in her life right now. With Evan, she didn’t feel alone. When the truth was that she was alone. She had no one to even miss her if this all ended badly. 

Emotion started to tighten her chest and she shoved it away, afraid of inviting another visit from the inner wolf she wanted to deny existed, having no idea how long it had been since she’d fed from Evan. 

The sound of male voices, one of them Evan’s touched her ears, but she couldn’t make out the words. She rolled to her back, noting the darkness outside the windows to match that in the room. No wonder she was starving. She threw off the cover, and as dire as she felt a shower was, the clawing hunger in her stomach was quickly deepening, and not in a nice way. 

She pushed to a sitting position, flipped on a light because she didn’t even want to think about how well she could see in the dark. Denial might not be an answer to her problems, but it was her friend right now. So was the fact that today had been her day off of work. That was, if she’d only slept one day. Oh God. Please let her have only slept one day. If she’d simply not shown up to work, she’d lose her job. 

She rushed to the closet and shoved her arms into a long pink terry robe, and headed down the hall, towards the voices. She made it all of a few steps when the conversation stopped. Marissa continued forward, only to draw up short at the sight of the two men consuming the tiny space of her small kitchen, both staring at her. 

Evan leaned against her outdated, yellow fridge, his hair tied neatly at his neck, so big and broad, and delicious that her knees threatened to go weak. And beside him, she was remotely aware of the man next to him, who leaned on her equally outdated and yellow stove, and looked remarkably like him, his dark hair also tied at the nape. 

But it was Evan she was drawn to, Evan whose intense inspection, dark and hot, she focused on. 

Evan who seemed like her friend, who’d become her lover, who was looking at her with a glint in his eye that said ‘mine’. Who was also a vampire. She swallowed hard at that word, at that reality, and willed herself to be afraid, to have caution. Her body didn’t agree though. Just looking at Evan set her heart pulsing, and her nipples tightening. He might be a vampire, but he was one heck of a gorgeous vampire, and man oh man, the way the snug black tee hugged his chest, was sinful. 



“You heard me coming, I take it?” she asked, trying to ignore the tingling sensation in her skin she was pretty sure was the damnable wolf in her shouting for notice. 

“Why do you say that?” Evan asked arching one dark brow. 

“You stopped talking when I approached.” 

“We’re vampires,” the man she assumed to be one of his brothers said. “We see all and hear all.” So she was right. Whatever they’d been saying, they didn’t want her to hear. Evan motioned to the other man. “This is Aiden. The second oldest in the Brook’s brothers family tree, and therefore, second in charge to me.” 

Aiden snorted. “In his dreams and it’s nice to meet you Marissa. I’m the smart one.” Marissa laughed, and it surprised her. How could she laugh when she was turning into a rabid werewolf? 

“More like the egomaniac,” Evan said, pulling out one of her steel and vinyl chairs from the table in the center of the room. “Come sit with me. How are you?” Her eyes met his, and the look on his face told her what he was asking. He wanted to know if her wolf was under control. Considering she wanted to shove him on top of the table and just let Aiden watch while she had her way with his brother, she was pretty sure the answer wasn’t what he was looking for. She settled for, “More hungry than I’ve ever been in my life.” 

“We have left over pizza,” Aiden offered, grabbing a box from the fridge as Marissa sat down. 

“You want it heated.” 

She shook her head. “I’m too hungry. Just let me have it cold.” Evan sat down next to her and Aiden in front of her. She snatched a piece of pizza, suddenly aware of just how intensely Evan was watching her, and how much she wanted to inhale the slice of pizza in one bite. She stood up and grabbed the box. “I can’t eat this while two vampires watch me.” Evan captured her wrist. “Then we’ll eat with you.” 

Aiden nodded. “I can always do a pizza justice.” 

“I don’t think I can share. I’m exceptionally hungry.” Aiden chuckled. Evan didn’t. “It’s the wolf.” 

She nodded. “I know. I can…feel it.” Emotion welled in her chest, and she knew now that wasn’t a good thing. “Please just let me go eat.” 

He stared at her a moment and then let her go. She headed to the living room, afraid now – and not of him, not of the other vampire either. Of her, of what she was becoming. 

Male voices sounded in the kitchen and she didn’t want to hear them. She couldn’t deal with anything else right now, didn’t want to hear something that would make her have to. She grabbed the remote and turned up the volume on her decade old television she’d gotten on Craigslist that someone had muted. Then she sat down on her faded brown couch, and started eating her pizza while she was still human enough to enjoy it. 


***

“I’m going to help you save her,” Aiden said, the instant she was out of the room. 

“You already told me that.” 

“Well I mean it this time,” Aiden said. 

Evan arched a brow. “And that would be because?” 

“Because you care about her, I saw it in your face when you were looking at her. You met her and something about her found some real emotion in you man. I get it now. I should have gotten it the minute I heard you put your life on the line for her, but you had just met her. We’ll get this wolf and then you can get her the hell out of here and then decide what to do about the rest from there.” 

He meant the council and the decision to covert Marissa, for her own protection. But it didn’t matter if he converted her or not. In the end, he’d broken the law, and he’d be punished. He could save her, just not himself. 

“There’s always a way,” Aiden said, as if reading his thoughts. “We should have died and we didn’t. And so should she have. Clearly she wasn’t meant to die any more than we were. I’m envious man. You have something other than ice in your veins for the first time since we were changed. This thing that we do gets mechanical. I have to remind myself we are saving lives, but we’re so removed from those we’re fighting for, it’s hard to remember why that’s important. 

Maybe keeping the humans at a distance isn’t all we’ve cracked it up to be. Maybe we need to feel something to keep fighting.” 

Evan took that in, let it roll around inside him, let it take root. Until Marissa walked into that bar, Aiden didn’t remember the last time he’d felt anything real besides fleeting lust. The fire for vengeance had faded centuries ago. 

Aiden’s cell phone rang and he tugged it from his jeans. “Troy,” he said. “And you know without me telling you he’s going to be hard to deal with because of Sarah.” Sarah, the wolf that had tried to kill him, the one he’d been in love with. “I know,” Evan said. 

“Believe me, I know.” And while Aiden had always been the one who rolled with the punches and seemed unaffected by the hell of a hundred plus years of fighting. Listening to him talk about Marissa now, Evan wondered if it wasn’t all an act. 

“Talk to me my brother,” Aiden said answering his phone.  Listening, his gaze lifted to Evan’s almost instantly and Evan knew the news wasn’t good. Aiden snapped his phone shut. “The wolf is headed this way.” 







Chapter Eight

Marissa had just finished – no – inhaled – the last of the three slices of pizza that had been in the box, when she felt a rush of awareness, a powerful energy. She whirled around to find Evan charging toward her. 

“Go get dressed,” he said. “We have to leave now.” 

“What? I--” 

“Just do it Marissa,” he ordered. “Do it now.” 

Panic rushed through her, and she could feel the tingling of her skin begin again. She turned toward the hallway, with Evan on her heels, and rushed to her room. 

She turned to him, tugging on shorts. “What’s happening?” She asked, yanking a tee over her head, and sliding on her Keds. “Is it the wolf?” 

“Yes,” he said, shackling her arm. “It’s the wolf.” He proceeded to all but drag her to the backdoor where an Escalade was waiting. The door popped open immediately and Aiden got out. 

“Take the wheel and drive north on IH-35.” He was already rounding the truck to get into the back on the opposite side. 

Evan motioned for Marissa to get into the passenger seat. Marissa rushed to the other side of the vehicle and Evan reached over and shoved the door open. She froze when she saw the man in the backseat with Aiden, his long blond hair draped over Aiden’s arm as he bent over it. The man looked up at her and she could see claw marks on his face oozing with blood, his silvery eyes piercing hers with what looked like hatred. 

“Get in, Marissa, damn it,” Evan shouted. 

“Hello Marissa,” came a male voice from directly behind her. 

She whirled around to find a tall muscular man with dark hair curling around his face. “I enjoyed playing with you in the alley. Shall we play again?” His eyes went red. She sucked in a breath, the wolf. This was the wolf. She’d barely had the thought before he began to shift, his face contorting, teeth extending. In some distant part of her mind, she heard Evan scream her name – 

and saw Aiden was out of the truck and lunging at the wolf but he wasn’t fast enough. The wolf sunk teeth into his shoulder. Evan was over the hood of the truck and jumping down on the half shifted wolf’s back. 

Marissa didn’t know what to do. She turned to find the silver eyed man coming for her, blood dripping from his arm, the man who hated her. Fight or flight kicked in and fighting wasn’t an option. She turned and ran. He grabbed her arm and somehow she evaded his firm grip, and managed to escape. She ran toward the line of woods behind her house. When she cleared the line of trees, the darkness didn’t stop her. Her heart was pumping, that tingling sensation on her skin turning to a burn now. She had to run, she had to get away. Faster and faster, she pushed forward, feeling limbs cut her, but she didn’t care. She just had to run. She had to keep moving. 



“Marissa, stop!” 

She heard the voice, and panic swelled inside her. The wolf and he was coming for her. The wolf would kill her. She could hear him, feel how close he was. She stumbled and went down hard on her hands and then tried to push to her feet. But he was on her, a heavy weight. She scrambled forward and turned to fight. Fighting was all she had left. She couldn’t escape. 


***

“Marissa, stop,” Evan ordered, deflecting her punches and straddling her, shoving her hand over her head. “It’s me, Marissa. Stop!” 

“Evan,” she panted, her chest rising and falling, her eyes red. Damn it to hell. 

“Yes. It’s me.” 

“Oh God,” she gasped, her eyes going wide at the claw mark down his neck. “You’re bleeding.” He bit his wrist, the easiest most comfortable way for her to take in blood right now. “What are you doing?” she demanded. 

“You need blood and you need it now.” 

“No,” she said. “You’re hurt. You’re--   

He slid his wrist to her mouth, knowing the taste of the blood, the need of her body would take over. She hesitated only a second and then grabbed his arm and began to drink. He was weak, injured, and so were both of his brothers. This wasn’t any wolf he’d ever fought before. It was stronger, more agile. He forced himself to move, scooping up Marissa even as she drank. He didn’t want her to stop. Not when his gut said this virus had mutated, and he wasn’t sure what that meant for her, or for their ability to deal with the rogue wolf. 

Evan took off running, trying to compel Marissa to stop drinking before he was too weak to get them to safety. She didn’t respond, which meant the blood bond had already made her immune to his commands, or he was already too weak to deliver one. So he let her drink. He couldn’t stop her, without stopping, and he wasn’t stopping. Not until he had her, and his brothers, the hell out of here. The wolf had fled, and it was wounded too, but that didn’t mean it was going to stay away. 

He cleared the woods to find the truck sitting in wait. The back door popped open and he managed to get him and Marissa inside. They were moving before he ever shut the door, which felt about two thousand pounds. Marissa had taken too much of his blood when he was already injured. 

“How is he?” Evan asked, eying Aiden in the rear view mirror, and settling Marissa across his lap so that her back was against the door. 

“Bad,” Aiden said. “I gave him what blood I could but I’m bleeding like a stuck pig myself. And it doesn’t look like you have a vein to spare. Stop her before she kills you.” 



“Enough,” Evan told her softly, pressing his head to the side of hers and then louder when she didn’t respond, “Enough.” Still she didn’t stop. He shoved his fingers in her hair and pulled her head back as gently as he could, the vein in her soft, ivory curved neck pulsed. 

“Evan?” she gaped, blood dripping from her lips, disorientation in her now blue eyes. 

“Sorry sweetheart, but I have to do this right here and now.” He sunk his teeth in her neck. She gasped again and then moaned, the scent of her instant arousal flaring in his nostrils. The taste of her blood was sweet like honey. He could feel his wounds closing, could feel the power flowing into his veins. He became aware of her fingers stroking his hair, his face. The stronger he became, the more aware he became of the woman in his arms, of her gentle caresses. Of how afraid he’d been that he was going to lose her tonight, when he’d only just begun to discover her. 

He wasn’t losing her, or his brothers. He tore his mouth from her neck, licked the wound, and then caught Aiden’s gaze in the mirror. “Pull over.” 

“Not a chance,” Aiden said. “We’ll be sitting out in the open, wounded ducks waiting for the wolf.” 

One look at Troy, who was completely knocked out in the passenger seat, and Evan rejected that answer. “You have to take a vein and give one to Troy. He doesn’t have much time.” 

“I can drive,” Marissa said sitting up. “I’m okay. I can drive. Please. Please let me do this to help.” 

Again Evan shared a look in the mirror with Aiden who nodded. Evan lifted Marissa over the top of him and settled her by the door, still speaking to Aiden. “Move Troy back here so we only have to stop once.” He focused on Marissa. “I’ll walk you to the door. Don’t move without me.” She blinked up at him. “I wasn’t planning on it. After what happened tonight, you’re stuck with me until you have to kill me.” 







Chapter Nine

Thirty minutes later, with Evan now in the passenger seat, Marissa drove the truck down a dark highway between Temple and the next city south – Waco. The sky was dark with thick storm clouds moving in, rumbles of thunder echoing in their depths. “Pull into that rattrap motel,” Evan told her of the place to her right that fit his description perfectly. “We don’t have any idea where the wolf is and we need to regroup and recover.” 

She maneuvered into the lot and parked. Evan gave the place a keen inspection. “It’s a dump but at least we don’t have to walk through a lobby all bloodied up.” 

“And it’s near the road if we need to get the heck out of dodge,” Aiden commented from behind them. “Therefore you have my approval.” 

“I don’t remember asking for your approval,” Evan said, glancing over his shoulder. “One of you two, toss me a clean shirt. I don’t think the blood I’m sporting is going to earn me any fans in the office.” He tugged his shirt over his head and threw it at his brothers. 

Marissa went breathless at the sight of him, of taut tanned skin over rock hard muscle. And blood. Blood stained his skin, his blood and probably some of hers. She could almost taste it, taste him. The velvety, spicy richness of him filling her, his blood, his cock…She stopped herself. Shoving aside the thought she was rattled by the intensity of her thoughts. 

Her gaze lifted to find his dark eyes fixed on her, his expression a mirror of everything she was feeling -- lust, passion, hunger. She didn’t know if this burn inside her for Evan was created by their blood bond, or by the wolf growing and taking form inside her. She didn’t care either. She might be dying in thirteen days. She wasn’t going to spend those days analyzing why she wanted Evan. Right then and there, she knew she wasn’t going to spend them in fear either. She’d fight to the end, but she’d face the end if it came. 

A shirt flew past the seat and hit Evan in the head, breaking their connection. “Save it for the bedroom,” Aiden quipped. “We’re ready to get out of this backseat.” Marissa felt her cheeks flush, which considering how wanton she’d suddenly become, seemed ridiculous. Evan tugged the shirt over his head, and used a bottle of water and a napkin to clean the blood off his neck. She turned to face the hotel, not watching. She couldn’t watch and stay in control. 

Seconds later, Evan touched her arm to draw her attention back to him. The physical reaction to his touch was instant and shivers rushed over her skin, across her shoulder, fanning her chest. 

“Lock it,” he ordered softly when she looked at him, his voice gruff, telling her how he was feeling. 

For a moment he held her stare, the connection between them, intimate – right, in a way she’d never experienced before. Not another man. Not family. She’d never known her father who had died when she’d barely been walking age. She’d loved, and lost her mother. Enjoyed friends, and even a few steady male companions, but no one that ever made her feel like Evan. Regret filled Marissa, replacing her bravado of living life she’d mentally celebrated only a few minutes before. She was going to die before she had really lived. 

“You’re not going to die,” Evan said softly, and then disappeared quickly, slamming the door behind him. She blinked at the door, trying to understand how he’d known what she was thinking. Could he read her mind? 

He knocked on the window and pointed at the lock. She jumped and locked it. And then it hit her. She was alone with Aiden and Troy. 

Marissa inhaled and turned to the back of the large vehicle and found her gaze locked with a now recovered, but incredibly silent, and frightening, Troy. “How are you?” she asked. 

“Better than you I suspect,” he said, inclining his head at her fingers on the seat. “You’re trembling.” 

She knew. God, did she know. “If someone has to kill me,” she blurted, before it was too late and Evan returned. “Make sure it’s you and not Evan.” 

“No one is going to kill you,” Aiden said, sitting up so that she could see him more clearly. 

“We’re going to kill the wolf, Marissa.” 

Troy’s silver eyes bore into hers, unchanged at his brother’s comments. “Do you want to know why I have blond hair and silver eyes?” 

She did, but the odd question took her off guard and a fizzle of warning flared inside her. She wasn’t going to like where this was going. “No,” she said cautiously. “Why?” 

“A werewolf attacked me and pretty much ripped my throat out. When I recovered, I was different.” 

Dread filled her. “Please don’t tell me that I’ve infected Evan with the virus.” 

“Vampires are immune to the virus,” Aiden said. “We don’t know why the attack changed Troy. 

Just that it did.” 

“Yes,” Troy said. “It changed me.” The way he said the statement indicated that he meant in more ways than his hair and eye color. “And the point of this story is that I know what a wolf can do more than either of my brothers. If it comes down to choosing between you or my brother 

– I’ll choose my brother.” 

Her chest tightened and she could almost feel the wolf inside her clawing at it, trying to get out. 

As if it hated Troy, as if it rejected his declaration. That she knew what that part of her was thinking, feeling, terrified her. “That’s not good enough. If it comes to the midnight hour and my chances of staying human are gone – kill me. And don’t let Evan talk you out of it. The wolf in me…it’ll kill him. Don’t let it – me – kill him.” It was the first time she realized the intent of the wolf in her, but there was no question in her mind. 



Evan knocked on the window and she quickly popped the locks. The door opened and she quickly turned to Evan as he slid inside. “Around back,” he said and flicked a look over his shoulder at his brothers. “Side by side adjoined rooms.” 

“Excellent,” Aiden said dryly. “We can be one big happy family.” Marissa inhaled on his comment, hoping he wasn’t going to tell Evan what she’d said, and almost certain he was. Damn, damn, damn. A few minutes later they filed into one of the dingy rooms with two double beds and orange comforters. The space was small as it was, but add in three big vampires, and it was a matchbox. She quickly headed to the second room through the adjoining doors, to find an identical room, aware Evan was following her. She could sense every move the vampire male made, every breath he drew. 

She turned to face him. “I need to call my employer.” His expression instantly darkened. “And tell them what Marissa?” 

“I need my job. When this is over I still have bills, a life.” And I’ve no one else to depend on, but me. His lips firmed his expression grim. The silence stretched immeasurably long and she couldn’t take it. “You don’t think I’ll make it back to my job do you?” 

“Do you?” Troy asked from the doorway. 

The question infuriated her and she whirled on him. “I need to believe that I can beat this…this thing growing inside me. So yes, I’m going back. And I’m calling my work to make sure I have a job when I do.” She stormed towards the bed and grabbed the phone, ignoring the shake of her hand as she started to dial. She punched in the number, her gaze lifting to see Evan and Troy disappear into the other room, shutting the door behind them. She hung up the phone. She had no excuse that would last two weeks. Her boss knew she had no family who could be ill or in need of her help. Her employer was one of the best hospitals in the country, so medical wasn’t a good excuse. Temple was a small town where she could walk to work, so car trouble was also marked off the possible list of excuses. Plain and simple, she had nothing, including a job anymore. 

She rubbed her arms, suddenly cold and hot, at the same time. Her knees were shaking right along with her hands now she realized. She started to pace, trying to let go of the energy that bloomed inside her, a dark and hungry energy that wanted to consume her and everything around her. Her fingers laced into her hair, stroking her scalp that was prickling with discomfort. She didn’t know what was happening to her. She stopped walking and stared at the door, trying to decide if she should go into the other room and ask for help. No. No. Troy was in there, and he might just go ahead and kill her. He wanted to. She sensed it. He hated her because he thought she was dangerous to his brother. She read that in him, smelled it in the air waving off of him. 

She turned to the hotel door. The need to run overcame her, much like it had when the wolf had attacked back at her house.  The need to expel energy before her wolf could claw itself out of her. That wasn’t a good idea. She knew that. Marissa forced herself to sit down on the bed, telling herself not to open the door. Not to leave the room. 

Her fingernails dug into her arms, into her skin. She couldn’t look away from the door. Evan’s voice echoed through the wall, and she inhaled, telling herself he’d be back in a moment. He’d kiss her, touch her, caress her -- calm her. She focused on his voice, not the door. Think about Evan. She wasn’t going to run. She wasn’t going out that door. 

Slowly her focus, her sense of hearing heightened, the words being spoken in the next room taking form enough for her to realize what she should have already assumed. They were talking about her, and she didn’t like what they were saying. 

Her gaze went back to the door. Run. The words murmured in her head, playing like background music to the conversation one room over. Run. She stood up. 







Chapter Ten

“Damn it Troy,” Evan growled, furious with his brother. “I want you both out of here. I’ll handle this myself.” 

“I’m not going anywhere,” Troy said. “You can’t kill her and someone might have to. I know how this goes down. I couldn’t kill Sarah, remember? And I should have.” 

“Stop making this about Sarah,” Evan ground out, his fist balled at his sides. “Marissa isn’t Sarah.” 

“Not yet,” Troy countered. 

That was it. Evan snapped and moved toward Troy, who pulled his shoulders back, ready for conflict. 

“Enough,” Aiden commanded, shoving a hand on both of their chests. “No one is getting killed. 

When have we ever not gotten a target we set out to get?” Troy scoffed. “We’ve chased this wolf half way across the country. We didn’t get him in three other states.” He glared at Evan. “Yet, you put your life on the line with the gamble we’ll get him in a few days.” 

“My life,” Evan blasted back. “Mine.” 

“Even if we left you to deal with this, and by some miracle, you managed to kill the wolf, you’re problems aren’t over. You broke the law by bonding with a human. That’s punishable by death. 

You saved her life and wrote your own tombstone.” 

“Which is why I want you out of here. That’s the only way you can deny being a part of this.” 

“If you two would pipe down I know how to get out of this,” Aiden declared. 

Evan’s gaze shifted to Aiden, “How?” 

“The virus is mutating. It has to be. There’s no other way that wolf only partially shifted and still attacked us, back at Marissa’s place. We need a blood sample.” He lifted his chin toward the other room. “Marissa gives us that.” 

A glimmer of hope spread through Evan. “You’ll have to involve Marcus.” Marcus being the Vampire who’d saved them, and now their ‘Warden-in-charge’. No one wanted to piss off Marcus. 

“Hand me a phone and let me get to it,” Aiden said. “This is a good cover story. Saving Marissa to study the mutation of the virus really could save lives. And I’ll petition for Marissa’s conversion to vampire before the full moon which will stop her from changing to wolf.” Evan scrubbed his jaw and turned away, no longer thinking of a battle with Troy. He didn’t want to force conversion on Marissa. He wanted to kill the wolf and then give her time to decide on conversion herself, even if it meant putting himself at risk with the council. But he had to keep his options open, give himself, and Marissa, options to survive. 

He turned to face his brothers, and gave Aiden a quick nod. “Call Marcus, talk to him.” He glared at Troy. “And you go find that damn wolf without making yourself his chew toy again. 

We don’t even know which direction he went and--” 

The door in the next room opened and then slammed shut. Evan cursed and didn’t even bother looking in the next room. He went for the front door of the room he was in, and opened the door to a downpour of rain. Marissa was already across the road, headed towards the woods. He’d been too pissed off at Troy to consider her heightened senses, her ability to hear through the door. But she’d heard. He had no doubt. She’d heard and she’d bolted. 

“She’s upset,” Evan said to his brothers, who flanked him on either side. “So just stay back and make sure the wolf doesn’t show up.” He took off running. 

It took only a minute to catch up with her, but he let her run, hoping she’d burn off some of the adrenaline her emotions, and the virus, were fueling. Twenty minutes passed, and still she ran. 

The rain shifted from intervals of light to heavy showers, but she pressed onward, until she stumbled and he was there to catch her, wrapping his arms around her from behind. 

She whirled on him, hands on his chest, anger gleaming from her eyes. “Why’d you do it? Why would you put your life on the line for a woman you barely know? Why, Evan?” 

“Because the minute you walked in that bar I felt more alive than I have in a hundred years and I needed to know – I need to know why.” 

A stunned look slid across her face, along with droplets of water. She shoved her hair from her face. “You don’t know me.” 

“The bond--” 

“Will get you killed,” she said. “I live and you die. I can’t live with that.” Her knees started to buckle and he tightened his hold on her waist. 

“I’ve got you,” he told her, pressing her wet hair back from her face. “And I’m not letting go, so you might as well just accept that.” He softened his voice, pressed hair from her face. “Come back to the room with me.” 

She shook her head. “Troy hates me. I can’t deal with him right now.” 

“He doesn’t hate you. He just doesn’t want to like you.” 

“Because he thinks he might have to kill me.” 

“Because he was in love with a Werewolf, she turned on him. And he and Aiden are going after the wolf, they’re leaving. We’ll be alone.” He felt some of the tension slide from her body and he kissed her. “Come back to the room with me.” 

“Only if you agree that if the full moon arrives, and the wolf isn’t dead, you’ll let Troy kill me before I change. He hates me. I know he can do it. And I know you can’t and won’t.” 



“Sweetheart, I told you. Troy doesn’t hate you. He just doesn’t want to like you.” 

“And I told you why. Because he knows he’s going to have to kill me.” 

“No. It was because he fell in love with a wolf who betrayed him.” Surprise flickered in her face, her voice rasping out. “And he’s afraid I’m going to betray you. 

And I will Evan. I know I will. My wolf absolutely does hate you.” He framed her face. “Your wolf doesn’t hate me anymore than Troy hates you or you wouldn’t want to fuck me like you do. You just don’t understand your primal side well enough to understand what it’s telling you.” 

“You’re wrong,” she insisted. “It hates you. It will kill you if I survive that moon.” 

“It doesn’t hate me. It fears me. There’s a difference.” 

“Whatever you want to label it,” she said. “It wants you dead.” Chapter Eleven

It wants you dead. The hair on the back of Evan’s neck stood up at those words, and anger fired in his gut. “Message, for your wolf -- you’re mine. It can’t have you.” 

“We both know it already has me,” she yelled, the rain suddenly pounding on them again, a torrential downpour. 

He kissed her, a deep passionate devouring kiss, meant to stake a claim, to silently declare her his woman. It was a branding. The wolf couldn’t have her and neither could the council. “I’m not letting you go,” her repeated against her lips. 

“No,” she shouted, trying to push away from him. “No. You need to stay away from me. Far away so I can’t hurt you.” 

He wrapped his arms around her, holding her captive. “I’m a vampire,” he said. “No wolf is going to hurt me.” 

“Tell Troy that,” she countered. 

He scooped her up, ending the conversation with actions. He didn’t want to hear about Troy and Sarah. 

Marissa squirmed in his arms, wet and slippery, and already stronger for the wolf growing inside her. “Damn you, Evan! Let me go. I have to go.” 

She was illogical, kicking and biting, and he didn’t want to hurt her, which proved a challenge. 

The next thing he knew, he was slipping. He went down hard with her on top of him. Mud splattered around them, but thankfully the downpour slowed. 

Marissa scrambled to get up but he rolled her to her back. “You aren’t alone in this, Marissa. 

You aren’t alone. We’ll get through this. I’ll make this right.” 

“You don’t understand,” she shouted. “It wants you dead.” She started squirming and kicking again, but he used his body, to trap her, easily holding her. Still, she kept fighting. He shoved her hands over her head as he had once before, pressed his lips near her ear, sent her a mental compulsion he prayed would work. Stop. Stop now. 

She listened, going still beneath him, though he wasn’t sure if he’d willed her actions, or she’d simply tired. Suddenly, he was aware of every womanly curve beneath him, of her bare breasts beneath the wet tee she wore. His cock thickened, his balls tightened. His hand slid over her breast, teasing her nipple. She moaned and arched into him. 

“You and your wolf want me,” he pursed, scraping his teeth over her shirt, teasing the pebbled peak beneath. 

“Damn you. Don’t be a fool,” she hissed, “I’ll fuck you and I’ll like it, just like Sarah did Troy. 

But in the end, Evan, I’ll still be the monster who kills you when the full moon comes.” He lowered his mouth to hers. “Sarah was a natural born wolf. She worked for the rebels and was using Troy to try and infiltrate the Wardens. She’s wasn’t an innocent victim like you are.” 

“I stopped being innocent the minute this thing started growing inside me.” 

“Maybe,” he conceded, “but you’ll get rid of your wolf far easier than you will this vampire.” He kissed her, stroking her tongue with his, telling her he’d meant his words. He had no idea why this woman had taken him by storm, why she was the woman for him – only that she was. She moaned into his mouth, her tongue tangling with his. He dropped her hands and pressed them beneath her t-shirt, fingering her hard little buds. His dick throbbed, his blood all but boiled. 

Mine. The word echoed in his head, in his body. He was alive again because of this woman, burning alive with lust and need. 

He shoved his hand past the loose band of her shorts, his fingers between hers thighs, over the bristle of blonde hair, to the sensitive folds of her. His pushed his fingers inside her, her muscles clenching onto him, her hips lifting. 

“Evan,” she cried out. “I…” She gasped as he rolled her swollen nub and then suckled her nipple between his lips. Possessiveness like nothing he’d ever known rolled through him. He wanted her pleasure, her understanding that it was his to take and give, and no one else’s. 

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her teeth scraping his neck. “I want you inside me. I need you inside me.” 

He growled low in his throat – a primal sound that no wolf could match. He was a vampire – he would not give this woman up to a damnable wolf. He twisted his hand, the butt of his palm stroking her clit, his fingers pumping into her. She dropped back onto the ground, tilted her head back, exposing her neck. Her blood pulsing in the vein, calling him, as it had from the moment he’d first seen her. 

He sunk his teeth into her neck, and she instantly came, her body instantly clenched around his fingers, her body tightening, spasming. That possessive feeling rolled over him with her pleasure, with her blood. He drank her in, tasted her. He could save her now, convert her. End this all. End the wolf. Thunder rumbled overhead, the rain soaking them, her breathing a sensual rasp in his hear. Time stood still for Evan. There was only Marissa’s blood, and the wildness of the vampire in him that knew what he wanted, what he had to do. No man, wolf, or council member could take her from him once it was done. 

A split second of warning spiked in his body before a hand was shoved into his hair, and his head was yanked back, blood – Marissa’s blood dripping down his mouth. 

A massive male squatted in front of him his black as hell eyes holding a lethal threat. “It appears I’m just in time.” 







Chapter Twelve  

“Marcus,” Evan whispered, reality coming back to him as he brought his ‘Warden in Charge’ 

into focus. For a moment a haze of lust and need rumbled through him, small details fading in and out. In some far corner of his mind, he registered the absence of rain, the presence of mud and ground beneath him – and Marissa. His gaze dropped to find her passed out, her skin pale and her body half way to dead. He cursed, and quickly closed her wound, opening one on his wrist, to replace her blood loss. 

“Nice to have you back with us,” Marcus said, standing up, a vision of pure power in his black leather, his long blonde hair wet around his shoulders. “Take her someplace safe, out of the wolf’s reach,” he said. “I’ll deal with the council while your brother’s deal with the wolf.” Marissa began to stir, and Evan’s reason for converting her here and now slammed into him like a punch in the gut. “I won’t kill her and I’ll kill anyone who tries.” 

“You won’t get the chance to kill her if you cross the council,” he said. “They’ll tell me to do it. 

And if I won’t – they’ll send another ancient who’ll get the job done, which means I’ll have to kill them before they do. And while I don’t like most of the bastards, if we really have a mutation of the wolf virus we might need them.” He reached in a pocket and tossed Evan a syringe. “Get me a blood sample when she’s strong enough. And when I say take her someplace safe, I also mean someplace nice. Seriously man, if you want to win the lady over – that rattrap isn’t the way to do it.” And then he was gone, moving so fast, the eye couldn’t register him, a talent few of their kind possessed. No one knew his past or his origins. Only that he wasn’t someone you ever wanted to piss off. He was damn glad Marcus had his and Marissa’s back. 


***

Marissa stood in the bathroom of the hotel while Evan undressed her. She was cold, so very cold. 

So cold that her bones felt like ice that might crack into tiny pieces at any moment. She barely remembered what had happened. There were just flashes of moments – of being in the room alone, of needing to run. Fighting with Evan then waking up in the mud. The moment Evan had lifted her into his arms and she’d curled into his chest, pressed her ear to his heart, but found no heartbeat. Vampire, the word had come to her, and replayed over and over. 

“Sit a second,” he urged her softly, reaching behind the shower curtain and turning on the water. 

And then, suddenly he was naked and pulling her into the shower, his arms and the warm water piercing the cold. He washed her hair, soaped her body. He soothed her with his hands, his lips. 

Warmth seeped into the places she’d been cold. Never had anyone touched her so gently, with so much care and tenderness. She realized then, that she’d built a wall around herself, a way to deal with being alone in the world. If she didn’t let anyone in, they couldn’t leave. 

She rested her head on his chest, letting his powerful body hold her up, give her strength. “I heard,” she finally whispered, tilting her chin up to look at him. “I heard what your brother’s said about the blood bond being against your laws.” 



“I know,” he said solemnly. “The water is getting cold. Let’s get out of here before you start shaking again.” He turned off the water, and then yanked the curtain back. He dried her off, wrapped her in a towel, but never once looked at her. 

When he wrapped a towel around his waist, she grabbed his arm, forced his gaze to hers. “Tell me what is happening. Make me understand.” 

He motioned to the bed. “Let’s go sit down.” 

His discomfort was palpable. Whatever he had to tell her she wasn’t going to like. He sat down on the bed and patted the area beside him. 

She hugged herself. “Tell me.” 

Reluctantly, he seemed to accept her distance. “Vampires are a relatively small race. And we’ve survived extinction by staying off the radar. If we expose ourselves to a human, their memory is erased.” 

“Wait. What? You can erase a memory?” 

“Yes.” 

“Mine? Have you erased my memory? Is that why I can’t remember all of what happened earlier tonight?” 

“No. Once a blood bond is created the human is immune to our abilities. And,” he hesitated, 

“they become a potential liability.” 

Her jaw went slack. “Are you telling me that your government will kill me? And you too for creating the bond?” His lips thinned to a grim line and he didn’t even have to speak for her to know she was right. “So either you kill me because I become a wolf or they kill us both because I don’t.” Emotion exploded inside her and she started shaking all over again. “You aren’t going to die for me. I remember now. I remember why I ran, why I tried to get away from you. I’m going to be the reason you die. I knew it then and I know it now. I can’t let that happen. I won’t.” Evan grabbed her and pulled her onto the bed, then rolled so that one leg slid between hers. 

“There’s a way out of this,” he promised. “A way we both live.” 

“What way?” she asked urgently. She was desperate for an answer that would make this feeling inside her  and the certainty that she was destined to kill Evan, go away. 

She listened to his story of a mutated wolf virus, how her blood was the way to convince the council she was important, that she was worth saving. A way for her petition to be converted to vampire before the full moon would be approved. 

“I don’t want to steal your life from you Marisa,” he told her, brushing his lips over hers. “I swear to you. I want to give you a second chance at one.” 

“I know,” she said, running her fingers threw his damp hair. “I know.” And she did. “I want that chance. I want to make a difference in the world. I haven’t and I regret that so much now.” So why wasn’t she shouting with joy? “What happens now if I say yes to conversion?” 



“We get the council blood samples and then find a safe place to hole up – a luxury hotel of your choice. We’ll wait on word of the petition there. That’ll give you a chance to ask questions about our race, and learn about what you’ll become. A luxury I wasn’t given and I want you to have.” 

“What about the wolf?” 

“Troy and Aiden are going after it. My job is to keep you safe and alive.” 

“Don’t you mean ‘sane’ and alive.” 

He drew her knuckles to his lips. “Actually. I intend to drive you as crazy as I possibly can.” She wanted nothing more than to spend the next twelve days, as he’d suggested, holed up in a plush hotel room while he drove her crazy with passion. It was a chance to explore why this vampire male felt so right – as if she’d known him a lifetime, a chance to think through how she’d take this new spin on life by the horns. She would leave an imprint this time, she’d do more, be more. 

“I have no money and no job,” she said. 

“All newly created vampires are given a dowry,” he said. “And if you do as we have, and invest it well, it’ll last you an eternity as it should.” 

This was all wonderful, this solution that wiped away all the bad, and left only good. There was an optimistic future, one where they both survived, one where maybe – just maybe – she and Evan were more than lovers. She told herself to be happy, to be relieved. Only, she could still feel the wolf inside her. Still feel its hatred of Evan, its own desire to survive. The wolf cared only about its own happiness, and it wouldn’t be happy until Evan was dead. 







Chapter Thirteen

Ten days later, Evan stood on the porch of the Lake Austin cabin he’d taken Marissa too, with both Troy and Aiden. “Tell me you have a lead on the wolf?” Both his brothers grimaced then shook their heads. “It’s like he just disappeared,” Troy said. 

“And we could chase random leads all over the country and get nowhere,” Aiden said. 

Troy motioned to the house. “Where is Marissa?” Troy asked. 

“Shower,” Evan said. “Her skin keeps getting hot. Nothing helps but ice cold water.” 

“I guess that answers my question,” Aiden said. “Which was going to be – how is she?” 

“She was great when we first got here. Running in the woods helped the adrenaline spikes she keeps having. But she has two days left before she turns into a monster. She’s pretty upset. And all Marcus keeps saying is – one more blood sample. If the mutation we suspected hasn’t shown up by now, it’s not going to. We had to be wrong.” 

“At the risk of being called cynical,” Troy started. 

“You,” Aiden asked mockingly, crossing his arms in front of his chest. “Cynical? Never.” Troy ignored him. “The council could easily send in an assassin to kill you both before she turns.” 

“Why not now,” Aiden said. ”Why not ten days ago?” 

“Maybe,” Troy said tightly. “They really are waiting out her blood samples, looking for a mutation. There’s got to be a reason this wolf could partially shift when we’ve never seen that in any other wolf. They know that.” 

“Or maybe they don’t want to kill her at all,” Evan said softly, voicing the worry in his mind. 

“Maybe they want her to change so they can study her.” The expression on his brother’s faces, said they’d thought the same thing. 

“If you care about her as much as we think you do,” Troy said. “You can’t let her shift.” He more than cared about her. He loved her, everything about her. From her odd habit of eating mustard with French fries, to her ability to coax him into watching Wesley Snipes in a Blade marathon, when he didn’t watch vampire movies. But he hadn’t told her. He knew what she’d say. He knew she’d say he didn’t know her long enough to love her, or he felt sorry for her, or responsible for her because of the wolf attack. He’d gladly spend a lifetime proving her wrong on all those points. But he needed to be sure he had a life, she had a life, to start with. 

He arched a brow at Troy. “Are you suggesting I change her now?” 

“That puts them on the run,” Aiden said. “That’s not the life they want.” 



“I’m suggesting you take precautions,” Troy said. “Change locations and quickly, we’ll stay here and wait for action. If Marcus delivers your sign, sealed and approved petition, we’ll let you know. If not -- you change her before the full moon.” Aiden scrubbed his day old beard. “I hate to admit it, but he makes sense. Do it Evan. Move her. 

Move her now.” 

“And what about Marcus,” Evan asked. “He’s going to be pissed.” 

“If Marcus is plotting with the council against you then piss on him,” Troy said. “And if he’s not 

– then he’ll get behind us on this.” 

“You don’t want to fuck with Marcus, Troy,” Evan warned tightly. 

“We’ll deal with Marcus,” Aiden assured him, apparently confident he could smooth things over with him. And truth be told, he probably could. That’s why he was so willing to call him before, why he was willing now. Something had happened between Aiden and Marcus some twenty years back, and oddly, for brothers who shared everything, neither Evan nor Troy, had ever coaxed details out of him. Aiden motioned to the cabin, “You just get Marissa the hell out of here. Leave the rest to us.” 

Evan hesitated, “Both of you stay alive.” 

“That goes for you too,” Aiden said. 

Evan entered the cabin to find Marissa sitting on the couch her hair newly dried, a silky mass of blonde silk over her slender shoulder, her legs bared beneath a pair of red shorts they’d bought before arriving, her breasts full beneath a matching tank. He could feel the strain radiating off of her, see the worry etched in her lovely heart shaped face. 

He went to her, bent down on one knee and caressed her bare calf and kissed her knee. He loved her knees, the ticklish spot behind the left in particular. “How are you?” 

“I heard. I heard what Troy and Aiden said.” 

“You’re getting good at hearing when you aren’t supposed to hear.” 

“I’m not running,” she said. “I’m not letting you become a hunted man.” 

“Marissa--” 

She leaned in and pressed her lips to his and let her mouth linger on his. He wrapped his arms around her waist, molded her closer. “What if I can save lives by shifting, by letting them study me?” 

A possessive growl roared from his throat. “No. That’s not happening. This is not even a discussion we are having.” 

She stroked his cheek. “This virus is a bigger problem than either of us – bigger than my one life, Evan. And so is what you do as a Warden.” 



“We’re leaving.” He scooted his arms under her, intending to pick her up. ”We’re leaving now.” 

“I’m not going,” she said, and there was something so icy certain in her words, that he froze in place. 

“We are leaving.” 

“No--” 

He kissed her, kissed her like it was the last time he would ever kiss her. Kissed her with demand 

–- that she go with him, that she be with him, that she would not become a wolf. And she would not die. Anger flared inside him – at all he had lost, at all he had seen, at a life devoted to a council that was failing him now. 

“I won’t lose you too,” he said, only half aware of the implications of the ‘too’ he’d added to that declaration. He kissed her again, touched and caressed her, branding her. Never had he felt so primal, so predatory. 

“This is my decision,” he growled against her lips. He nipped her lip, shoved her shirt up, and palmed her breasts. He was in control. He would show her he was in control. He would make this right. She would do what he wanted. He saw white, he saw black -– he saw pain. 

He had her naked in seconds, her shorts tossed aside, her back against the couch, and her legs over his shoulders. He closed his mouth down over her, suckling and licking. Her pleasure was his. She was his. She came almost instantly, the wolf and vampire, the blood bond, a fiery aphrodisiac they’d proven over and over these past two weeks. She was sweet honey melting in his mouth and he wasn’t even close to done with her. 

He slid his fingers inside her, stroked her to another orgasm. “I need you,” she rasped. “Inside me, I need you.” 

“That’s right,” he told her. “You need me, just like I need you. On your knees,” he licked his fingers, held her gaze when he did it. Tugged his shirt over his head and stood up, unbuttoning his pants. She wet her lips, the little witch, teasing him. His lips thinned over his extended canines. “Knees.” 

“Whatever you want, my Vampire Master,” she said, referencing the little game they’d played one hot night. 

“This isn’t a game.” He kicked his clothes aside, his shaft thick and pulsing, balls tight. 

Suddenly, he didn’t want her on her knees. He wanted her wrapped around him. He grabbed her, pulled her hard into his arms. “I make the rules, Marissa.” The taunting play slid out of her face. “Not this time, Evan. Not when it could cost you your life.” 

Damn it, why wasn’t she listening. He lifted her, slid his cock inside her, her legs wrapping his waist. He buried himself inside her and then sat down on the couch, her on top of him. His hand laced into her hair and he exposed her neck, his teeth scraping along the delicate skin. “I could turn you right here and now and you couldn’t stop me.” 



“But you won’t.” 

His fingers slid behind her nape, bringing her gaze to his, his fangs purposely visible. “Don’t be so sure of that.” 

Her eyes, blue as crystal, held his. “You won’t turn me without my permission.” 

“You’re mine.” 

“Yes.” 

Finally, she agreed. “So you do as I say.” 

She opened her mouth to answer and he knew he wasn’t going to like it. He kissed her, wrapped his hands around her lush backside, and pumped into her. Somehow, if he could get deep enough, get close enough, she’d understand, she’d know why he wasn’t losing her. Why he wouldn’t lose her. If only he could just fuck her hard enough. He went still, before his arms tightened around her. 

“What?” she panted, leaning back to look at him. “What is it?” 

“I love you,” he confessed. “And don’t tell me I haven’t had time to know. I’ve had a hundred years to know.” 

Her eyes glossed over again. “I love you too. I love you so much.” 

“Then please,” he whispered, stroking her hair. “Come with me. We’ll find the wolf and capture him. We’ll let him be their guinea pig. Together.” 

“Yes,” she said, her fingers curling at his neck. “Yes.” Chapter Fourteen

Only hours after their declaration of love, Marissa was showered and changed into jeans and a light pink tee. She could hear Evan in the living room, talking on his phone to what sounded like one of his brothers. From his irritated tone, she was guessing it was Troy and she smiled. Ah, brotherly love. She’d always wanted a sibling to fight with. Now, she’d just borrow his, she thought, and her smile widened. She liked that idea. She’d be a part of a family unit. 

Marissa was just about done gathering the few possessions Evan had convinced her to buy before arriving at the cabin, for their departure. They were important to her, a part of the memories of this place that would forever be bittersweet. That was, if there was a forever for her. She wanted there to be one for her and Evan together. She prayed it would happen. She needed to believe it could to get through these next few days. 

She did one more, quick glance around the room and set her small bag on the bed. Soon Aiden and Troy were supposed to arrive and take over the cabin. She and Evan were going to some high rise hotel in Austin, less than an hour away, to wait for word on the petition. She was just tugging the zipper on her bag shut when a sliver of warning slid down her back. She went completely still, not even breathing, listening, waiting, but she wasn’t sure for what. Wolf. 

“Evan,” she shouted out, already running around the bed, so certain of her instincts that she knew she had to act. 

Glass shattered from the window behind her before she made it three steps. She turned the instant the big body hit hers, slamming her to the ground. It was as if time stood still, went into rewind, and repeated. Only this time she could see the man on top of her, with only his fangs that of a wolf, his clothes ripping as his body began to fully shift. She didn’t move, didn’t fight. He was bigger than her, able to rip her throat out with one snag of those teeth. 

Instead she tried to stall, tried to give Evan time to get to her. He’d have heard her scream, heard the glass break. “What do you want from me?” 

He snarled near her ear. “Your life, so that I will keep mine,” he sunk his teeth into her neck. 


***

Evan was on top of the wolf a split second too late, a mere instant too late. The wolf tore Marissa’s throat open. “Nooooooo!” he shouted, adrenaline pumping through him like rocket fuel. He grabbed the wolf off of the top of Marissa, flung it at the window. 

Evan dropped to his knees beside Marissa, the wolf already forgotten. Her neck was shredded, her eyes shut, her face a mask of white. She was dead and he knew it and he had only a tiny window to drain her and bring her back. He didn’t think. He just acted. He sunk his teeth into her shoulder and drank. A snarl sounded behind him, and he stiffened, bracing himself for the attack. 

The wolf landed on top of him, his teeth digging into Evan’s back, tugging and tearing. But still Evan managed to cover Marissa with his body, to keep drinking. 



Shouts sounded behind Evan, his brother’s he thought. The wolf was dragged off of him and an eruption of sound exploded around him. He was bleeding from his back, maybe even his neck, the blood gushing out of him -- blood he needed to feed Marissa, to save her. Pain radiated through him, but he didn’t care. He’d die before he’d give up on Marissa. 

When finally, he’d done his part of the conversion, he could barely look at her bloodless body. 

He heaved himself upward, and bit his wrist, dripping blood over her mouth. “Please Baby. 

Come back to me. Please.” He stroked her jaw, her hair. 

“Drink,” a male voice ordered. 

Marcus wasnot only squatting down beside Evan, he’d opened a vein to replenish Evan’s lost blood. “I’d feed her instead of you,” Marcus said, “but something tells me you wouldn’t like that much. I know how possessive a vampire male can be.” 

Evan grabbed his ‘Warden in Charge’s wrist and bit down. Ancient blood poured through Evan, healing his back, his shoulder. He could feel the power radiating inside him, and then, through him, into Marissa. Seconds passed like hours as he drank, as she lay there unresponsive, but finally her neck began to heal, her pasty skin began to tinge pink. When she grabbed his arms and hungrily drank, relief flooded him. He let go of Marcus’s wrist, pulling Marissa into his arms and cradling her. 

“Thank God,” he murmured, holding her tighter than perhaps he should have, but he couldn’t help it. She was alive and he promised himself right then and there that he would never let anything happen to her again. 

Long minutes later, she released his wrist and blinked up at him in dazed confusion, then abruptly jerked, trying to see around her. “The wolf, where’s the--” 

“Easy Sweetheart,” he said, stroking her hair. “Troy and Aiden are dealing with the wolf. You’re safe. You’re okay.” 

Her gaze dropped to her torn, bloodied shirt, worry replacing fear. “You…no, tell me you didn’t do what I think you did. Evan--” 

“I saved your life. I did what I had to. Together Sweetheart, remember? That was our agreement.” 

Marcus appeared in front of them, almost out of thin air. He squatted down to join them again. “I thought you might want this,” he said, indicating the folded paper in his hand. “The council had a sudden urge to approve your petition.” He smiled at Marissa and offered it to her. “Welcome to the bloodsuckers, sweetheart.” 

Marissa closed her hand around it. “I can’t believe it’s true.” 

“What do you mean a sudden urge?” Evan asked suspiciously. 

“The wolf found you here at the cabin. And unless myself, or one of your brothers told him where to find you, which I know I didn’t. Something doesn’t add up. There is only one other place the wolf could have gotten your location.” 



“From a member of the council,” Evan asked incredulously. “No fucking way.” 

“It wouldn’t be the first time the werewolf’s have infiltrated high level vampire ranks. I suspect there was tampering done with Marissa’s blood work as well. So do the senior council members.” 

“Any ideas of who the guilty party is,” Evan asked. 

Marcus shook his head grimly. “That would make this too perfect an ending, now wouldn’t it? 

And perfect doesn’t happen in my world. There always has to be a lose end.” He pushed to his feet. “Oh and the wolf got away. In light of his prior experience with a wolf’s betrayal, Troy appears exceptionally motivated to find him. And as usual, Aiden is trying to control Troy. Life is back, as we know it. I’ll leave you two to do whatever newly bonded vampires do together, and try not to use my imagination.” He disappeared. 

Marissa gaped. “How did he do that?” 

“One of the many mysteries that are Marcus,” he said, turning to face her. “How many vampire movies are you going to make me watch before you agree to marry me?” She laughed. “I’ll make a list.” And then she kissed him –- and it was their first, shared vampire Kiss. A hot Vampire Kiss. 





A look inside

HOT VAMPIRE SEDUCTION

The underground vampire population of Austin, Texas has taken to hosting orgies with human women who’ve been forced to indulge in a new aphrodisiac. The drug, Blood Red, is a mixture of a rare type of werewolf blood and that of a vampire. Blood Red creates an insatiable desire for sex in the user to the point of pain in the absence of pleasure. Sometimes that pain leads to death. 

Vampire Warden, Aiden Brooks, has spent more than a hundred years enforcing the laws of his race, and life has taught him that anyone that he allows into his world ends up dead. Despite knowing this all too well, having painfully loved and lost in his past, when his search for the creator of Blood Red places coroner Kelly Riggs directly in both his path, and that of a dangerous clan of vampires, his desire for her goes well beyond offering her protection. He’s drawn to her bravery, seduced by her feisty spirit and beauty, but he is determined to resist her, fearing he will put her in harms way. 

But Kelly is already on the radar of the enemy, and when she gets too close to the evil vampire clan’s secrets, she is given Blood Red. Now Aiden’s hunger for her might be the only thing that can keep her alive but who will save her from him? can keep her alive but who will save her from  him? 



EXCERPT FROM HOT VAMPIRE SEDUCTION:

When they stood up to head back to the bedroom, he grabbed the empty pizza box and put it in the trash inside her pantry, while she put the plates in the dishwasher. They turned toward each other at the same moment, and he reached out and caught her to keep them from colliding. The touch was hot, electric, consuming. He didn’t even consciously think about what came next. One minute they were staring at each other and the next he was kissing her, or more like devouring her. He lifted her, removing the barrier of his height, allowing himself to deepen the kiss, to taste her more fully. Her legs wrapped around his waist, his hand finding her backside where the shirt had lifted, where a tiny strip of a thong did nothing to cover her. He groaned with the realization, and he knew he should stop now, before he couldn’t think straight, before this went too far. Her hand slid into his hair, caressing his neck, the gentle hunger he felt in her arousing the animal that was his vampire. He could smell her arousal, almost taste the sweetness of her blood again. 

His gums tingled, and he knew he was in trouble. 

Aiden set her down on the counter, intending to pull away, to end this now, but somehow his lips traveled the delicate curve of her neck, his hands the curves of her high, full breasts. His fingers found the stiff peaks of her plump nipples against her thin shirt. She gasped at the intimate touch and then moaned as he tugged the delicate peaks. 

Hunger roared inside him and he kissed her again, desperate for an outlet to release the heat building inside him, the need to taste her, the need to drink from her. Sex would satisfy him. 

He’d lived this. And sex was only sex. It meant nothing. He knew this, he’d lived this so long, maybe too long. But in the far reaches of his mind, he knew Kelly was different, that she was already more than sex. He rejected that idea, and shoved her shirt up her body, then tugged it over her head, and tossed it aside. 

Her hands went to the counter behind her, the position lifting her full breasts higher. He pressed her thighs apart, his gaze ravishing the little spec of silk in the V of her body. He leaned into her, his hands went to the counter beside her, their eyes connecting. “You’re beautiful,” he said, one of his hands caressing a path up her stomach, over one of her breasts, teasing the stiff rosy bud of her nipple. 

Her lashes fluttered, dark half moons, on pale, perfect skin. “Thank you,” she whispered. 

He almost laughed at the polite prim words as she sat in nothing but a black thong on her kitchen counter, and he might have teased her, if not for the urgency growing inside him. His gaze slid over her full red lips, then raked over her lush breasts and puckered nipples, his hands following the same path. He dipped his head, brushed his mouth over hers. 

He reached down and slid his fingers over the wet silk between her thighs. “Tell me to stop,” he told her, shoving aside the material and caressing the wet heat of her body. “Tell me to stop before we both forget why this is a bad idea.” He pressed inside her, caressed her. 

“I don’t normally just hop on a kitchen counter for a man I just met,” she said breathlessly. “And since I really can’t think right now,” she paused, rocking against his hand, then moaning softly. 

“Why exactly is this wrong again?” 
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The Hero: Sterling

He was created, molded, formed from life, love, and misery…

Lethally daring. Ruthlessly passionate. He invites death to his door. Welcomes it with each breath he draws, each step he takes. And thus he is danger. A volatile storm that will sweep across the calm realms of humanity and shake it to the depths of its core. And that storm is…

Sterling. 

Product Description

Award-winning, bestselling author Lisa Renee Jones is breaking out of series romance success into single title with her fast-paced, paranormal romantic suspense series full of dark danger and sizzling hot passion. 

Sterling Jeter, Renegade Super Soldier, is fearless, powerful, and wildly unpredictable. His life-threatening mission is to save the beautiful, brilliant astrobiologist Rebecca Burns from ruthless villain Adam Rain. But their immutable mutual attraction threatens to put them in the path of death... or worse... 

EXCERPT:

His cheek brushed hers, whiskers erotically scraping against her skin, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered, “If I instinctively know something so simple as how to order your dinner, think what else I might know about you. What we might know about each other. How to tease each other… How to please each other.” 

There was an emptiness inside her that shuddered with hope, with a plea that he would drive it away, fill it with something that wasn’t icy and cold. 

He pulled back and looked at her, his eyes dark, passionate. Compelling. “No regrets, Becca,” he vowed, and she knew he’d found those words in her head. Words she’d sworn to live by when she’d left that German hospital without a cure. Words she’d spoken in her head in the lab earlier with him there. 

She rolled them around inside her and let them take root, rewarded herself with a deep inhalation of Sterling’s addictive, masculine scent. “No regrets,” she said softly. 

A slow smile formed on his lips. “I love it when you agree with me,” he teased. 

Becca laughed. “You’re crazy.” 

“About you,” he said huskily. 

She felt a little schoolgirl rush from that. In the past, she would have felt like the geeky bookworm with the quarterback, uncomfortable and out of her league, but not with Sterling. 

Never before had a man taken her from such dark emotions to laughter. A place she might just find real escape. 

She pressed her hands to his face, her lips to his. Absorbing him. Breathing him in like a little piece of life. They lingered that way, heat simmering between them. Expanding… drawing them in closer to one another without ever moving. 



His tongue flickered against her lips, pressed past her teeth as he slid it against hers for a long, sensual taste. “Your kisses taste like honey,” he murmured. “What does the rest of you taste like?” 

She shivered at the erotic comment—the promise he was going to find out. He kissed her again. 

Crazy-wild, hot-kissed her, and she loved every second of it. Loved his tongue, his lips, and his hands sliding through her hair, over her face. 

Becca ran her fingers through his thick, blond hair. She loved his hair—a little wild like him. Hot like him too. With each stroke of his tongue, each touch of his lips, she felt liberated. 

Her palms traveled over his chest—warm, hard muscle, her reward. She was extremely, intensely interested in those muscles, like the best science project in the world that had to be studied. She explored his arms, his biceps, how they felt beneath her palms. Inching forward in her chair, she arched into him, for research purposes, of course. To explore how he would feel pressed close to her. Her breasts ached for his touch, her nipples tight and swollen, in need of his mouth. God. 

Had she really just had that brazen thought? She was a good girl; she always had been. 

His hands slid over her breasts, fingers teased the stiff peaks of her nipples. Her hands covered his, silently telling him she wanted more, because she couldn’t ask or demand. Because she was still that “good girl” at heart and couldn’t seem to let it go. 

But she didn’t want to be a good girl. If anyone knew the meaning of “life is short,” she did. 

Becca ran her lips over his jaw, hid her face in his neck, and nibbled as she said, “You know what I want?” 

He slid his hands around her waist. “If you say Chinese food, I’m going to object.” 

“I’ll give you a choice then,” she said, feeling braver with his jest. “Feed me, or take off your clothes.” 

“I’m all for getting naked, if you are,” he quickly agreed. 

“You first,” she bargained. 

And while the idea of standing in front of him naked, him fully clothed, would make her feel vulnerable, exposed, it apparently had none of those effects on him. 

“Okay,” he said, unaffected by the idea as he pushed to his feet and started undressing. And only seconds later, he stood there in all his naked glory, and she sat there, fully clothed. 



Sterling uses humor and flippant remarks to mask those wounds so I thought I'd share a few fun “STERLINGISMS” as I call them. 

"We Renegades write our own rules. The good, bendable kind that let me kick your ass all over the curb and then do it again just for fun.” 


**** 

After being punched -- "Feels Good" 

**** 

“You don’t know the meaning of ‘wait,’ 

do you?” Caleb asked. 

Sterling grinned. “You wouldn’t love me if I did.” 


**** 

“I’ll be taking that vial of ICE you got there in your pocket. Then you can mosey on along and take the rest of your lifetime on vacation. You know, do whatever retired drug dealers do. Play the casino tables. Watch SpongeBob for all I care. Just get the hell off my streets.” 

**** 

“You’re the suit-wearing, talk-down-to-you, and then bust-your-wallet-in-the-balls, kind of asshole. I’m the dirty-boxing, back-alley kind of asshole.” 

*** 

Sterling’s lips twisted with a wry taunt. “The next two bullets won’t hit the ground. Think of all those little bones in your feet blasted away by the steel force of a bullet.” He shook his head. “Ouch. That hurts just thinking about it. Even on an ICE high, that’s gonna bite like a bitch. After that, we’ll move upwards.” He pointed the gun at Mohawk’s knee. 

Then his thigh. Then shoved the gun toward his crotch. “About midway up is where all the fun starts. If I blow it off, will ICE grow it back? Wanna find out?” 

 ***

Visit me at www.lisareneejones.com for updates and fun contests and reader events! 

Thank you for spending time with one of my books! 

Lisa 
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