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AMBER LYNN NATUSCH 

 
 
Amber Lynn Natusch is the author of the bestselling Caged, as well as the Light and Shadow series 
with Shannon Morton. She was born and raised in Winnipeg, and speaks sarcasm fluently because of 
her Canadian roots. She loves to dance and sing in her kitchen—much to the detriment of those near 
her—but spends most of her time running a practice with her husband, raising two small children, and 
attempting to write when she can lock herself in the bathroom for ten minutes of peace and quiet. 
She has many hidden talents, most of which should not be mentioned but include putting her foot in 
her mouth, acting inappropriately when nervous, swearing like a sailor when provoked, and not 
listening when she should. She’s obsessed with home renovation shows, should never be 
caffeinated, and loves snow. Amber has a deep-seated fear of clowns and deep water…especially 
clowns swimming in deep water. 
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SAMPLE FROM  

CAGED 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE CAGED SERIES 

 

 PROLOGUE 

 
I saw my first tree that day.  
I was twenty-eight years old. 
I lifted my face from the fine, white, 

powdery snow that I lay in to see it. It stood dead 
ahead of me, tall and strong. It looked nothing 
like I had imagined; bigger, rougher. I struggled 
to drag myself over to that strong tree, propping 
up against it with the hope that its strength 
would somehow inspire my own. I looked up to 
see the billowing clouds dance across the sky. 
Dad had always told me that snow came when 
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the clouds were thick and full. 
I was in shock―I could see! 
My hand floated up to my face involuntarily, stopping before making contact. I 

observed it, slowly turning it different ways to familiarize myself with it. My eyes then 
darted quickly away to the rest of my body. They, not my hands, scanned myself. 
Seeing the state of my leg quickly turned my shock into horror as memories slowly 
leaked back into my consciousness. 

My parents are dead. 
I had been told from a young age that those born without sight tended to 

compensate with their other senses. I never felt like that was true of me, exactly, but I 
always had the ability to sense the strong emotions of others as if they were my own. 
An empath, as it were. When I said that I felt someone’s pain, I meant it literally. 

My parents were yards away, but I couldn't get to them. I felt their terror as 
death came for them violently. Distracted, I never heard their attackers coming for 
me. The tearing of my shirt's fabric was my first sign of their presence. I could feel the 
warmth of their hands as they grabbed and pawed at me, ripping material off along 
the way. I had no idea how many of them there were. 

As the screams of my parents faded, the attackers turned their undivided and 
unwanted attention on me. I never was one for being the center of attention, and that 
moment was no exception. I could feel the cold wind on my entire body as I started to 
black out.  

I was so afraid... 
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When I awoke, I didn't know whose blood was on me, but I knew it wasn't mine. 
I didn't know how I got to wherever I was, but I knew I was hurt and unable to 

walk. 
I didn't know what day or time it was, but I knew I was alone, terrified, and 

missing a chunk of my life that I could not account for. 
Despair closed in on me, and I tried to pull myself together long enough to 

figure out what to do. I needed to splint my leg. I needed to find shelter. I needed to 
find my parents' bodies. I needed to do a lot of things. The only thing I seemed able to 
make myself do was curl up in a ball by that big tree and stare at the world around 
me.  

My entire body shook. The bitter cold assaulted my bare skin that had been left 
desperately exposed to the elements. I seemed too detached from the situation to 
care―a paralyzing state of shock taking over.  

I never heard the voices as they approached from the distance. They were white 
noise, indecipherable, until one called out to me. The voice was unfamiliar, yet fell on 
my ears like an old friend's. I tried to yell, but instead of a thunderous "over here," a 
mere squeak came out. Much to my surprise, he acknowledged, then ran towards me 
at a speed I hadn't known a human could possess, but I guess I wasn't really an expert. 

A sudden, brief jolt of horror shot through me. What if these are the people I've 
been trying to escape? I went from elation to panic in a nanosecond. I struggled to 
find a way to stand up, only to be weighed down by the burden my right leg had 
become. I wanted to escape. The compulsion to run nearly tore me in half.  
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I can't die this way.  
My breathing became more rapid, shallow, and completely ineffective. I felt the 

darkness coming again. Just as my final grip on consciousness faded, I saw him. I 
thought he was an angel, sent by God to bring me home, to bring me to my parents. A 
dream come true, during my worst nightmare.  

The contrast was beautiful and frightening. 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
"Shit! Just when you think you're running out of places to slice yourself with 

questionable looking metal scraps, some fresh real estate pops up and introduces 
itself to the harbinger of tetanus,” I muttered to myself, jabbing my finger with the 
copper I was remaking into a bracelet. If I can stave off lockjaw for another week, I’ll 
consider myself the luckiest person alive. 

Once it was clear that the bracelet wasn't really interested in being sized, it 
gave me an excuse to cut out early and head upstairs to plan the events of the 
evening. The odds weighed heavily in favor of a salad for dinner with an HBO movie 
chaser, but it was an easy bet since I was the one stacking the deck. After doing a final 
run-through of the shop to make sure everything was shut down and straightened up, I 
made my way out the main entrance to an already bustling scene. All of the local 
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restaurants that lined the old, cobblestone New England streets were lit up, creating 
an inviting ambiance for the people who filled the streets, making their way to the 
various establishments. I loved to walk around downtown, crowded with brick 
buildings dating back to the 1700's. Portsmouth, New Hampshire had a lot to offer for 
a small city, without the drawbacks of being in a much bigger urban scene. No worries 
about being mugged on the way to your car, no fear of a drive-by shooting while out 
jogging, no stabbings, no gangs; virtually no violence at all, random or otherwise. Best 
of all, no murders. That alone sold me on it. 

I quickly soaked in the view and turned to lock the door. Maybe I should actually 
go out tonight. Maybe loosen up and actually participate in socialization? As I shoved 
that crazy talk far into the depths of my subconscious, I worked on unlocking the 
adjacent door that led up to my personal space, my second-story apartment and third-
floor loft studio. I bought the three-story brick building with my inheritance. It was one 
of three things I owned that had any ties to my parents at all. 

Even though I'd moved to Portsmouth nine months earlier, I hadn't really made 
many friends. In fact, I hadn't really made any at all, which made it a tad difficult to 
have a social life. I never gave too much thought to it, though. Everything was so 
chaotic after the death of my parents, and having to assimilate into a seeing world 
only complicated things further. Although most things were easy enough to pick up on 
with a little study and help from those around me, I constantly encountered 
unknowns. Driving was beyond intimidating, and it had taken me months to muster 
the courage to even try it at all. I had kept my dad's car because of how much he loved 
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it, and I wanted to have the opportunity to see the nuances that he always spoke 
about that made it such a fantastic ride. It was the second of the three items linked to 
my parents. 

When I entered the corridor, I heard a faintly familiar sound and shot up the 
stairs to get into my apartment. Is that my phone? Nobody ever called me. I knew two 
people in town, and one of them owned my favorite Chinese restaurant.  

I highly doubted that my take-out was calling me. 
I barely got to the phone in time, only to hear a pre-recorded message reminding 

me that my recycling schedule had changed and I needed to put it out Monday instead 
of Tuesday. Good to know. After noting that on my virtually empty calendar, I turned 
the TV on for some dinner-making background noise. It was the only conversation I 
seemed to be a part of. 

I giggled at some ridiculous show involving the strange mating rituals of 
drunken co-eds as I pieced together my salad. Tonight I’m going to live on the edge 
and add avocado. I really did need to get out more. 

Feeling as though my IQ was dropping in direct proportion to the rapidly 
increasing beer count on the show, I decided to try the local news. I turned to a 
feature on the most recent bar/restaurant/club in town. I put my knife down, because 
multitasking had never been my thing, and watched the footage. The place looked 
promising. It had a fabulous contemporary decor that was very Euro-trendy and an 
actual live DJ spinning. Interesting. 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

I watched as they flashed clips of people dancing, bartenders fixing whatever 
drink was en vogue, and a montage of interviews with delighted patrons. Maybe I 
really should try going out, it looks like fun...but drunk people always look like they're 
having a good time. 

I loved to dance, but the bar scene completely intimidated me. I'd never had the 
guts to go more than once. In college it was too difficult because someone had to be 
with me constantly to guide me through the melee so as to avoid injury from a variety 
of sources. Apparently drunken people were accidents waiting to happen. The one and 
only time I went I managed fifteen whole minutes in the bar before some idiot backed 
into me. He knocked me into a waitress; she fell into a group behind her, which started 
what could best be described as a procession of human dominoes that ended with a 
very pissed off bouncer and us getting tossed. 

How bad could it be? I can always leave if it blows. 
I caved and decided that going out for the first time ever by myself was the plan. 

I then frantically tried to find appropriate attire. My style was best described as 
delightfully random. I relished the opportunity to mix vintage with boutique finds and 
high fashion with Goodwill bargains, topping it all off with the perfect accessory. I was 
always complimented on the originality of my outfit. I suppose they could have been 
backhanded compliments; I wasn't very good at reading expressions. I never worried 
about it, though. I loved the freedom of being able to choose what I wanted to wear. 

Before I got too far into the process, I sought inspiration from Gwen Stefani's 
"What u Waitin 4." I liked to go through life with my own little soundtrack blaring both 
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internally and externally; I thought it was good for the soul. Since nobody on the news 
feature looked overly dressed up, I settled on some low-rise jeans that were skinny 
enough to toss on my favorite (and oh-so-expensive) chocolate brown, faded, four-inch 
stacked heel, knee-high boots with the buckle on the side. I SOOOOOO love Jimmy 
Choo. 

As if it were important what top I wore (because my boots were so amazing), I 
grabbed a long-sleeved, grey and navy mini-striped top that came down low on the 
hips and covered me when I bent over. My boots were showstoppers, but I didn't want 
to run the risk of mooning the bar-goers every time I bent down or sat in a chair; I liked 
to try to keep my bits to myself. The slight transparency of the top demanded that I 
put a camisole on under it because I wasn't into flashing the girls either. 

If my dressing went seamlessly, my hair and makeup were a whole other story. 
Sometimes you went into battle knowing you were going to get your ass handed to you 
on a platter. I tried my best to tame my shoulder-length, platinum-blond, curly hair, 
though I was convinced it was possessed and had a personal vendetta against me. The 
potential for greatness was there, but I hadn't quite figured out how to extract it. I had 
been told on numerous occasions that it looked like Sarah Jessica Parker's in Sex and 
the City's early seasons, only bigger. Having never watched it, I had no idea if that was 
good or bad. I managed to get the frizz out of it using some kind of expensive goo that 
I was certain just weighed it down slightly. Since it took the edge off, I considered it a 
wildly successful encounter. As for makeup, my strategy was simple―try not to look 
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like a ghost. I'd learned that being obscenely pale was not generally socially accepted. 
Society 1, me 0. 

I did my best to apply a little stain to the apples of my cheeks and clear gloss to 
my lips. The intricacies of eye makeup application still eluded me. My fair complexion 
didn't pull off a lot of color well, so I never tried. I didn't want to upstage my ocean-
blue eyes, so I kept my eye shadow neutral and accentuated with highlighter. Eyeliner 
and mascara were an ER excursion waiting to happen. I tried my best to not get the 
liner in my eye or on too thick. If I kept mascara to the general region of my lashes, it 
was a wild success. Luckily for me, my lashes were impossibly long, so I had a big 
target. 

Once the ritual was completed, I gave myself a once-over in the mirror. Not too 
shabby. Beauty was a funny thing to gauge when my blindness had left me without 
societal cues for nearly my whole life. What I found attractive wasn't necessarily what 
others did. Sometimes I found myself completely baffled by the movie stars, sports 
gods, and socialites in the media who were worshiped by the masses. I didn't see it. 
Sure there were those that you just couldn't argue (Brad Pitt for example), but only 
one face had ever stopped my breath, and I was very certain I'd never see anything 
that compared to it for the rest of my existence. Some treasures were only meant to 
be found once. 

10:36pm.  
I assumed that was an acceptable time to head out. I didn't want to be too early 

and look stupid arriving alone. 
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At the door, I stopped to load my favorite magenta leather handbag with my 
wallet and keys. I rifled through the clutter on the console table, looking for my 
platinum band. The ring was the last of the three things I owned with any connection 
to my parents; I rarely ever took it off. Maybe I left it in the shop. Not wanting to stall 
my going-out momentum, I decided to look for it when I got home. I locked up the 
apartment and headed downstairs. I broke out into the crowd of people meandering 
through the streets and locked up behind me. A girl could never be too careful, even in 
Portsmouth. 

The club was only a few blocks away from my place, so I filed into the crowd of 
people going my direction and kept pace. For entertainment on my trip, I listened in to 
conversations that were entirely too private to be had in the busy streets. I learned all 
about how difficult it was to treat chlamydia, especially the third time around, from 
the group of early twenty-something women directly in front of me. Perhaps someone 
should have the "friends don't let friends get STD's" discussion. 

Behind me were the drunken ramblings of some middle-aged businessmen 
discussing whether the size, shape, or texture of a woman’s anatomy was her most 
important quality. It sounded like shape was ahead for a while, but size made an 
amazing push from behind to come through victorious in the end. Men really are that 
predictable. I crossed the street, not only to escape the increasing anxiety I was 
feeling while listening to them, but also because I needed to make a left at Market 
Street. 
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As I approached the club, I was disheartened to see a line flowing from the 
entrance down the street. What is this, Boston? Great. I sighed audibly and joined the 
rest of the cattle in the queue. I hoped with any luck it was going to move quickly. I felt 
so exposed being by myself when everyone around me had friends or significant 
others with them. I’m so lame. If I'd had my cell phone, I could have pretended to be 
texting while I played games on it. While I was lost in thought, somebody elbowed me 
from behind to indicate the line was moving and I'd better catch up. I frowned back at 
the owner of the elbow in question and he smiled wickedly at me. Creeptaaaaastic. I 
made a mental note not to look in that general direction again. 

As I started to reflect on why this was the world's worst idea, the bouncer came 
out and started picking people out of the line to go in. There's a selection process? I 
don't remember seeing that shit on the news. As I turned to duck out of line, a hand 
caught my elbow and gently spun me around. 

"Don't you want to go in?" the bouncer asked. 
I half-smiled and nodded. 
"Well then, today's your lucky day, Chica." 
Indeed it is. 
"Thanks" was all I managed to mumble as I walked past him to the entrance. I 

felt the cold looks tear through the back of me as I passed everyone waiting in line. I 
glanced back to see Creeptastic arguing with the bouncer and pointing at me. I didn't 
wait around to see what that was about and put on speed as I went through the door. 
One flash of my ID and a smile later, I was in. Not wanting to relive my domino disaster 
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of undergrad past, I made my way very quickly to the bar. I found the back corner 
where it connected to the wall and tucked myself into the last seat. I figured if I 
surrounded myself with as many stable surfaces as I could, it would greatly decrease 
the odds of a repeat performance. 

I wasn't a big drinker, but the scene there would have driven anyone to it. There 
was barely enough room to pass between individuals without grossly encroaching on 
their personal space. Being very attached to mine, I decided that in order to loosen my 
grip on it, I would require some liquid courage. Thirty minutes, twenty-five dollars, and 
three G&T's later, I was ready to rock. My dancing shoes were ready to go cut some rug 
all over that place. Just as I was getting off of my perch at the bar, I got a strangely 
uncomfortable yet familiar feeling. My breath started to come rapidly and I felt all the 
blood drain from my face. It was at that moment I felt an unwanted hand on my 
shoulder. I choked down a scream. I'm in public. I'm fine. Nobody here is going to hurt 
me. Breathe.  

I slowly turned to face Captain Touchy-Feely. SHIT! The Captain was none other 
than Creeptastic. How did he get in here? 

Feeling slightly relieved for the moment, I asked, "How the hell did you get in 
here?" People skills were not my forte. 

He put his hand around the back of my neck and drew me towards him. "I 
thought you were going to leave me out there in that line. I had to convince the big guy 
that you were hard of hearing and didn't realize that I wasn't behind you while you 
went in," he said. 
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My pulse was in my throat. He was smiling at me, but the look was predatory 
and the energy and intent behind it were nothing short of malicious. I tried to keep my 
shit together while every fiber of my being was yelling "get the fuck out of here." Since 
no overly untoward gesture had been made, I opted for defusing the situation. 

"Guess I am. I never heard you and I wasn't aware that I should have notified you 
of my entrance approval, dear." 

He laughed abruptly and moved closer still, until our toes were in danger of 
touching and my back was pinned up against the wall. 

"Dear, is it? I was hoping our pet names would take on a more...flavorful quality." 
I struggled to gracefully evade both his position and hold on me. My poker face 

was alarmingly close to failing, and I needed to get some distance between me and 
the psycho. As I ducked my head around his hand in a fluid dance-like move to the 
downbeat of whatever song was playing, I said, "I don't do flavorful, and I certainly 
wouldn't do you.” So much for the defusion game plan. 

His eyes flickered something I didn't understand as he violently grabbed me by 
my shoulders. 

"Who said I was giving you a choice?” 
I not only saw, but felt, what he intended. Not again. Please, God, not again. No, 

no, no, no, not again. I was paralyzed by my fear. I didn't shout. I didn't run. I stared 
into the face of a psycho and did nothing. I felt the tears stinging the backs of my eyes 
and then it happened again. My vision started to narrow and go dark. I was going to 
pick that time to blackout. Classic. That would give him exactly what he wanted: an 
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easy excuse to carry me out of here unquestioned and go do whatever sick things he 
was planning on. Focus. Focus! Do not do this. Fight! But it was no use. There was no 
fight in me, giving truth to the old adage: those who don't learn from history really are 
doomed to repeat it. 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 

CAGED, Caged Series #1 - FREE BOOK  ★ $0.00  ★ FREE BOOK 
AMAZON  |  AMAZON UK  |  IBOOKS  |  KOBO  |  BARNES & NOBLE 

 
 

  

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com
http://amzn.to/2cjxoNY
https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B006MWY07E
https://geo.itunes.apple.com/us/book/caged-book-1-caged-series/id734998425?mt=11&uo=6
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-US/ebook/caged-book-1-of-the-caged-series
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/caged-amber-lynn-natusch/1108018714?ean=2940013851771


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

 
SAMPLE FROM  

LIVE WIRE 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE BLUE-EYED BOMB SERIES 

 

PROLOGUE 

 
You’ll never hear of Little Church, Colorado. 
That’s because it no longer exists. 
Two years ago to the day, I caused the 

single most devastating supernatural event in 
history. I wiped an entire town off the map—
literally. Me. I did that. 

The rub is that I still have no idea how. 
Regardless of what I did or didn’t do, or 

how I did or didn’t do it, that moment in time—
that black hole in my memory—has since dictated 
everything in my life. Controlled me. It’s all I ever 
think about and all I ever try to escape. It owns 
me in a way that nothing should, and I hate 
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myself for it. The single hope that keeps me going is that one day I might figure out 
how to harness the deadly power I possess, the power that overshadows my 
existence. 

And turn it on myself. 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
The press of the cold, familiar porcelain sink under my bare ass was always a 

welcome one. So was the feel of someone working hard between my legs. He probably 
had a name. I didn’t bother to ask. I never did. Five minutes later, it would have been 
of no consequence anyway. 

The pounding rhythm of our bodies lulled me, easing my frustrations—tamping 
down the darkness within me. Sex had never really been about anything else to me. It 
was an outlet. A means to an end. But my nightly conquests didn’t know that. Nobody 
did. Instead, everyone thought I was a whore. And, in fairness, I probably was. What 
else do you call a girl who fucks everything in sight, even if she has her reasons? Few 
things in life proved able to keep my powers in check. Meaningless sex just happened 
to be one of them. 

The second he finished, I hopped off the sink and bent over to pull up my thong. 
He was talking to me—pawing at me—while I did. He seemed to be under the misguided 
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impression that what had just occurred was something more than it actually was. 
From past experience, I’d learned that these faceless means-to-an-end needed to be 
informed of the reality of the situation quickly. 

And harshly. 
“Thanks,” I said with a voice cold as ice. “I needed that.” 
“Sooo,” he started, flashing me a playful grin that probably had all the ordinary 

girls creaming in their pants. But I was far from normal and had no interest in stroking 
his ego. I’d gotten what I needed. Now it was time to go. “Can I get your number? 
Maybe do this again sometime?” 

“Nope. I’m all set, thanks,” I said, not bothering to even look at him as I fixed 
my hair in the mirror. My genuine disinterest, paired with the press of my empath 
powers, the ones inherited from my mother, made sure he got the drift. 

“Fucking whore,” he muttered under his breath as he stormed out of the club’s 
bathroom. For a second, the briefest moment, I cringed at his words. As much as I’d 
had it coming, it never felt good to be called what I already knew I was. 

And I was called it often. 
I once again turned my attention to the dirty mirror before me, assessing 

myself. I looked worked over. Turned out. My mascara was smudged beneath my eyes 
from sweat, my bright red lipstick smeared. The familiar sight made my stomach turn. 

It always did. 
Forcing my self-loathing down, I straightened myself up, wiped the black circles 

from under my eyes and the red from around my mouth, then strutted out of the 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

bathroom like the queen bitch I worked so hard to be. The pounding bass line of the 
music greeted me the second the door swung open, nearly deafening my heightened 
senses. It was barely tolerable, but it too had a numbing effect on me, blocking out so 
many external stimuli. 

That club was one of many that I frequented in Boston. It also happened to be 
one that my father was affiliated with, which made my bad behavior simultaneously 
sweet yet repellent. He undoubtedly had his brothers watching out for me, ready to 
report back to him about what his precious little Sapphira had done that night—how 
many humans she’d fucked—though I doubted any of it came as a surprise to him 
anymore. 

As I pushed my way through the crowd of sweaty, undulating bodies, I found a 
tall, brooding warrior waiting for me. His deep hazel eyes were virtually bottomless, 
his hair as black as night. Humans tended to give him a wide berth, not only because 
of his formidable presence, but also because of the aura of magic surrounding him. 
Even their mundane senses could pick up on it, subliminally telling them to steer 
clear. If only I could have done the same. 

But that wasn’t my fate, and I hated him for it. 
“Got my drink ready for me?” I asked snidely, making my way toward him. “You 

know how I love a post-coital cocktail.” My comment earned me a harsh glare from my 
silent babysitter. “So that’s a no, I take it?” 

“Are you ready to call it a night?” He was still staring at me with an intensity 
that secretly made me want to scream. He’d never hidden how he felt about my 
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behavior, but he’d never directly commented on it either. He didn’t need to. His 
disapproving looks told me all I ever needed to know. 

“I think so,” I replied as my eyes looked out over the crowd. The break from his 
scrutiny was welcome. 

His hand reached down to my lower back in an attempt to guide me to the front 
entrance, but I pulled away immediately, cringing at his touch. 

“I know where the door is,” I tossed back at him, striding in that direction. 
Along the way, I spotted my father’s soldiers. His supernatural policing force, or, in my 
case, his immortal tattle-tales. Maybe going to their base of operations wasn’t the 
best idea ever. I knew I would soon be getting a nasty phone call—one I’d had more 
times than I could count. 

Phira, why can you not act more becoming of your birthright? 
Phira, why must you behave this way? 
Phira, you know what’s at stake here… 
And then there was my favorite of them all. 
Phira, do you want a repeat of what happened in Colorado? 
No. No I didn’t, but that didn’t mean that I liked his plan to keep me from it. 
I pushed through the exit and out into the street, inhaling the sweet smell of a 

broken city. I think that’s why I liked that part of Boston. It was just as damaged as I 
was. 

“The car is this way,” my chaperone said, indicating the parking area at the end 
of the block as though I were too intoxicated to remember where we’d left the vehicle. 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

“Tell me something, Ajax,” I teased, using one of my many derogatory names for 
him. He was my father’s private (magical) clean-up crew. The one you called when the 
fallout of a supernatural uprising needed to be erased in the blink of an eye. As much 
as I hated to admit it, he came in handy—especially in Colorado. “Do you resent your 
detail as much as I imagine you do, or do you secretly love having to be at my side 
every second of the day?” 

He shot me yet another look of reprimand over the top of the silver sports car, 
then opened the door and got in. If his intention was to give me the silent treatment 
the whole way home, that was never going to happen. 

“Did you get some ass while I was in the bathroom? Maybe tap that werewolf 
that’s always eyeing you up?” Silence. “No? Okay. Maybe you tossed off in the men’s 
room instead?” Totally unfazed, he stared out the windshield at the dark night ahead 
and fired up the Mercedes. “Strike two? Hmm…what did Mr. Clean do this evening? I 
wonder…” I feigned curiosity, tapping my index finger on my chin while I pretended to 
contemplate what he’d been up to. In reality, I knew damn well what he’d done: 
waited. “Oh! I know what you did. You fantasized all about what I was doing. What I 
looked like on my knees…bent over the sink…pressed up against the stall door. The face 
I made when I came. I’m right, aren’t I?” 

I looked over to see if my antics had gotten a rise out of him, but I found 
nothing but cold indifference in his profile. Then my eyes fell to his hands that 
appeared to be gripping the wheel more tightly than they needed to. For once, I was 
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getting under his skin. And the joy that knowledge brought me was immeasurable. But 
it was followed by insurmountable guilt. 

I hated that I used him as an outlet for my anger. 
I hated even more that he let me. 
I reached over and turned on the radio to drown out the growing silence and 

started to hum along. Resting my head back against the seat, I closed my eyes and let 
the vibration of the car and the sound of the music soothe me. I needed to get a hold 
of myself. I needed to find a less destructive source of peace. 

Music was yet another coping mechanism for me, one I employed on an almost 
constant basis. If I wasn’t singing, I was humming or playing the piano (or pretending 
to on any surface around me). The rhythms found a way to override my emotions and 
numb me out. It drove everyone around me crazy. 

But it kept me sane. 
 

 
 

“We’re back,” I called out as I entered the loft apartment I shared with my two 
brothers. “Mr. Clean is in a particularly bad mood tonight, so consider yourselves 
warned.” 

“I can only imagine that you had a large part in that, sister,” Nico said as he 
strode into the room, his shirt off while he toweled his wavy dark hair dry. 

I shrugged. 
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“I can’t help it if he’s sensitive.” 
“Is it his sensitivity that’s the problem or your penchant for being an utter 

bitch sometimes?” 
I shrugged again, pushing past my brother to get to the kitchen. 
“How many this time?” Nico asked, though his question wasn’t addressed to 

me. Instead, he’d gone to my chaperone for the answer. To Mr. Clean’s credit, he said 
nothing. “Fine. Be that way, but I’ll find out one way or another.” 

“Yes, yes, we’re all very impressed with your connections within the 
brotherhood,” Alek said, emerging from his bedroom where he’d undoubtedly been 
studying. That boy was all about the knowledge. “Should we see how long it takes you 
to find out how many men Phira bedded tonight so you can impress us with your 
turnaround time?” 

Nico stared down our brother, angered by his mocking. He was the oldest of us 
three and acted every bit of it, even if it was only by a few minutes. We were triplets, 
born of supernatural badasses, and each had our own abilities inherited from our 
parents. Mine, however, seemed to have incurred a glitch or two. 

Nico was every bit our father’s heir. He was tall, strong, intimidating, and 
stunning to look at. Alek, though slightly less in each of those categories, made up for 
those shortcomings with his cunning, shrewd nature, and his ability to appear as less 
of a threat. It’s easier to take out an enemy who doesn’t view you as a worthy 
adversary. We were all technically a part of the Patronus Ceteri, or PC, an organization 
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of supernatural warriors bred and bound to keep the balance between the human and 
not-so-human worlds. 

And they did so by any means necessary. 
Unfortunately for me, my birthright didn’t seem to apply. Instead of being 

incorporated into all things PC-related, I was left out. Sheltered. Caged. That exclusion 
left me with one hell of a chip on my shoulder. 

“I don’t know if it’s considered ‘bedding’ someone if you’re standing up, Alek.” 
The look that both of my brothers shot me was enough to let me know that my 
sarcasm needed to take a break. “Two,” I shouted. “I fucked two. Happy now?” 

“Yes,” Nico replied with a look of distaste. “I’m thrilled to know you only spread 
your legs for two jackasses tonight. I’m sure Father will be equally overjoyed.” 

“Glad I could please you,” I said with a bow before walking toward my room, 
humming lightly to myself. The boys were starting to get under my skin and I couldn’t 
afford that. Nobody could. 

The struggle I faced daily just trying to keep myself in check was real and 
brutal, and it took almost every ounce of energy I possessed. That didn’t leave much 
for me to deal with petty bullshit or my brothers’ antics. No one in my family had a 
clue how hard it was for me, and I did my best to keep that from them. If they had 
known, there was no way I’d ever see the freedoms of my birthright. Thankfully, they 
all thought I was doing well. 

I hadn’t had a single incident in two years. 
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But every second of those two years had been hell, even if nobody had noticed. 
At first they all fussed over me, having been so scared that I had died when it 
happened that they didn’t want to let me out of their collective sight. Once that phase 
was over, they would all just watch me with an uneasy look, as though at any moment 
it would happen again. And, in fairness, it almost did. They just didn’t know it. 
Eventually it was as though they’d forgotten all about it, except when it came to me 
serving the PC. As soon as I brought that up, everyone’s crystal clear memory of the 
day the incident happened shot to the forefront of their minds. 

I’d found many ways to cope over time, though most of them were frowned 
upon. My parents thought I was just acting out at first, angry about my constant 
chaperone and my exclusion from PC matters. Then they started to think it was just 
who I was—like something in my DNA had changed the night of the blast, making me a 
wretched bitch. It was easier for them to accept my newfound foibles that way. So I 
just kept behaving badly, and they eventually came to terms with it. 

Except for Nico, that is. 
My sexual exploits drove him batshit crazy. He was protective to a fault when it 

came to his family, and me—his baby sister—in particular. 
“Why do you not stop her?” Nico asked my silent babysitter. “Why do you just 

stand back and let her whore herself out?” Not surprisingly, Mr. Clean said nothing in 
response, which seemed to only enrage Nico further. “You may resent your position, 
but my father has charged you with the task of keeping her under control, and from 
what I can see, you fail at your job.” 
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“He’s not there to keep me under control and you know it, Nico,” I argued. “He’s 
the clean-up crew in case I fuck up again.” 

“Which you won’t do,” Alek added. His comment was meant to be supportive, 
but all it managed to do was impale me with guilt. He had no idea how volatile I still 
was. None of them did. 

“Right. So…maybe it’s time we tell Daddy that I’m all good. No need for Captain 
Scrubbing Bubbles to follow me around anymore.” 

“I will leave when your father tells me to and not a moment sooner.” 
The Specialist (which was his real name within the PC, or TS for short) spoke 

with a tone of finality that not even Nico attempted to argue with. That had always 
been the way with him: silent until there was something to say, then say it with an 
authority that no one could refute. I wished I had that gift. It would have come in really 
handy. 

“Fine,” I sighed, heading toward my room. “Have it your way.” 
I closed the door behind me, blocking out whatever male posturing was still 

going on in the living room. My brothers respected The Specialist, so it was strange 
that Nico had gone after him. He, more than anyone else, knew why TS was needed. 

He’d seen the fallout of my rage in person. 
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The smell of charred flesh filled my nostrils, the acrid stench now impossible to 
forget. When my eyes regained their focus, I struggled to take in my surroundings. Or 
at least what was left of them. 

Black. A sea of black extended into the horizon. All that had been was now 
decimated, leaving only ash and coal behind. I examined myself, trying to make sense 
of how I could still be alive when everything around me had been laid to waste. And 
yet my body was still intact. My skin the image of alabaster perfection. 

No burns. 
No wounds. 
No soot. 
It was as though I had been deposited into a nuclear fallout site just after the 

bomb had been dropped. But there was no bomb. Instead, I stood at the epicenter of 
the carnage, alone. But I hadn’t been, had I? 

Not even close 
My memories came to me in a rush, causing instant panic: a touch. A kiss. A love 

they couldn’t deny. A love that preceded the rage I’d unleashed, causing the very 
devastation I stood upon. 

I had done this. 
I had killed them. 
Killed them all… 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 
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SAMPLE FROM  

FROM THE ASHES 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE FORCE OF NATURE SERIES 

 

PROLOGUE 

 
There are moments in life when you see 

things with perfect clarity—moments when you 
choose to define who and what you are. And then 
there are those that define things for you. Lying 
on the floor, bleeding to death, I realized that 
fate had interceded on my behalf. It was all very 
simple, really: stay and be the weakling I had 
always been told I was. Stay and let my life 
slowly drain from me, never bothering to fight—a 
natural born victim. Or, in a rare act of defiance 
and courage, I could force myself to get up and 
leave. Force myself to quiet the voices in my head 
telling me it would all be better tomorrow. But I 
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was no fool. 
If I stayed, tomorrow would never come. 
Tick tock, Piper. Tick tock. 
It was then that I could hear the fighting in the distance. The voices. The others 

had returned home and come to my aid. I could hear the ruckus around me as they 
tried to restrain him. Now was my moment. This was my chance. With a surge of 
adrenaline, I pushed myself off the blood-soaked floor and staggered on barely 
functioning legs toward the doorway that led to the hall. I needed to get to my room. I 
needed provisions. 

I would not be returning to the mansion again. Ever. 
His angered roar chased me down the corridor, spurring me on. I did not know 

how long the others could subdue him. My failing body was sluggish and 
uncoordinated from blood loss and a concussion, but I managed to get to my bedroom 
with considerable speed—my will to live was stronger than I'd thought. I threw open the 
heavy wooden door and made my way inside. I took only seconds to throw what I could 
find into a duffel bag: clothes, shoes, a jacket. Then I grabbed my purse and fled. 

I tripped just as I rounded the top of the staircase and rolled down the first few 
steps before I managed to stop myself and slide down the rest in a more controlled 
fashion. I was almost to the security door. Almost to safety. 

“Piper!” he screamed after me. I shuddered instinctively. Hazarding a glance 
over my shoulder as I tried to punch in the code to unlock the front entrance, I found 
him looming at the top of the staircase. Four enforcers were trying hard to hold him 
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back, but they were losing. Even against their combined power, he pushed forward 
after me. 

There would be no stopping him. 
My hands shook and my vision blurred from the blood dripping into my eyes, 

both interfering with my ability to type in the code. With his heavy footfalls echoing 
through the grand foyer, I tried repeatedly to press the proper buttons to no avail. My 
attempt to live was proving futile; he was closing in. 

With only seconds to spare, I managed to unlock the main security door. I could 
hear his straining breaths approaching as I threw it open, turning to slam it closed 
behind me. Once I was through, I was free, if only for a moment. The sun would soon be 
rising. Once that happened, he couldn't follow, and he knew it. He'd have to wait for 
nightfall to come after me. 

And by then I'd be long gone. 
I leaned back against the solid metal door, my breath coming in ragged gasps. I 

needed to get outside, out of the tiny room that separated the vampires from the 
impending light. Outside, I could heal. Once healed, I could leave. 

With ever-weakening steps, I schlepped my way to my final obstacle: the front 
door. Swinging it open with ease, I fell to the concrete and crawled away from the 
mansion. By that point, I could barely lift myself off the ground. But I needed nature—
the elements—if I had any chance at repairing what had been damaged. And so I 
pressed on until I felt the familiar touch of newly cut grass beneath me. Face down, I 
collapsed to the lawn, my mind fading as I did. 
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“Help me,” I whispered to the Earth as darkness overtook me. 
And help me, it did. 

 

PART ONE: BEFORE 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
It was all very unceremonious when the king of the vampires took me in. I knew 

he had his reasons at the time—vampires never do anything without a reason—but I 
happily accepted. I was homeless. I was naïve. And I was tired of watching my back. 

My sob story isn't especially original; I was orphaned when I was about two and 
fell into the hands of the foster care system, where I stayed. The Department of Child 
and Family Services never could quite figure out why a perfectly healthy white toddler 
couldn't get adopted, but that seemed to be the case, leaving me with few options. 
They also had no idea where I'd spent those first two years or who had cared for me. I 
was no help. I was far too young to remember. 

To make up for whatever shortcomings had landed me in the system, I worked 
my ass off in school, doing all that I could to succeed both academically and socially. 
Thought I excelled scholastically, I failed miserably at fitting in. I wasn't like them, and 
it was as if they could sense that somehow. 

I was forever an outsider. 
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Until I wasn't. 
When it came to light that I was something more than human, and that there 

was an entire community—an entire world—out there that was too, I cried joyous tears. 
But that happiness soured quickly. The more supernaturals I encountered, the more I 
realized that, even in their world, I still lived on the fringe. I’d find no acceptance with 
them, though I didn’t know why. None of them showed any interest in me—unless you 
called being the target of their loathing interest. And they all had plenty of that. The 
witches all but officially shunned me. The fey wouldn't deign to have anything to do 
with me. The rest brought a mix of superiority and indifference to our encounters—
except for the warlocks. Our relationship proved far more complicated than the 
others. And far more deadly. 

For that reason alone, I accepted the vampire king's offer of protection. 
Before that, I had been on my own for eight years after aging out of the system. 

I learned how to survive as a magical being in a mundane world, but not easily. I 
worked when odd jobs came my way, though it proved hard to find solid employment 
without a permanent address. Basically, I scraped by however I could. Sometimes it 
wasn't pretty. 

What I found most frustrating was that I knew I had powers—being 
acknowledged by the other supernatural races at all told me as much—but I had no 
idea the depths of them or how to call upon them. In short, I knew little to nothing at 
all, and I wasn't sure anyone else did either. If they had, they might have thought twice 
about turning their backs on me. 
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That fact made me question early on the motives of the king. 
 

 
 

“Hey Piper,” Jase called from the kitchen. I walked in to find him pilfering 
another twelve-pack from the fridge. 

“You know it's only ten in the morning, right?” 
“Ah, but you forget, my young Jedi. Your morning is my night. This is merely a 

nightcap before I pass out for the evening.” 
I rolled my dark-blue eyes, irritated that he once again had a point. Jase loved 

to be right, a fact that was blatantly displayed in the grin he wore. 
Living in the mansion was a strange life to adapt to in the beginning. Located in 

lower Manhattan, the property spanned multiple city blocks, cleverly shrouded by 
magic. While humans saw the standard multi-story buildings that predominated in 
New York City, what really existed was a lush, expansive estate surrounded by woods. 
Every time I crossed through the perimeter, the pull of that magic was impossible to 
deny. Then there was my perception of time, which was turned on its ass; day was 
night and night was day. My sense of self was somewhat lost as well, surrounded only 
by the strongest of the strong, the toughest of the tough—the most gifted. The 
enforcers were all total badasses in their own right, and that was a lot to live up to. At 
some point early on, I stopped trying. 
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Most of them had been welcoming to some degree, but they all seemed 
somewhat suspicious of me. All but two. The brothers of the crew—Jase and Dean—were 
massive and intimidating. Both were known for their incredible speed and ability to 
“ghost” from one place to another, which made them special and therefore highly 
prized by the king. The rest couldn't do what they could. From what I'd heard, it was a 
pretty impressive party trick. 

Jase and Dean took me under their collective wing and showed me the way of 
things in the vampire world. Under their tutelage, it didn't take too long for me to get 
the hang of things. As much as a non-vampire ever could. 

Their lives weren't all that complicated, really. They drank (booze, not just 
blood), they partied (hard), they scammed on women (supernaturals and humans 
alike), and, when necessary, they brought a little punishment down on deserving 
parties (euphemism of the century). They, and the other enforcers, were a policing 
body for the vampires and, for a price, the other breeds of otherworldlies that 
inhabited the Earth. In plain English, they were a force to be reckoned with. 

They, these party-loving bringers of pain, were my family. 
“You'll catch on eventually, kid. Promise.” 
“It's been months...almost a year. I don't think it's looking too good for me.” 
His smile widened. 
“Well, look on the bright side. If you're not a quick study, at least you're really 

hot.” 
My eyes did another loop of their sockets. 
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“And out of your league,” I retorted, pushing past him to grab some food—the 
only food—out of the refrigerator. Vampires didn't need to eat solids, so I had become 
the queen of takeout, a crown that I wore with pride. 

The truth was, I wasn't out of Jase's league at all. Dean's either. They were out of 
mine. 

I was petite, thin—weak. My pale skin was harshly contrasted by my straight 
black hair, making me look more dead than the vampires I lived with, an 
accomplishment in and of itself. The boys, however, were practically carbon copies of 
one another. Tall. Thick. Strong. And painfully good-looking. Their short, dark hair 
framed their angular features perfectly, and their brown, almost black eyes looked at 
you like they were staring into your soul. Women, human and otherwise, were putty in 
their hands. I seemed to be one of the only beings that could withstand the power of 
their good looks. I think they found me amusing solely because of that fact. Amused or 
not, I wasn't messing up our relationship by sleeping with either of them. I'd seen 
others in the house do that. 

It always ended badly. 
“We're going out tonight,” he continued, not acknowledging my dig. 
“Wait...isn't it night now?” 
“Yes, technically. I meant YOUR night. So you'd better go nap or whatever it is 

you need to do to stay out with the big dogs. We're going out hard...” 
“Don't you always?” 
“Yes, but tonight we're going out harder than usual.” 
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“What's the occasion?” I asked, popping out of the fridge with a leftover 
Chinese food container in hand. An arm snaked around my shoulder from behind me, 
startling me for a second until I turned to find Dean smiling down at me, just as his 
brother was. 

“Merc is back in town.” 
“Merc?” 
“Mercer, a.k.a. Mercenary, a.k.a Merc. It's our pet name for him.” 
“Sounds charming.” 
“You have no idea.” 
“So where's he back from?” I asked. It seemed an innocent enough question. 

But judging by the quick devolution of their expressions, I guessed I'd hit a nerve. 
“That's a bit of a touchy subject,” Jase started, always the more diplomatic of 

the two boys. 
“And don't you dare fucking ask him about it,” Dean chimed in. “He'll go postal. 

You do NOT want Merc to go postal, understand?” 
“Yeah. I got it. Don't poke around at the new guy's past. No problem.” 
“It shouldn't really be an issue anyway,” Jase added. “He's not much of a 

talker.” 
“More of the strong silent type?” I deadpanned. 
“Something like that.” 
The two males exchanged looks before heading toward the swinging door 

leading out of the kitchen. 
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“So where are we going exactly? I need to know what I'm wearing.” 
“You know where we're going...” 
“Didn't we practically get kicked out of there last time?” I groused. 
“Yep. But that's all been smoothed over now,” Jase said with a grin. 
“We'll find you later,” Dean added, following his brother out of the room. 
They disappeared, leaving me to my takeout and contemplations. Did I want to 

partake in their night of debauchery, which would end as it always did: with them 
finding a light snack (should read “human to feast on”) and me waiting for them to 
finish up? And then there was the mysterious return of Merc. Was I going to be stuck 
entertaining him while the boys did their thing? From what they’d told me, he 
sounded like the perfect companion to ensure a horrible night. I didn't need another 
moody vampire in my life, or one with a short fuse for that matter. I was all set with 
hair-trigger vamps. I lived in a house full of them. 

One way or another, I needed to duck out of Jase's planned festivities. 
 

 
 

Another difficult part of living with vampires was trying to evade them. It was 
virtually impossible once the sun went down. And unfortunately for me, that was when 
they (and fun-loving humans) went out. My plan to avoid going clubbing with them was 
dead in the water. Jase and Dean tracked me down without even trying. 
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“Did you really think hiding in the pantry was going to get you out of this?” 
Jase asked, clearly entertained by my antics. 

“Hoped would have been the word I'd have chosen, but yes. I did.” 
“Aw, don't you love us anymore, P?” Dean asked, draping his arm over my 

shoulders as we walked out to the parking lot. 
“I do. I just don't love your harebrained antics when you're drunk off your ass,” I 

retorted. “And so help me, if you two leave me alone with this Merc character, I will 
never forgive you. Understand?” 

“Yeah, that will never happen,” Jase replied, all joviality gone from his tone. 
“Merc is fine if we're around, but you are not to go anywhere near him if we aren't. Got 
it?” 

“Seriously?” 
“Very serious...ly.” 
“Does he live at the mansion?” I asked. 
“He does now.” 
“Then what the hell am I supposed to do if I'm walking down the hall and he just 

happens to be there? Clearly I can't just avoid him indefinitely…” 
“You can and you will,” Jase countered. “Turn around slowly and go the other 

way. That's what you do.” 
“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “You guys aren't kidding? You really want me to avoid 

him!” 
“That is what Jase said,” Dean pointed out unhelpfully. 
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“Who is this guy exactly? Some fucking vampire serial killer?” Silence. “You 
two are so comforting.” 

“Realistic would have been the word I'd have chosen,” Jase corrected, throwing 
my words back at me. “But I mean it, Piper. Merc is volatile at best, and it doesn't take 
much to set him off.” 

“Is that why he's been gone?” 
Again, Jase and Dean exchanged looks before answering. 
“Sort of.” 
“Fine. I won't poke the bear with a short stick and I'll retreat if I see him 

coming. Happy?” 
“Yep.” 
“So where is he, anyway? If he's coming to the club with us, why isn't he out 

here?” 
“He is.” 
“What? Where?” I blurted out, looking around the various vehicles for this 

loose cannon brother-in-arms of theirs. 
“Right on cue,” Dean said under his breath, looking back at the mansion. I 

turned to follow his gaze. What I found approaching was a veritable wall of brooding 
darkness. Clad in all black, he stalked toward us like a midnight assassin. Merc was 
easily as tall as the boys and equally built, but he had an edge that they lacked. An 
arrogance that permeated the air around him. His black, shaggy hair was partially 
pulled back, letting the moonlight highlight the sharp angles of his face. I expected his 
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eyes to be almost as dark as his hair, but as he grew nearer, I saw that they had a 
surprising hue. Pale gray-blue eyes fell on me, staring me down as though I were an 
alien—a being like nothing he'd ever seen before. 

“Merc,” Jase said, edging himself strategically between the new guy and me. 
“This is Piper, the one we mentioned earlier. She's coming with us tonight.” 

Merc continued to stare silently at me before walking past us toward the SUV. 
He opened the passenger door and got in, leaving the boys and me standing in his 
wake. I looked up at the brothers incredulously, trying to give them my very best 
“what the fuck?” face. 

“You didn't tell her?” Dean asked his brother, mimicking the expression I wore. 
“I thought you did!” 
“Well, I didn't.” 
“Tell me what?” I asked, not wanting to bear witness to one of their epic verbal 

battles. Those things had been known to drag on for hours. 
“So, there's one other little catch with Merc,” Jase started, ushering me toward 

the vehicle. “Like I alluded to before, he's not really a talker.” 
Dean scoffed. 
“Like he's quiet?” I asked. 
“No. Like he never talks. Ever,” Dean clarified. 
“You've got to be kidding me...” 
“Sorry, P. Wish I was.” 
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“Well, I guess it's a good thing you hadn't planned on leaving us alone then,” I 
mumbled to myself. 

The boys grinned simultaneously before replying in unison. 
“This should be a fun night for sure.” 

 

 
 

I'd never been so happy to escape a confined space in all my life. Jase and Dean 
did their best to make the ride to the club tolerable, but their efforts were in vain. The 
second we were parked, I bolted from the SUV toward the line stretched around the 
outside of the three-story red brick building. We had an easy time getting in, which 
meant that Jase really had smoothed things over with the owners. The vamps were a 
bit like the mob. They practically ran parts of NYC (the non-supernatural parts). And 
because of that, we had ins at nearly every place worth going to in the city. 

Bruno, the bouncer working the door, patted me down, being extremely careful 
not to linger too long near any of my valued areas. He had done that once. After that 
night, his fingers had never quite looked right, remnants of the anatomically 
impossible angles they'd been bent into still present. 

Dean was a little sensitive when it came to me and my virtue. 
Once we entered the main room of the club, the boys made their way back to 

their usual spot in the VIP section above while I hit the ladies room. I needed a break 
from Merc's intense glare. Since the place was run by the vamps, I didn't have to worry 
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about any unfriendly supernaturals showing up there. It was a safe haven of sorts for 
me. Even though I bitched about the boys and their all-night partying, I secretly did 
love going there. 

The line to the ladies room ran the length of the hall, but I eventually got to use 
it before I peed my pants. I then made a pit stop at the bar to talk to Kat, the werewolf 
who bartended there a couple nights a week. Even after “marrying” one of the 
enforcers, she insisted on maintaining an air of normalcy, as well as income of her 
own. The sad reality of which she was all too aware was, in the event that her mate, 
Jensen, was killed, the vampires would kick her out of the mansion to find a pack to 
take up with. Most supernaturals tolerated mixing, but it wasn't their favorite 
practice, especially in the vampire community. Kat was by far and away an exception 
to the rule, but it wasn't hard to see why. She was five-foot-eleven and built like a 
swimsuit model with the looks to match. Her clear blue eyes were almost too large for 
her face, but the almond shape of them gave her a mysterious beauty that boys of any 
species had a hard time ignoring. Hell, I’d checked her out when I’d first met her. 
Nobody should be that good-looking. 

Nobody. 
“The usual?” she asked, leaning over the bar so that her breasts rested on top 

of it. The guy next to me was mesmerized. 
“Please,” I replied and watched as she fixed me a vodka cran the size of Texas. I 

saw no point in ordering drinks all night long. I preferred to get mine Big Gulp size so I 
wouldn't have to make a return trip. 
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She plopped it down on the bar in front of me and waved me off when I reached 
for my wallet. 

“You know your money is no good here,” she said with a smile before her eyes 
lifted toward the VIP section. “You keeping the boys company tonight?” 

“Ugh...you know it isn't like that, Kat,” I sighed. She'd always hoped I would 
hook up with one or the other. She adored Jase and Dean, though she would never 
directly admit it when asked. “Besides, I think they have their hands full enough.” 

Before she could interrogate me about my remark, some rowdy guys at the 
other end of the bar started to razz her about slow service. She rolled her eyes at me, 
then turned to give them a wink. As soon as they laid eyes on her, their expressions 
lightened. Werewolves really did have an animal appeal that couldn't be ignored. Or 
maybe it was Kat's amazing boobs. It was hard to tell. 

“I'll catch you later, Piper,” she called over her shoulder, running her hand 
through her short auburn hair as she made her way over to take their order. 

With drink in hand, I wove my way up to the VIP section, a growing sense of 
dread accompanying me. By the time I made it to the table, I was ready to place it 
down and retreat to the dance floor immediately. The boys, however, had other plans 
for me. 

“No you don't,” Jase said, grabbing my arm when he figured out my plan to 
escape. “You're hanging out tonight. No more of this drink and ditch bullshit. You've 
been playing that game for the last two weeks.” 

“Yeah,” Dean chimed in. “I'm starting to think you don't like us.” 
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“Fine,” I declared in surrender before flopping down into the empty seat at the 
table. “I've had a lot on my mind for the past couple weeks. You know music is how I 
escape. How I deal. Dancing is my vice.” 

“What's been going on?” Jase asked, leaning forward onto his elbows. “You 
haven't mentioned anything. Is it the warlocks? Do we need to crack some skulls?” 

I considered his offer for a moment, then thought better of it. Though the boys 
knew I had an extensive and occasionally violent past with the warlocks—more 
specifically a small faction of them—I never did tell them, or anyone else for that 
matter, how things came to be so bad between those warlocks and me. I usually did all 
I could to block those memories from my mind. 

I had been young and impressionable and desperate for supernatural guidance, 
a link to the world I belonged to, yet wasn't a part of. I found that link, if only for a 
while, in a warlock named Kingston. He took an interest in me when nobody else 
bothered. He cared about me and tried to be my mentor. But when I proved unable to 
deliver magically, he turned on me. And his buddies followed suit. 

For those eight years on my own, I’d done all I could to evade them, succeeding 
for the most part—narrowly escaping them for the rest. With every encounter, 
Kingston's rage grew, his hatred of me poisoning his mind. Kingston abhorred the 
weak. 

And weak I was. 
Knowing that the brothers would do anything to keep me safe—especially bend 

the rules until they broke—I did what I could to keep them from knowing all that went 
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on with me when they weren't around. They didn't need to know that my warlock 
situation had recently escalated. At least not yet. If the boys intentionally went after 
them, it would only cause trouble for all of us. 

It wasn't yet time to raise that alarm. 
“Nothing like that,” I sighed, looking annoyed by his over-protectiveness, even 

though I thought it was endearing. “It's just more of the same old. It wears on me after 
a while.” 

“Define 'same old'.” 
“It's nothing crazy, Jase. It just seems like New York isn't big enough to avoid 

those that I want to avoid, that's all,” I explained with a sigh. “Things have been so 
much easier for me since I moved in with you guys, but that doesn't mean that the 
past has changed. I may be much more tolerated than I was before, but I'm far from 
accepted.” 

“Then why go out during the day by yourself?” Dean asked, mimicking his 
brother's posture. 

“My options are kinda limited. Kat's about the only one who can venture out 
into the sun with me, and she's usually spent after her nights working here. What am I 
supposed to do? Stay inside all the time? Hole up like a daytime recluse? No,” I said 
shaking my head. “I'm not going to do that. I need the sunshine, the blue sky...normal 
things like that.” 
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“Piper,” Jase started, his tone taking on its big brother affectation. “Things 
between the different supernaturals are not so stellar right now. There are...tensions 
brewing.” 

“What he means to say is that shit's about to hit the fan because everyone is so 
twitchy. It won't take much, and knowing how some of them get around you—” 

“You mean the warlocks,” I specified. 
“Yeah. Them,” he replied with a sour expression. “We just don't need to give 

anyone a reason to drop the first bomb, you feel me?” 
“Um, not really, but...” 
“The different races are just looking for a reason to go at it. I don't want you to 

be the reason.” 
“Oh.” 
Merc, who I'd nearly forgotten was there, leaned forward out of the shadows 

and looked at Jase. 
“Long story,” the older of the two brothers replied to a question that hadn't 

been asked. I looked on while Merc and Jase stared at each other, trying to flesh out 
what the change in Jase's expression meant. If I hadn't known better, I would have 
thought they were having a telepathic conversation. “Ha!” Jase laughed, finally 
breaking his silence, “that's an even longer story.” 

“Don't go down that road, bro. Trust me. It won't get you anywhere,” Dean 
chimed in, confusing me even further. 
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“What are you two talking about?” I asked, trying to make sense of what was 
going on. 

Jase and Dean both smiled. 
“Just having a little informative chat with Merc.” 
“But he doesn't talk,” I whisper-shouted, leaning in toward Jase. My eyes darted 

to my left to find Merc staring at me, his dark, veiled expression unchanged. I 
wondered if it ever did. 

The boys' smiles widened. 
“Not in the way you do,” Jase said unhelpfully. 
“With us, he's never needed to,” Dean added. 
“What the hell does that mean?” 
“It means that he speaks directly to our minds.” 
Holy shit. Suddenly my telepathy theory was back on the table. 
“So he was talking to you? Just now?” 
“Yes,” they replied in unison. It always freaked me out when they did that. 
“Can he talk?” I asked, wondering if he was truly mute or just chose to be 

because it suited his creepy, mysterious vibe. 
“He could once, but I haven't heard him utter a word aloud in...shit. I don't even 

know how long.” 
“It's got to have been, what? Eighty years or more now?” Dean said, looking to 

Merc for confirmation. 
In a rare act of acknowledgment, Merc nodded. 
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I stared in disbelief, not because they were at least 80 years old and looked 30. 
I stared because I couldn't imagine going eight decades without communicating 
verbally. No wonder he was crazy. I'd have been nuts too, if that was the case. 

“Why you two?” I finally asked, wondering what made them so special. Why he 
could talk to them, hang out with them, and seemed to tolerate them when he 
allegedly tolerated no one. 

“Because he's our brother,” Dean said, looking utterly confused. “We didn't tell 
you that either?” 

“What did you two actually tell me, since everything worth mentioning seems 
to just now be coming out?” 

Dean's eyes shot to Merc suddenly. 
“Yeah. Pretty much.” 
“What did he just say?” I asked, wondering if that was how the night would 

play out; they would have their little conversations and I would be left demanding 
explanations for the bizarre and random responses they gave. 

“He asked if you were always like this.” 
“Like what?” 
Dean hesitated. 
“So uptight.” 
“I'm uptight? The guy that doesn't fucking talk for almost a century thinks I'm 

uptight?” I exclaimed before slamming the better part of my drink. “I've officially 
entered the twilight zone. If you need me, I'll be on the dance floor trying to sort all of 
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this out.” I got up abruptly and walked away to the sound of Jase and Dean calling 
after me. Merc didn't say a thing, not that that was surprising. I probably would have 
fallen over if he had. How did those two manage to not once mention this strange 
brother of theirs to me? Dean couldn't keep a secret to save his life. Jase, though 
better than his younger brother, must have had a hard time sitting on that little 
detail—or not so little detail, as the case seemed to be. 

Either way, the cat was out of the bag, and it left my mind reeling. Why had he 
been gone? Why was he so dangerous? And why was he selectively mute? The last 
thing I needed were more questions in my life. I had plenty of my own, thank you very 
much. 

Thankfully, the pounding bass line reverberating all around me offered reprieve 
from the barrage of questions that ran through my mind. Instead, I let the rhythm take 
over, carrying me deep into the crowd of humans. It was easy to lose myself in there, 
to go unnoticed. It was a welcome feeling. While I danced until beads of sweat started 
to gather at my hairline, the boys hung out in their lush VIP section, drinking, 
canoodling with the high-priced ladies of the night that frequented the place, and, 
from what I could tell, trying to coax Merc into joining in their fun. Not surprisingly, he 
wasn't having any of it. 

After an hour of dancing, my body demanded liquids of some kind, so I made 
my way through the crowd (with a lot of difficulty) to find Kat at the bar. 

“Having fun, I see,” she said with a wink, handing me a bottle of water. 
“It's better than the alternative,” I replied after taking a huge drink. 
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“Which would be not having fun?” 
“Ha! No. Well, actually yes, but maybe only kind of. Jase and Dean brought 

someone with them tonight. He's not very entertaining, so I've decided to do my own 
thing.” 

“He?” she asked with mischievous look in her eyes. 
“Oh my God, no! Not like that. Holy crap, Kat. You know the boys don't swing 

that way. And besides that, ew! He's their brother.” 
Her expression fell just as quickly as the color drained from her face. 
“Merc is back?” 
“So it seems.” 
Her hand darted out, catching my arm as it brought the bottle to my mouth. I 

got doused with water in the process, my white tank now translucent. 
“Stay away from him, Piper. I mean it.” 
“Well, that's a bit challenging since I came here with him and the—” 
“I am not bullshitting about this, Piper. I really mean it.” Her eyes pierced mine 

with a desperate intensity that I couldn't overlook. She looked more than concerned. 
She looked scared. “If even a fraction of what I've heard about him is true, he's no 
joke, girl. There's a reason he's been gone.” 

“Which is?” I probed, hoping for some answers about the newcomer. 
“No clue. All I know is it can't be good, and I don't want you around that.” 
“The boys already warned me about him; that I'm not to be alone with him.” 
“Ever!” 
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“No objections here. He's super creepy,” I added. I conveniently left out the 
'hot' part of my analysis, thinking it wouldn't do much for Kat's blood pressure. “I 
think this avoidance plan might prove problematic given that he and I both will be 
living in the mansion.” 

“I don't care. Find a way to do it. Live in my room if you need to. Whatever, just 
promise me you'll stay away from him after tonight.” 

“Okay. I promise. But you're going to have to explain to Jensen why I'm sleeping 
on the floor of your room. And you're also going to have to explain to the boys why I 
can't hang out with them anymore.” 

“Deal,” she said with a hesitant smile. “Need anything else?” She jerked her 
head back toward the wall of alcohol behind her. 

“Good thinking,” I replied, eyeing the backlit bottles. “Make me something 
strong. Really, really strong.” 

“You're going to need it.” I watched her walk over and start pulling various 
liquors down from the shelves. I stopped counting after the fifth one. It seemed Kat 
was about to make good on her word. 
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THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE BREAKING THE DARKNESS SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
WITHOUT THE SUN and moon to guide my 

inner clock, there was really no way for me to 
distinguish how many nights or days had passed. 
The darkness was different than any I had 
experienced before. My eyes couldn’t quite 
adjust. 

Although I had a real bed and a partial 
bath with a toilet and small wash sink, there was 
no sense of comfort. What seemed to be the only 
entrance was sealed so tight that no light seeped 
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in from the perimeter. There were no windows; the walls were cold and barren. My 
hands explored my surroundings, yet I couldn’t even find an outlet or light switch. 

I tried to escape my fears by focusing on remembering less stressful times, 
most of which were with Gram. I replayed the past in my head, hoping that somewhere 
hidden in those memories might be a clue as to what happened and how I ended up in 
the dark. 

When my fear and confusion subsided enough, I willed myself to sleep. It was 
my only escape from the heaviness the darkness imposed upon me. This didn’t help 
my capacity to estimate the length of my imprisonment. I didn’t know how long or how 
often I drifted off to sleep. There were moments I lay there struggling to determine if 
my eyes were open or closed. 

One would think the quiet would be soothing, only it amplified every little thing. 
I realized there was no true stillness. I could envision the flecks of dust floating 
through the air, crashing into the floor like pellets of hail on a summer day. The 
anticipation of hearing footsteps approaching my room sent continuous chills up my 
spine with every little noise the silence allowed. 

There was something about the smell in the air and the chill of the walls and 
floor that led me to believe I was still somewhere in the desert. The lack of moisture in 
the atmosphere left my mouth sticky and dry. Being dehydrated from lack of fluids 
wasn’t helping. I wasn’t sure if the faucet water was safe to drink. 

The pains in my stomach reminded me how much I longed for a veggie-filled 
pita with hummus and feta cheese. My mouth watered at the thought of a guilt-filled 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

bag of Doritos. I should have been grateful I wasn’t completely being starved in there. 
I don’t know how or when, but food did appear in my room from time to time—and I use 
the term food loosely. A couple of crackers or a piece of jerky doesn’t really constitute 
food to me. I had to take what I could since I still didn’t have a clue where I was, who 
was keeping me, or why. 

Since Gram died, while I was away at college, there really wasn’t a home to go 
back to. I decided to take the small amount of money she left me and put most of it in 
the bank. I’d just moved to Santa Fe and prepaid a year’s rent for a studio-sized house 
on a small side street. Santa Fe was appealing because it was close to the last place 
Gram lived, La Cienega, just outside the city limits. The sad thing is, without 
employment and friends or family in the new city, no one would miss me. 

At this realization my heart grew heavier. Although I could feel the burn in my 
throat, threatening the shower of tears, I choked it back. Tears wouldn’t fight off the 
shadows. Appearing resilient would help me keep up my strength. 

I contemplated screaming out, demanding an answer as to why I was there. 
Trepidation brought that action to a silent halt. I didn’t want to face the potential 
terrors that stalked the future. I watched enough crime television shows to know how 
much worse this could get. I counted on my silence as my best defense. 

I continued to make desperate attempts at feeling around the walls that 
encased me. Pressing my face against the cold surfaces, I struggled to hear a trace of 
someone, anyone, only my ears were denied. Could it be I was truly alone in this 
unwarranted exile? Perhaps this was it; in the end the darkness would consume me. 
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I dropped to my knees at the center of my prison. I could feel the surge of 
sadness and anger coursing through my body. My core heated and it felt as though my 
blood was on fire. I acknowledged each pore of my skin as the fine hairs stood at 
attention from the vibration that shook my extremities. With my teeth clenched and 
my eyes pressed shut, I tried to regain my breath and focus on Gram. 

In a whisper, I called out to her. “Gram… Gram, I know you’re out there watching 
over me. I just wish I could hear your voice.” 

I continued to speak to her in my head. As much as I always wished something 
exciting would happen to me, being incarcerated in this godforsaken dark box wasn’t 
at all what I had in mind. 

As I looked down toward the amulet resting on my chest, my fingers encased 
the charm. I closed my eyes, and memories of the time my grandmother draped it 
around my neck flocked to the forefront. 

It was the summer I turned sixteen. Gram and I took a road trip to the Painted 
Desert, one of our favorite places to visit. I loved being surrounded by mountains 
made of rainbows of rock. Some people referred to this location as the “badlands.” 
When I was there, though, I felt filled with a unique sense of lightness that almost 
lifted me off my feet. Being there was effortless. 

I could walk for hours, soaking in the beauty and freshness of the landscape. I 
felt connected, not necessarily to anything in particular; I just felt at one with nature. 
It was like the spirit of the earth moved through me. Even when I was alone on a trail, I 
never felt lonesome. 
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The day Gram gave me this necklace, it was as if the heavens had opened up 
and dumped colors all around us. The sun sank past the painted-rock walls that 
bordered our location. The sky swelled with layers of purple, pink, orange, and even a 
touch of gold at the tips of the earth. Gram always knew how to pick just the 
right moment and location to make a special occasion feel magical. 

“Kasha, you are becoming a strong and beautiful young woman. The women in 
our family have always had a special bond with one another. You must always 
remember, even when we’re not together, we’re a part of each other, linked always.” 

I knew part of what she was getting at had to do with my mother. It had been 
many years since I saw her last, but now was neither the time nor place to start 
thinking about that. Squeezing the pendant in my hand, a giant, slow breath helped 
push her out of my head, for now. 

Gazing back down at my necklace, I pretended to make out more than the 
silhouette in the darkness. In my mind I could see the pentagonal piece of petrified 
wood encased in silver. The pie-shaped stones enhanced each point of the rounded 
pentacle. Beautifully etched floral designs in the metal surrounded the stones. A 
remnant of something engraved on the rear side was almost visible, but it had worn 
down long before I took possession. If only I could make out what had been there; I 
often fantasized about what it might have said. 

I wasn’t sure if there was any significance to the markings, but they looked 
ancient. Maybe it once belonged to an Egyptian pharaoh or a Celtic princess. Too bad I 
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never took the time to ask Gram if she knew the history of this piece. It would have 
been interesting to know to whom it had belonged. 

“You have an intensity about you that is unrivaled. Keep this with you at all 
times. You will find it will keep you grounded and connected to what is important.” 

Gram always said weird stuff like that. I’d gotten used to it and stopped trying 
to figure out if her comments had hidden meanings. As a kid I would get embarrassed 
when she talked like that in front of other people. I saw the way they looked at her, 
probably thinking, What a shame that beautiful woman is so crazy. It was that 
quirkiness I grew to love most about her when I became a young adult. 

I guess Gram was at least a little bit right about this amulet. Holding it brought 
thoughts of her to me. It seemed to cool me down and calm my nerves. At the same 
time, it warmed me and gave me comfort. A brief moment of peace helped subdue the 
constant fear and avoid the panic that could set in at any moment. 
 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 
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SAMPLE FROM 

DARK & STORMY 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE SACRED HEARTS COVEN SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
“WELCOME, SISTERS OF the Sacred Heart 

Coven. We gather here tonight as we do every full 
moon when our magic is at its strongest. We join 
together in service of those in need. A heart full 
of love brings richness and joy, not only to an 
individual, but also to all that surround them. Our 
full moon esbat is reserved for blessing those 
with a broken or empty heart,” Seraphina 
welcomed her sisters. 

All of the sisters were dressed in light, 
white flowing clothing. Most of the women wore 
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dresses, some made of lace and others of sheer silks and acrylics. High Priestess 
Seraphina stood amongst her twelve sisters, opening their full moon meeting. The 
moonlight hit her long, white gown in such a way that she appeared to glow. Her silver 
hair with black streaks hung low down her back, coming to a point just above her 
buttocks. Seraphina never wore makeup, but her full eyebrows arched high, creating 
an intriguing frame around her big eyes the color of an oak barrel-aged rye. 

“Let us again give thanks to Sister Maiden Merida for her gift of land to our 
coven. We are blessed to have a permanent place in nature to cast our circle. Mother 
Earth has been good to us and keeps our sacred space full of life with her foliage and 
flowers that we have planted over the years.” Seraphina bowed her head and smiled 
at Merida. 

The sisters took one another’s hands and turned toward Merida. They all 
opened their hearts and gave thanks from deep within their core. Almost in unison, 
they said thank you. 

“Your gratitude is never graced upon me in vain. There is also no need to always 
make note of the land being mine. It is our land now. It is where we share our common 
bond with each other. If we should give thanks to anyone, it should be to Seraphina for 
uniting us and teaching us to call upon the goddess that resides in each of us.” Merida 
blushed; she was not fond of having the spotlight bestowed on her. 

“I think we should give thanks to each other for the bounty of herbs and 
flowers that you girls have all worked so hard to plant and nourish. The floral scents 
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this year are just amazing! You really have outdone yourself.” Seraphina praised her 
coven of twelve females. 

The women all giggled a little, knowing they were maybe overdoing the 
gratitude thing. They were of mixed ages, but they all knew how to have fun and 
always enjoyed each other’s company. Sometimes perhaps too much fun, but on this 
evening, it was a time for giving back to other females. 

“I do apologize for the interruption, but who has provided our altar for this 
evening?” Seraphina asked her sisters. “I seem to be growing forgetful in my less-
than-young age.” 

“I did, High Priestess.” Serena stepped forward. “I have set the altar so we will 
face west. I am asking of the circle that we give a piece of our hearts to one of my 
employees. She is in need of some romance that sticks. But I did forget one important 
detail.” Serena excused herself for a minute and ran back to her car. 

She came back with a big, silver shopping bag from Nordstrom’s. She removed 
a shoebox and pulled out a sexy-ass pair of red stilettos. She heard some ooh's and 
ahh's from behind her as she placed the red pumps on the altar. 

“Sisters, tonight I ask that we call upon the spirits for my employee and friend, 
Regina. She is a strong woman, who is full of power and drive. She has had some 
disappointing romances, so much so that she has allowed work, for me, to become her 
only passion. She needs the balance that only the affection from a romantic interest 
can bring to her life. 
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“There is a man named Reddick who also works for me. I can feel the magnetic 
pull between them. When I’m in the room with them, I swear sparks could ignite into a 
blazing fire at anytime. They are, or act, oblivious to this fact, although I have seen the 
way he watches her when he thinks no one is looking.” Serena started to inform her 
sisters of who would receive the object of their enchantment spell. 

“But you are always watching, aren't you, Serena?” Jasinda chuckled and 
elbowed one of her sisters. 

“Well, you know how I like to watch—a good romance, that is.” Serena winked 
back. 

“The funny thing about Regina and Reddick is that they unknowingly spend 
more time with each other than with any other person in their lives. They both work 
themselves so hard that they don't even realize they aren’t working their true 
potential. The two of them are great at what they do; they’re both successful and have 
helped our business grow to where it is now. The truth of it is that I need them to work 
harder at living their lives. Without balance, all things will fall to the wayside. I feel in 
my heart that with the realization of their feelings, they will find not only themselves 
greater success, but they will be able to take our business to the next level. 

“Please don't misunderstand. I am not doing this to better myself. Can I see the 
benefit of how helping Regina and Reddick fill their hearts will help us too? Yes, of 
course I can. But, ladies, we all know what is important here and why we join on this 
sacred night to cast a spell and share a story of bringing love and romance into the 
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hearts of those who live such short lives. I fear Regina will begin to lose her way if she 
does not begin to find joy in something besides making sales quotas.” 

“So, Serena, tell us about these red-hot shoes you have on the altar.” Seraphina 
admired the shoes. 

“Ah, yes, the shoes. Aren't they sexy? Regina happens to wear red pumps more 
than any other shoe. I believe she feels they empower her. This is, of course, a good 
thing in general. She is empowered and commands her sales team like no other 
woman I know. The sin of it is that she should be showing the same attitude toward 
her love life.” Serna pushed her bouncy red bob away from her face. 

Serena turned to Seraphina. “High Priestess, I am ready for us to cast our 
circle.” 

“And so it will be,” Seraphina replied. “Serena, do we have all of the elements 
represented at the altar?” 

“Yes, of course,” Serena confirmed, looking down at the altar adorned tonight 
in a blood-red covering. She made a mental note of her list of items needed for this 
spell. Dried red and pink rose petals, one red candle, a small lock of Regina’s hair, new 
red stilettos, a piece of red parchment paper, two moonstones, and a bottle of water 
that Reddick drank from. Along with items that Serena brought to the altar that night, 
there was also the coven’s ceremonial athame, goblet, and well-used black cauldron. 

“Jasinda, would you please do the honors tonight of casting our circle?” 
Seraphina walked over to the center of their circle, to the place where their altar 
stood. She handed the coven’s sacred athame to Jasinda and a goblet full of salt. 
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Esmeralda and Belinda lit the five black candles that were perched on top of 
small stone structures strategically placed in the clearing, helping to mark the circle. 
Each sister lit the candle closest to where they stood, and they joined at the centrally 
located altar to light one last red candle together. After all the candles were glowing, 
they returned to stand beside their sisters in a circular fashion. Serena and Seraphina 
stood beside each other, facing the west. 

Jasinda nodded to her sisters and began to walk the perimeter of their circle, 
she gently poured out salt as she walked the path. “With our sacred athame, I cast our 
circle. I pour out this salt to protect us and our energy as we practice our craft. May 
our circle be a portal beyond what we know and beyond what we can see. Let our 
space be where we can draw upon what is good and ward off the wickedness of those 
who do not seek balance in nature.” 

As Jasinda walked the circle a second time, she stopped at each cardinal 
direction and called the quarters, starting at the north first. Jasinda walked clockwise. 
“I call out to you, oh powerful Guardian of the North, protector of earth. Please be 
present in our circle and watch over all that our physical senses may experience.” 

“Welcome, Guardian of the North Watchtower,” the sisters called out. 
“I call out to you, oh powerful Guardian of the East, protector of air. Please be 

present in our circle and watch over all that our minds may think.” 
“Welcome, Guardian of the East Watchtower,” the sisters called out. 
“I call out to you, oh powerful Guardian of the South, protector of fire, please be 

present in our circle and watch over all that we may do.” 
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“Welcome, Guardian of the South Watchtower,” the coven repeated in unison. 
“I call out to you, oh powerful Guardian of the West, protector of water. Please 

be present in our circle and watch over our actions in our emotions that we may feel.” 
“Welcome, Guardian of the West Watchtower.” The sisters again joined in their 

welcoming. 
As Jasinda walked the circle for the third time, she spoke out, “Thrice I have 

walked around. Let this circle be bound.” She returned the athame and goblet of salt 
to the altar and took her place with her sisters. 

“It is time for us to invoke the spirit of our goddess and god.” Seraphina raised 
her arms up to the sky as if to hug the moon. All of the sisters mimicked her pose. 
“With our hearts open, we ask that you guide our spell and hear our hearts’ truest 
intentions.” 

The women, all glowing in their white sheer gowns, stood strong and proud. 
They felt the earth beneath their feet and honored Mother Earth. They envisioned 
themselves growing roots deep into her ground. They stretched their arms high into 
the sky, honoring Father Universe. They imagined their arms stretched out into the 
vast unknown of the universe. They allowed the energy of what their mother and 
father had to offer. 

Seraphina turned to Serena and gave her a little nod, letting her know that she 
was free to start the spell. Serena approached the altar. The rest of the women 
lowered their arms and joined hands to form a circle around Serena. 
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Serena realized she forgot something. She bent down and picked up a small 
stick and held it over the flame of the red candle, letting it burn just enough to char 
the end. After blowing out the flame on the stick, Serena used the blackened end and 
drew two hearts linked together on the red parchment paper. Inside each heart she 
drew a letter “R”, one for Regina and one for Reddick. 

She gathered the dried rose petals, the red parchment, and the lock of Regina’s 
hair. Serena placed them lovingly into the bottom of the cauldron on top of the two 
moonstones. Taking the athame in hand, she carved the same two hearts and initials 
into the side of the red candle. 

Serena closed her eyes for a moment and then took the candle and lowered the 
flame into the cauldron to light its contents on fire. 

 
“Candle of power, candle of this night. 

With your fire, light her true desire. 
May his breath in the storm, 

Be the steam in her lungs. 
Let these shoes of red, 

Lead them to share a bed. 
May their hearts find their way, 

On a night that is most grey.” 
 
Serena looked down into the cauldron as she finished that part of the spell. She 

knew that the spell was working when she saw the R’s in each heart disappear and 
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reappear as one at the center where the two hearts overlapped. Serena then dripped 
a few drops of water from Reddick’s bottle into the cauldron. A pop of smoke puffed 
up in the air as the fire went out. All that remained in the cauldron were the 
moonstones and the enchanted ash. 

 
“Our words are our bond, 

That our hearts have grown fond. 
The fire burns between our legs. 
We give to thee and so he begs. 

Let them be one. 
So I say, 

Let this spell be done.” 
 
Serena sprinkled an undetectable amount of ash into each of the shiny red 

shoes and smiled an impish grin. Her eyes thoughtfully shifted to Reddick’s water 
bottle. She used the remaining water to rinse the ash off of the two moonstones. She 
pulled a small red velvet sash out of the shoebox and wrapped the stones. Not 
forgetting to first reinsert all of the paper stuffing and plastic pieces that helped to 
protect the shape of the shoes back into the enchanted red heels, she wrapped the 
shoes in the delicate, printed paper and secured the shoes back into the black box 
from which they came. 

All the sisters joined together and chanted, “Let it be, blessed be,” three times. 
They held their arms up to the sky again and spun three times fast enough that the 
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wind extinguished the flames of the surrounding black candles. Then they all stopped 
to face west. 

Jasinda walked to the center of the circle and grabbed a broom that rested 
against the altar. She respectfully nodded at Seraphina and Serena to confirm it was 
time to reopen the circle. 

She walked to the edge of the circle where she began the ritual. Walking 
counterclockwise, she began to sweep away the salt. On her second walk around, she 
stopped at each cardinal direction again, but this time thanked the watchtowers for 
their guidance and protection. On her third lap, she spoke out, “Thrice is the charm. 
We have done no harm. Open the circle, for tonight we sleep on purple.” 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 
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SAMPLE FROM  

EVERLASTING HUNGER 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE HUNGER MATES SERIES 

 

PROLOGUE 

 
As Eleanor Dawson walks into the hallway, 

she can sense the difference in the air. Heading 
toward the elevators, she glances around and 
notices no one in the lobby. 

As strange as it may seem, she knows her 
lover waits for her. 

Heading to the top floor and the executive 
offices, she tugs on the hem of the flirty red 
sundress that skims the middle of her thighs. She 
fingers the material while taking a deep breath, 
then steps off as the doors open silently.  Ellie is 
hesitant at first, but then her steps increase as 
she heads to the door at the end of the hall, and 
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the man that as summoned her. Opening the door, she knows that her life has been 
heading to this pinnacle for a long time and she smiles in anticipation. 

“Ellie, you’ve come.” 
“Of course I have. I’ve wanted you for so long.” 
Rough, masculine hands grasp her slender shoulders and yank her into a 

powerful embrace. His hands tangle in her dark chestnut hair, and tilt her head to 
accept his passionate kiss. Ellie runs her palms up a well-defined chest, then stands 
on her toes to get closer to the man she’s craved for so long. Tongues duel and mate in 
a rhythm as old as time. Moans and sighs are the only sounds heard in the building as 
the lovers attempt to consume each other.  Slightly out of breath, Ellie pulls back and 
looks into the eyes of her lover.  

“I can’t believe that I’m here with you. I know better, but I just can’t walk away 
from this.” 

“My love, I’ve told you that I don’t follow the same rules as everyone else, and 
that you need to open your mind to other possibilities. Forever is in your grasp, reach 
out and take it.” 

Leaning forward toward the desk, Ellie flips on the desk lamp and gasps at the 
face of her lover. 

“Ian…” 
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Minneapolis, MN  
 

Beep, Beep, Beep. Eleanor Dawson reaches over and slaps the snooze button on 
the torture device of life known as the alarm clock.   She flops back on the bed and 
debates how long she can lie there before she is forced to get up. Sighing in regret, 
she swings her legs over and stands up. Tossing her long locks over her shoulder, she 
walks into the bathroom and heads toward the shower. As she waits for the water to 
get to the right temperature, she glances in the mirror and smiles at the reflection. 
Even she notices the difference in her appearance. 

Since Adam Thornton was finally out of her life, the circles under her eyes and 
the bruises on her body have healed. Her therapist and friends keep telling her she 
needs to go out and start dating again. Today is the day she’s taking her life back into 
her own hands. 

Jumping into the shower, she hurries through her washing routine, worried 
she’s going to be late for work. As head of human resources at Lochlan Medical, it sets 
a bad tone for the day when she runs late. If nothing else, Ellie knows that she is a 
punctual person. Looking at the clock, she realizes she has plenty of time to get ready 
and takes a deep breath. 

Thinking about the day ahead, Elle begins the process of taming the tangle of 
curls flowing down her back. At five foot six and a hundred and twenty-five pounds, 
she knows that many consider her a beautiful woman, but Ellie likes those that see 
past the face and see the woman beneath. Brushing out her hair, she turns to begin 
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applying her makeup. She decides to go a little darker than normal, since she is going 
out to a club with her friends after work. 

Frowning slightly at the thought of the club they were going to, Ellie wonders 
what convinced her to agree to go to a Vampire Club.  Yes, vampires are real. They 
came out to the world a few years ago, not that anyone was too surprised at their 
Unveiling. That’s what it’s called in the papers and history books, ‘The Unveiling’. A 
small group of vampires were caught saving several girls on a college campus from a 
rape ritual they had walked up on in the woods behind a frat house. The vampires 
were found to be drinking on the boys when the police arrived, and the girls they 
sought to protect accidently revealed what they were. They may have considered just 
compelling the officers to forget the incident, but those in a position of power in the 
vampire realm took it as a sign that times were changing and they proceeded to come 
out. 

Society took it a lot better than if this had happened a few decades ago. With 
the Twilight books and the Anne Rice novels, everyone seemed to accept that 
vampires were real and productive members of society. That’s not to say that there 
aren’t people who wish they would all disappear, but that’s with anything that’s a 
little different.  

Shaking the thoughts from her head, she finishes arranging her shoulder length 
brown hair into a style that works for the office and a club. Her makeup makes her 
dark blue eyes sparkle As she is standing in her closet picking an outfit to wear, she 
notices a dress bag at the back of the closet. She’d completely forgotten about the 
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dress. There are no other words for the confection that lies in that bag. It’s a slinky, 
silky, royal blue dress that comes mid-thigh. The best part is the back, which consists 
of two thin straps crossing and holding it together. It’s sinful and decadent. Ellie 
hasn’t had a reason to wear the dress since she broke up with Adam, and decides to 
throw caution to the wind and wear it to the new club. After all, the point of going to a 
vampire bar is to be seen and enjoyed. 

“Maybe I’ll run into Mr. Right Now and have a nice little fling.” She laughs. The 
notion that she might have a spur of the moment fling is funny to her, since her last 
lover had accused her of being an uptight, frigid ice queen. It’s hard to get excited 
about sex with someone when they are done before you get started.  

“Good gracious, if I don’t get going, I’ll never make it to work today.” 
Pulling into the parking garage half an hour later, she bounces out of the car 

excited about the night ahead. She’d been hesitant about going out to the bar with 
the girls since she was technically their boss, but with a little persuading, they had 
managed to convince her that she would have a good time. 

“Ellie!”  Startled, Ellie turns suddenly, her purse and keys drop to the ground. 
Realizing that it’s her co-worker Sheila, she grabs her dropped items and waits for her 
to catch up. 

“Hey, girl! Are you ready for tonight? We’re going to have some fun!” Sheila 
chuckles. 

Ellie grins. “I’m dying to wear this dress,” she says shaking the garment bag.  
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“And I figure the grand re-opening of a vampire club is the perfect time to do it. 
It shows everything to attract the type of man that would hang out there.” 

“Girl, the only type of man you’re going to find at a club is a drunk or a player, 
and you can do so much better than that.” 

“I know, but honestly, it has been so long since I’ve had sex with something 
that didn’t require batteries, that I’m willing to risk it.” Ellie grins. 

They continue their conversation about men and clothes as they travel to the 
human resources floor. 

“Why were you running late today, Sheila?” asks Ellie. 
“I had to take the car into the shop again. I went to the Chinese restaurant over 

on fifth last night, and it wouldn’t start when I was trying to go home. That’s the third 
time this week that I’ve had trouble starting it, and I’m concerned that there’s a 
problem. 

Sorry, boss. But the repair shop was able to get me in today.” 
“It’s not a problem at all. I was hoping you would get it checked before you go 

on vacation next week. I’d hate for you to drive to Chicago and get stranded. You’d be 
late getting back from your trip, which would mean more work for me,” Ellie says with 
a smile. They step off the elevator and head down the corridor to their offices. 

“I’ll see you in a few hours, Sheila. I have several conference calls and meetings 
this afternoon. If you’re ready to leave at five, we can change in the staff restroom and 
ride together.” 
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“That sounds great. Then I don’t have to have someone pick me up and take me 
to the club tonight.” 

The day from hell flew by—thank goodness. Days like this, Ellie wonders why she 
still works in human resources. She’s ready to get out of the office for the weekend. 
She checks her phone and realizes she’s several missed calls and new voicemails. She 
turns her messages on speaker and listens as the girls in the office come up with 
reason after reason as to why they’d can’t go to the club tonight.  

“Well, hell. This day can’t get any better. I can’t believe that they’ve all 
cancelled on me when they were the ones who convinced me to go in the first place. I 
bet Sheila’s still going, she never misses a chance to hit a club.” 

She heads down the hall toward Sheila’s office. Upon entering, she notices an 
envelope propped up on the desk with her name written across the front. Opening it 
and taking out the pink daisy stationery—Sheila’s trademark—she reads, Gone home 
sick.  Think it’s some kind of stomach bug from the Chinese place last night. Sorry to 
miss the club with everyone tonight. I will be up for the next girls’ night out. XOXO 
Sheila. 

“Oh man! I don’t want to go bar hopping by myself. I’ll just look like a desperate 
wannabe vampire groupie that can’t get a date.” Ellie balls the letter up, throws it on 
the floor, and stomps back to her office.  Catching sight of the dress hanging on the 
door hanger, she knows she’s going to the bar even if it’s by herself. She walks over, 
unzips the dress bag, and smiles at the thought of slipping the soft fabric on. 
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“Forget about appearances and what other people think. I want to wear this 
dress 

and have some fun for once.” She heads to the washroom and changes. Fussing 
with her hair and touching up her makeup, she applies a dash of perfume. Satisfied 
with her appearance, she heads out of the bathroom. As she goes out into the hallway, 
she hears a thump coming from the end of the corridor. Turning on her heels, she 
heads down the hallway to the president of the hospital’s office.  

Ian Lochlan is an enigma, and a sexy as hell one at that. At six foot two and a 
body that any straight man would envy, he’s enough to curl the toes of any woman, 
and leave her panting with his straight dark hair that brushes his collar, and eyes the 
color of the sea. He’s a wealthy philanthropist that donated a lot of money to the 
hospital and was given a seat on the board of trustees. When they realized his ideas 
could be the key to turning the hospital around, they made him president and put his 
name on the door. Lochlan Medical is one of the premier hospitals in the Midwest and 
is growing more and more each year. He has earned that seat and the name on the 
door in the opinion of most of the hospital staff. Ellie’s only run into him a few times 
at various charitable functions but he’s always been professional and cordial. 

“Hello?” Ellie calls out as she walks toward the office door. 
“You look like sin in that dress.” She hears and turns abruptly, tilting slightly 

on her heels. Coming out of the supply closet is none other than Ian Lochlan looking 
sexy 

and delicious in a custom made Tom Ford suit.   
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Clearing her throat, Ellie struts toward him and offers her hand. “Good Evening, 
Mr. Lochlan. I heard some noises out here and wanted to see if anyone was still 
around. Can I assist you with finding something before I head out tonight?” 

“It’s Ms. Dawson, isn’t it?” he asks in that sexy come-hither voice. 
“Yes, sir. I’m heading out for the weekend, but I have a few minutes if you need 
me to help you take care of something.”  
He looks her up and down and slowly drawls, “Is there a new dress code that 

I’m 
unaware of?” 
Ellie blushes all the way to the roots of her dark brown hair. “No, sir. I’m 

actually on my way to a club in town. You may have heard of it. Everlasting?” 
“I had no idea you were a vampire groupie, Ms. Dawson.” 
Flushing at the thought that her boss thought that she was any type of groupie, 

she answers in a tight voice, “My friends wanted to experience something different 
and included me in the invite. I seriously doubt that makes me a groupie. If you don’t 
need anything from me, then I’ll be heading out.” She turns to walk away and is 
stopped suddenly when he grabs her arm. 

“Don’t ever turn your back on someone you don’t know. I was teasing you. 
There’s no reason to leave in a huff. I happen to know the owners of the club, so if you 
will give me a few moments, I’ll take you myself.” 

Ellie looks at him in shock. A date with the boss? Is he serious? 
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“That’s as long as you don’t have any other plans, of course. I wouldn’t want to 
interrupt a date and make you waste that very beautiful dress,” he says with a sexy 
smirk. 

“No interruption I assure you. There was a group of us from the office going but 
they all backed out at the last minute. I figure the whole vampire bar scene was 
throwing their caution flags up.” Tossing caution to the wind, she decides to take him 
up on his offer. With a grin, she says, “I would love it if you joined me at the bar 
tonight. I’ll wait in the lobby for you if you want to finish up.” 

“No, you can come into the office with me. I’d hate to start having to beat the 
guys off of you in that dress.” 
She goes into the office and is surprised by the lack of personalization and 

warmth. “Spartan, isn’t it?” 
“Yes it is. Is there a reason?” Ellie asks. 
“I’m honestly never in here. I spend most of my time working from home or 

meeting with potential donors in the conference room. It seems a waste to spend a lot 
of time and money on decorating.”  Ian heads to the desk and finishes stacking the 
files he was working on and places them in his briefcase. He locks the desk drawer 
and turns off the lights. As he walks toward her, he reaches out and takes her hand. 
Wrapping an arm around her waist as they head for the door, he whispers, “I’ve 
wanted to take you out for a while now.” 

Startled, Ellie glances up at him and asks, “Really? I wasn’t aware that you 
knew who I was, sir.” 
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“Ellie, you’re a beautiful woman and I’ve noticed you many times at some of the 
functions that we’ve attended. I just didn’t want to be charged with sexual 
harassment if you weren’t interested. Do you want dinner or just grab something at 
the bar? They have a great menu.” 

“I take it you’ve been there before?” she asks. 
“I told you that I knew the owners,” he said. 
“Then let’s just grab something at the bar,” Ellie says. They step onto the 

elevator and head to the garage. Ellie takes a deep breath and wonders if she is 
making a mistake going out with Ian. Every fiber in her body is telling her that tonight 
is the first step in a new life. She isn’t sure that Ian is Mr. Right or that the night will 
even head anywhere. The only thing she is certain about is cutting loose and finding 
the life that Adam sucked out of her. 
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SAMPLE FROM  

THE DEVIL YOU KNOW 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE DEMON LEGACY SERIES 

 
Special Note: An expanded edition of The Devil You Know will be released soon! 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
Michael laid on his back staring at the 

ceiling in Deziree’s dark bedroom.  The night air 
was hot and thick.  The room had just recently 
ceased its spinning motion, and he knew the 
effects of the alcohol were beginning to wear off.  
Finally, he thought.  His patience was wearing thin.  
No matter how much water he consumed, the 
drunken state he had been in all night just didn't 
want to let go.  Normally this wasn't a concern that 
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would even register on his radar, but tonight was different.  Tonight they had done 
something.  Tonight he had slept with Deziree.  An action which irrevocably changed 
things between them.  Forever.  He just wasn't sure if it was a change for the better or 
worse.   

Four centuries is a long time to know someone.  It's also four hundred years of 
friendship that gets flushed down the drain if they are not on the same page.  No 
sooner had that thought crossed his mind, had he begun to question himself. 

Did you want this to happen? 
Well, yes.  He'd be lying if he said he'd never considered it before.  Hell, they'd 

even come dangerously close to something happening a few times in the first hundred 
years they knew each other.  What about her was not attractive?  Dez was beautiful 
with her long black hair, flawless skin, ice-blue eyes, and that body....   

She was hard and lethal.  Her form was toned and well-conditioned.  Despite her 
average size, she could hold her own against just about anyone.  However, the muscle 
didn't make her look masculine by any stretch of the imagination.  She had generous 
curves in all the right places.  In his eyes, she was the embodiment of the word sexy.  
Last night, he had found out just how perfect that word was.   

Michael instantly recalled the events of the evening.  He had been hired to get 
rid of a problem for one of his clients.  The problem was a scum-bag extortionist who 
thought he could get away with trying to blackmail one of the wealthiest men in New 
York.  When you had as much money as that particular client, blackmail didn't work.  
The client stated he didn't want the problem taken out, just scared off.  Michael had 
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been trailing the guy on and off for about a week to get a sense of his habits and was 
on his way out the door to finally confront his mark when his cell phone rang.   

"Hey Vegas," she greeted as soon as the line picked up.  She almost never 
waited for him to say hello.  Even without the aid of the caller ID, he would have known 
who was on the line simply by her use of the nickname she had given him.  "I am bored 
out of fucking my mind.  What are you up to tonight?"   

"I thought you had a job coming up," he replied.  "Shouldn't you be out 
committing a Class A felony right about now?"   

"I'm still waiting on a confirmation from the buyer," she replied. 
Michael was hit with a stroke of genius.  "Dez," he said with a smile, "put on 

something slutty.  We're going out."  After a quick shower, he put on a pair of his most 
comfortable dark-blue jeans, a black button-down shirt, and his favorite pair of butter-
colored Timberland boots.  After slipping on his glittering platinum and diamond 
encrusted watch, he grabbed his black leather jacket and headed for the door. 
 

 
 

Michael knew there was no hiding his reaction when he had arrived at her 
place.  She opened the door, and he had been utterly speechless.  She stood there in a 
black sequined halter top, form-fitting black patent leather pants, a pair of sexy black 
stiletto heels, and the whole outfit was topped off with a bolero jacket which looked 
like something out of a Mad Max movie.  Deziree was dressed to kill and she was 
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stunning.  He stood there like a fool with his jaw hanging open staring at her, and then 
spoke to snap himself out of it.  “Wow, Dez.  You look sensational.”   

Dez smiled and with a wink replied, “You don’t look so bad yourself.”  Then she 
added with more seriousness, “Now, pick your jaw up off the floor and wipe the drool 
off your chin.  We are going out, right?” 

“Not exactly.  I will explain in the car.”  She glared at him expectantly, waiting 
for an explanation.   “You’ll love it,” he promised.  “Shall we?”  He held his hand out 
for her to walk ahead of him.  He took in the sight of her walking in pants which looked 
as though they were tailor fitted to her body. They made their way down to his Aston 
Martin, which was waiting for them by the curb.  As they approached the car, he 
reached around her and opened the door, closing it once she was settled inside.  The 
crimson-red Vantage boasted a V12 engine with far more power than any car its size 
needed, and roared to life with the pressure of the crystal key in the center console.  
He quietly mused that the sports car was even more perfect with her beside him. 

They had only driven a few minutes when Dez started demanding answers.  
“So?  What does 'not exactly' mean?”  He explained the job to her and how he wanted 
to approach it.  When the plan was all laid out for her, Deziree smiled like the Cheshire 
Cat.  She clasped her hands together and bounced in her seat.  “Oh, this is going to be 
way more fun than just going out and getting drunk.”  Michael couldn't help but laugh.  
He had expected the plan would go over well, but was not prepared for bouncing. 
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The nightclub was packed.  The main parking lot was full, and there was a line 

out the door.  Luckily, the place was trendy enough that they had valet service.  They 
climbed out of the car and Michael slipped the valet a crisp one hundred dollar bill.  
As he did so, he pulled the man closer and whispered in his ear, “One scratch and I will 
snap your neck.”  Michael backed off and smiled. “Savvy?”  The young man nervously 
nodded his head.  “Good.  Now, keep my keys handy.  I don't know how long we are 
going to be here.”  Michael walked around to Deziree and presented the crook of his 
arm.  She smiled, looped her arm through, and said, “Game on.”  They ascended the 
steps of the massive brick building.   

The outside of the building gave a completely false impression of what the 
inside would look like.  Judging by the black-painted, brick walls and scarce lighting, a 
stranger to the club would probably expect a dirty unkempt grunge-rock club.  They 
couldn’t be further off the mark.  The inside of the club was lavishly decorated to 
emulate an old bordello.  The plush leather and velvet seats were accented by warm 
red and purple lighting.  The whole place gave off a vibe of pure sensuality.   

Had they been prepared for the sheer number of bodies in the room, Michael 
probably wouldn't have chosen the club as the location to approach the guy.  He 
realized this would take longer than he was planning and suggested they grab a table.  
They were able to get a perfect spot at the back, up on a slightly elevated level, only a 
few steps above the main floor.  It was a perfect vantage point to scan the room for 
their target.  He slid into the plush leather half-circle shaped booth and waved a 
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waitress over.  He ordered their usual drinks and surveyed the crowd.  A sweep to the 
left.  A sweep to the right.  Then his eyes landed on Dez.   

He hadn't realized it when she'd walked away.  A quick glance at the other half 
of the booth told him she had shed her jacket and immediately took to the hunt.  She 
moved through the crowd with a grace the humans could only wish to match.  Without 
even trying, she commanded the attention of the patrons, male and female alike.  She 
searched out her prey with the skill of a master predator.  Had he not known what she 
was, he would have pegged her for a vampire from a distance.   

Michael smiled to himself as he watched her.  Once, he had seen her as so much 
more than a friend.  That thought brought him up short with a sense of longing—and of 
mourning.  Mourning, for a life they could have shared.  They had made the decision 
together to keep things friendly, but every once in awhile, regret clawed at him.  He 
thought he was making the right decision at the time, but more than once, he had 
second guessed himself.   

He continued to watch Dez work her way through the crowd.  She locked eyes 
with him and nodded her head towards the bar.  Michael followed her line of sight and 
saw what had her attention.  It was difficult to see the man's face from the way he was 
sitting at the bar.   The man took one brief look over his shoulder and Michael had the 
confirmation he needed that Dez had found the right guy.  In the car, he had given her 
as accurate of a description as he possibly could without actually showing her a 
picture, and she had picked him out of the crowd faster than Michael would have 
guessed.  He nodded to her discreetly, and she smiled with an arched eyebrow and 
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then turned her attention back to her mission.  Michael chuckled and took a sip of his 
drink.  Poor fucker is never going to know what hit him.   

He watched as Dez worked her magic.  She had her target and nothing was 
going to stop her now.  She worked her way slowly around the crowd toward the guy 
without making it obvious that she was after him.  That sexy little strut of hers 
grabbed the attention of their mark in no time, and she took the opportunity to make 
eye contact.  Dez smiled at him coyly and eased toward him.  Once she reached his 
table, she came up behind his seat, bent down, and whispered in his ear.  Michael felt 
pangs of something he never expected.  Jealousy.   

As Dez pulled back from him, the guy looked awestruck.  He nodded 
enthusiastically to whatever she said.  Deziree was probably the last woman on earth 
he would have expected to come on to him.  Little did he know, he was in for a big 
surprise.  Michael watched as she took the man by the hand and led him down a 
hallway tucked away in a shadowy corner of the busy room.   

While Deziree was gone, Michael couldn't help but let his mind wander to what 
could have been.    Triggered by just her proximity to another man, a man Michael 
knew fully well was about to wish he had never met Dez.  It had been years since he'd 
had those types of feelings for her and yet, there they were.   

Before he could marinate in the hypotheticals, Dez emerged from the hallway, 
alone and smiling.  She weaved her way through the dance floor of gyrating bodies to 
their table.  She picked up her drink and took nearly the entire glass in one gulp.   

“So?” Michael looked at her expectantly. 
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“Not going to be a problem anymore,” Deziree assured him as she set her glass 
on the table and waived a waitress over.  “As it turns out, Mr. Roberts would very 
much appreciate the ability to maintain his position on the mortal plane.”  She took 
four shots from the waitress’s tray.  They were the novelty kind in plastic test tubes, 
each one filled with a different brightly-colored mixture.  She dropped a fifty-dollar bill 
on the waitress’s tray and the woman started to dig out change.  “You’re all set,” Dez 
purred and winked at the buxom brunette. 

Deziree enthusiastically downed the first shot, and then leaned forward and 
smiled at Michael.  “Did you know,” she started as she held her hand up in front of 
him, “there are twenty-seven bones in a human hand?”  Michael looked at her hand in 
confusion. 

“Not that I am against higher learning, but why am I getting an anatomy lesson 
in a bar?” 

“Well,” Deziree explained, “not to brag or anything, but I just broke fifty-four 
bones in that gentleman’s body.  Oddly enough, by the time I was through with the 
second hand, Mr. Roberts no longer had any interest in pursuing his recent activities 
involving your client.”  She drank down her other shot and smiled, obviously proud of 
herself.  “Sadly, I do believe Mr. Happy is going to be quite neglected for some time.  
Serves the man right, all things considered.  Thinking with that particular head is what 
landed him in that nasty little room with me in the first place.  When I left, he was 
headed for the back exit.  I imagine he’s going to need some help with that door 
handle.”  The last statement was dripping with mock concern. 
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Michael shook his head and smiled.  He should have known she would have 
something like that planned.  He took his two shots and glanced around for the 
waitress.  “This calls for a celebratory drink.” 
 

 
 

The rest of the evening had been spent drinking and dancing.  The more alcohol 
they drank, the further their carefully held restraint blurred.  By the time they left the 
club, their usual harmless flirting had turned into shameless making out and hands 
that just would not keep to themselves.  Rather than chance getting kicked out for 
public indecency, they decided it was time to leave.  Vegas retrieved the keys to his 
car from the valet attendant and then hailed one of the many idling taxis waiting 
outside for intoxicated patrons.     
 

 
 

One tense and silence-riddled car ride later, they were back at Deziree’s 
apartment.  The trip did little to cool them off.  Michael could feel his extended fangs 
pushing against the inside of his bottom lip.  He kept his mouth closed in an attempt 
to hide his steadily-growing arousal, but there wasn’t much he could do to hide his 
eyes.  His normally rich golden irises cast a bright glow which was impossible to miss.   
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Deziree led the way into the building, up the stairs, and to the door.  As she 
fumbled with the lock, Michael stepped back and leaned against the wall.  He tipped 
his head, allowing his eyes to roam over every inch of her body, taking in every arc and 
every curve.  He had spent the entire evening with those curves pressed up against 
him and he wanted more.  He imagined running his hands and mouth over her soft, 
naked skin and felt the sharp points of his teeth extend further.   

When she finally won the battle against her keys, Dez turned around, grabbed 
him by the shirt, and tugged him into the apartment.  As soon as the metal door was 
closed behind them, Michael lost any semblance of control.  A low growl escaped from 
deep in his chest as he spun, pinning her up against the cool steel, and he kissed her 
hard, one of his fangs scraping her bottom lip, just barely breaking the skin.  The 
aroma of her blood drove him further out of his mind.   

The second their mouths met, passion exploded between the two of them; a 
passion of which, until now, he hadn't been aware.  There had always been a latent 
attraction between them, but this was animal.  Primal.  Passion quickly gave way to 
urgency as they stripped each other’s clothes off.  After unsuccessfully trying to 
remove his shirt in the conventional way, she gave up and yanked it open, ripping 
three buttons off in the process, sending them scattering across the floor.   

“Dez,” Michael began, pulling back slightly.  In the middle of his drunken haze, a 
thought crossed his mind.  What if we're making a mistake? 

“Shut up,” she quickly replied in a breathy voice.  She grabbed a fistful of each 
side of his open shirt and guided him back to her.  She ran her hands up his bare 
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tattooed chest and he closed his eyes, allowing himself to feel every sensation.  She 
lightly ran her fingertips up his neck, along his jaw, and finally caressed his lips.  He 
couldn't take anymore.  He grasped the sides of her face and crushed his mouth to 
hers.  They finally gave in to a need they had both been trying to ignore for far too 
long.  They weren’t even able to make it to the bedroom the first time.    
 

 
 

Michael glanced over at Deziree’s sleeping form as all the memories of the 
previous hours continued to dance through his mind.  Deep down, he had wanted this, 
wanted her, so intensely for years.  Now he had to wonder if this meant he was 
actually within reach of the life he dreamed of so long ago.  Is it safe to even think that 
way?  He had no idea how Dez was going to feel about this when she finally woke up.  
She may write it off as a one-night slip caused by far too much alcohol.  He knew he 
didn’t feel the same way, and he dreaded the conversation that would undoubtedly 
follow.  He didn't want the spark of hope that was simmering in his core to be 
extinguished. 

Michael’s thoughts were interrupted by his cell phone ringing in the other 
room.  In the silent house, Dirty Deeds cut through the air and the AC/DC song serving 
as his current ringtone seemed much louder than it really was.  He eased out of the 
bed, careful not to wake Dez with his movement.  While in the throes of passion, he 
hadn’t been particularly focused on where his phone had been thrown.  The ringing 
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came to an end just as he clicked on a small table lamp.  It was quiet for about ten 
seconds when the ringing started again.  Must be important.  He followed the 
incessant noise and eventually found the phone under the edge of the couch.   

“This is Michael,” he answered, voice still gravelly from sleep and too much 
Captain Morgan spiced rum.  He listened as the caller hurriedly explained why he was 
needed.  “I will be on the first flight out.”  The caller thanked him and the call 
disconnected. 

Michael gathered his things and put on his clothes.  He went back into the 
bedroom, contemplating whether or not to wake up Deziree and let her know he was 
leaving.  Fear of the impending conversation made the decision for him and he 
resolved to call her later in the day after he landed.  He quietly made his exit from the 
bedroom, making his way to the front door and stepped out into the night to retrieve 
his Aston Martin from across town.   
 

 
 

The next morning, Deziree opened her eyes and pain instantly shot through her 
head.  She winced and closed her eyes tight, rubbing her temples.  She opened her 
eyes just enough to steal a glance at her bedside alarm clock.  It was six in the 
morning: far too early to be awake after the night she’d just had.  She shut her eyes 
again and rolled over, expecting to feel the warmth of another body beside her.  
Instead, she was greeted with cold sheets and no Vegas.  Maybe he’s making coffee.  I 
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could seriously use some coffee.  She blinked away the sleep and leaned up on her 
elbows, listening for the shuffling noises of life in her apartment.  Nothing. 

“Vegas?” she called out. 
When she received no response, Dez climbed out of her bed and threw on her 

worn out Nine Inch Nails t-shirt.  The front of the shirt was emblazoned with their 
signature logo in blue, and on the back, it simply said ‘like an animal…’  The shirt was 
ratty and stained but it was so comfortable, she refused to give it up.  Coupled with a 
pair of panties, she was dressed enough to wander the house without giving any 
neighbors a free peep show.   

She passed her vacant bathroom, walked out into the living room, and found 
that Vegas was not making coffee.  In fact, Vegas was nowhere to be found.  She 
grabbed the phone off of her kitchen counter and dialed a number so ingrained in her, 
she didn’t even need to think about what buttons to push.  She put the phone to her 
ear and listened.  Instead of ringing, she was greeted by his voice-mail message.   

"You have reached the voicemail of Michael Tremayne.  Please leave your name 
and number, and I will get back to you as soon as I can." 

Beeeeeeeep. 
Dez hung up without leaving a message.  She didn’t know what to think.   
“Son of a…”  Her voice trailed off. 
Had he actually left in the middle of the night without a word?  This was not the 

Vegas she knew.  Even if he did regret what happened the night before, he wouldn’t 
have just left without saying anything.  There must have been a reason.  
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Deziree took the phone with her back into the bedroom.  If he tried to call while 
she was sleeping off her hangover, she wanted to be able to take the call without 
traveling too far from the comfort of her pillow.  She climbed back into bed and as she 
shut her eyes, Vegas was on her mind.  There must be a reason. 
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SAMPLE FROM  

ETERNITY 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE DESCENDANTS OF RA SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
Stella ran. Lungs seizing. Pain racing up 

her side. She couldn’t stop. The heavy footsteps 
pounding behind her wouldn’t relent. Her tote 
banged against her hip, throwing her off pace, 
slowing her down. She tossed the bag away as 
lessons from her eighth grade track coach roared 
in her ears.  

Pump your arms, lengthen your stride, 
move your butt, Walker!  

Back then, running was easy on a 
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regulation track. There wasn’t a damn thing regulated about racing through lower 
Manhattan at two A.M. with a killer chasing you.  

She took the corner too fast and her shoulder clipped the corner of a building, 
sending her careening into a mailbox. The big blue box rang like a tin bell and didn’t 
budge, while she fell forward and kissed the pavement. Stella pushed herself to her 
knees. Her arm tingled from the double impact and went numb at her side. She 
cradled the injured limb, then braced her body against the box, and climbed to her 
feet. 

“Help,” wheezed from spasming lungs. The word died without an echo in an 
empty street.  

Harsh panting sounded over the heavy beat of her heart, like a spent beast 
tired from the chase, or was it her own breath rasping in her ears? She froze and 
peered into the night—and saw him.    

Big. Like a black hole, he sucked up the light around him. She stared, trying to 
see where he ended and the world began, and caught a vague outline. On the dark 
Manhattan Street, reality blurred, the world faded, leaving only him. A stalking 
nightmare, he turned the city into his hunting grounds.  

Stella refused to be his victim.   
The darkness came alive and lunged for her. She dodged left, across the street, 

agony stabbing her shoulder. She ignored the pain and streaked through the streets, 
praying lessons learned long ago would give her a few more seconds to make it to her 
small slice of New York.  
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There!  
She spotted the glass door to her building and fished her keys out of her jeans. 

If she could get inside and close the door, she’d have a chance.  
A few more steps and she was at the door, sliding the key into the lock. He 

grabbed a handful of her clothing and hauled her backwards, then slammed her into 
the glass. Senses reeling, she dropped to her knees on the concrete sidewalk. Pain 
shot up her thighs and yanked the world back in focus.  

She glanced up. And up.  
Past the belt buckle and the black material stretched tight across his rippled 

abs and pecs. He grabbed her jacket and snatched her up. His muscular arms bunched 
tight, biceps mini mountains. Dangling, her fists pounded a body made from steel.  

“No—” His meaty, gloved hand clamped over her mouth, abruptly smothering her 
cry. 

Stella shook her head and clawed at his fingers for air. Lungs burning. Limbs 
flailing. She recalled the single self-defense class she took a year earlier at the Y and 
attempted to ram her knee between his legs.  

He twisted and his rock hard thigh blocked her. 
He missed the keys still clutched in her hand. She shoved the metal into him, 

digging deep into his elbow joint. He grunted and released her. Stella scrambled to 
the door, grabbed the knob to pull herself up, but her knees wouldn’t hold. She 
slipped and his fist grazed her head, bouncing her skull off the glass. She crumpled.  
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He flipped her limp body over. Dazed, three of him wavered, merging and 
separating. He hauled her up by the neck. In her peripheral vision, the weak yellow 
streetlight glinted off something metallic. A blade came into focus. Stella grabbed his 
wrist. The metal pierced her flesh and slid into her abdomen.  

And jerked out.  
She gasped. Bright bursts of pain stole her breath and siphoned the rest of her 

strength. Darkness crept to the edges of her vision. Her eyelids lifting and falling like 
lead lined shades. Jumbled parts of the Lord’s Prayer circled her brain.  

Stella turned her head a fraction and searched for someone to save her. In the 
deserted streets, no savior appeared.  

It’s not my time. 
She stared into the glowing blue eyes of her killer. Their eerie depths 

mesmerized and beckoned her to a watery grave.  
His grating chuckle scraped across her senses. The corners of his eyes crinkled 

and the ski mask around his mouth stretched across his face. His chest moved with 
laughter. 

Her death approached. He laughed at her. As if she was nothing but a trophy to 
mount on a wall. A burst of adrenalin surged through her weakening body. 

“Don’t laugh at me!” Stella slapped at him. Her fingers caught the edge of the 
mask and dragged downward.  
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He pulled his head away and threw her into the door. The glass exploded and 
she skidded into the vestibule of her building, ending her journey midway into the 
lobby.  

Stella blinked, everything wavered, a shifting dizzying carnival ride. Glass 
crunched, the vibrating thud of his feet on the tiled floor reverberated through her. 
Then his weight landed on her chest. Her ribs cracked and snapped like dry twigs 
echoing in a forest. Air wheezed out of her mouth, leaving lungs quivering. She didn’t 
want to see what came next, but her eyes refused to shut, gradually losing focus. 

“In the name of Anubis, I claim your soul.” Rough, his abrasive voice reminded 
her of gravel dragged across asphalt. He pierced her skin and ran the razor sharp tip 
down the side of her face.  

Pinned, her muscles slowly relaxed, and every pain faded. Tears squeezed out 
of her eyes for the things she would never have; the gentle caress of a loving hand, a 
kiss from someone who loved her and wouldn’t leave. Children. But no one would miss 
her. Alone for more years than she could remember, this was how she would end. 

The elevator dinged.   
A woman screamed. 
Stella’s eyes locked with her killer before oblivion won.  
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SAMPLE FROM  

WIND & FIRE 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE GATHERING OF THE STORMS SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
“Grandfather, if you must summon me 

from my pleasant dreams could you at least 
fashion a place more interesting?” RuArk 
grumbled softly into the darkness. 

The room was stark, dimly lit, and 
completely empty—no windows, no doors. RuArk 
leaned against a rough wall with one foot 
propped up behind him, arms crossed over his 
chest. He smiled at the image of his favorite 
relative—an Elder known to all their clan as the 
Grandfather. 

RuArk’s brow furrowed. The ethereal 
essence of the Grandfather’s body shifted and 
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shimmered. Strange. It was as if he had difficulty staying with RuArk in a place where 
all was typically at the Elder’s command. The Dream was a place where one was not 
confined to the body; able to move through time and space without the inhibition of 
flesh and bone. There was nothing to fear, though things appeared vividly real. It was 
one of several places to seek wisdom and direction, or face your greatest challenges. 
As he gazed at the roiling image, he noted the deep frown marring the old man’s 
ancient features. 

When he finally spoke, the Grandfather’s urgent words formed as ice in the pit 
of RuArk’s stomach. Gifts, lost to all except the Gaian since the Breaking of the world, 
gave protection to the wielder. Those without were vulnerable in this place. If they lost 
their way, their physical body remained in a state of deep sleep until they either 
managed to escape or someone guided them out. Unseen forces ruled this realm, and 
not all were friendly. 

“The High Counsel of Draema sought us out in the Dream. Alone.” 
“Alone? Why would he do such a thing? He knows the risks better than 

anyone.” 
“He searched for your father to ask for your help,” said the Grandfather. 

“Thank gods it was I who found him as he wandered.” 
“But why didn’t he just come to me directly? I departed the High City not more 

than three days past. Negotiations were completed, and I am now on my way home.” 
“Not any longer. You must return to the High City. This danger is focused on his 

daughter.” 
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The coldness in RuArk’s gut transformed into a ‘berg, though it should be no 
surprise to learn that that particular female—Rhia Greysomne—was in trouble. He hadn’t 
seen her while he’d been in the High City this time. In fact, he hadn’t seen her on any 
of his journeys to Draema Proper over the years. Though he hadn’t sought her out, he’d 
made it a point to know what she was about. Surely he would have heard of any threat 
to her? 

RuArk tensed and pushed away from the wall. “Focused on Rhia? By who?” 
“The High Counsel believes one of his own is responsible. He is wise enough to 

accept that he needs someone outside of his own province. Now, I have told you all I 
can. You will have to find the rest of your answers in the Seeking, and quickly.” 

The urgent energy that rolled off the Elder’s image spiked. 
“What aren’t you telling me, Elder?” 
The Grandfather usually epitomized calm, but not today. His anger-infused 

growl was cut off with a thick, veil-like silence as he took an uncharacteristic moment 
to gather himself. 

Not good. 
Finally, he ground out, “There is a taint, a strange darkness in the Other Realms. 

When the Realmwalkers first noticed, it was quite subtle. Now it seems to have found 
a focus. It grows bolder, and nearer to the High Counsel’s daughter. If you are not in 
the appointed place at the appointed time, the bringer of this taint will prevail.” 

“Prevail over what, Grandfather? Over who?” 
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“I cannot say. It is no longer safe here, even for our kind. But know that I have 
faith in you, akicita. As such, your Gift of Vision will not fail you.” 

RuArk’s head tilted a hard left. 
Gift of Vision? What Gift of Vision? 
The ability to enter the Dream or go on a Seeking quest didn’t count as a Gift 

considering any Gaian could do it. But the Gift of Vision? That was something 
different. In fact, RuArk had never manifested such a Gift, or any Gift for that matter. 
While some of his kin had been late bloomers in this regard, RuArk’s bud had been on 
the tree so long, surely it had dried up and fallen off by now. He opened his mouth to 
ask. 

With a warm smile and twinkling dark eyes that crinkled at the corners, the 
shifting misty presence of the Grandfather shattered before snapping whole once 
again. 

“Go. I will get word to the High Counsel to expect your return to the High City. I 
will guard over Rhia as best I can until you arrive.” 

The Elder’s shimmering image lost the battle of holding its form and winked out 
just as RuArk was tossed headlong out of the Dream and slammed back into his own 
body. 
 

 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

Rama Collaidh sat in his official offices. His fingertips itched to roam over the 
smooth desktop, to trace the rare veins of gray and silver threaded throughout the 
polished, white stone. At well past midnight, the window coverings were locked down 
tight. The dimmed iozene lamp over his workspace gave off the only light in the room. 
He liked the darkness. It offered a sense of comfort, sitting there surrounded by 
shadows. 

Carefully laid plans were turned sideways and upside down in his mind as he 
examined them for any holes. Many of his fellow Council members considered him an 
ambitious, middle-aged nuisance. He could care less what his peers thought. He was in 
the prime of his life; wily and determined enough to achieve the impossible. And he 
had the High Counsel’s ear. 

Yes, his board was set and the pieces were finally moving. Just as he noted a 
possible strategic problem, gooseflesh plumped just under the surface of his skin 
from scalp to fingertips. Sweat beaded between his shoulder blades before slipping 
coldly down his spine. In spite of the urge to shudder, Collaidh forced his stylus to 
move smoothly over the viewer embedded in the top of his desk. 

He didn’t bother to turn toward the source of his discomfort. There was only 
one person, one thing that could make him break out in a cold sweat, that could enter 
his offices unseen. How long had the creature been standing there watching? Collaidh 
quickly dismissed the concern. His determination to have what he wanted was 
stronger than fear or foe. 

“So, you’ve finally come,” Collaidh muttered. 
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The words hung in the gloom for what seemed like eons. 
“You summoned me, did you not?” The tone was flat, uncaring, and alarmingly 

similar to his own. 
“Have you succeeded in reaching Rhia Greysomne?” Collaidh asked coldly. 
Now the deep, silky voice took on a harsh edge of impatience. “Someone is 

protecting her, warding her while she sleeps. I cannot summon her into the Dream at 
all. Yet, before the warding began…” 

“Get to the point, Behn. And step out where I can see you, damn it.” 
Collaidh forced himself to look directly into the white eyes of the thing’s too-

pale face. The only true color on the creature was its clothing. Even the thick, billowing 
tresses of his long hair were white as full moonlight. Everything about him was 
unnatural. Yet for all that, how did he manage to be so bloody handsome? 

Once he was fully into what little light there was, Behn smiled. 
The grin chilled the blood. Collaidh’s lip curled at the sight of gleaming, 

elongated incisors—longer than any normal man’s. And slightly yellowed. 
Must be from endless cycles of feeding. 
The thought, both disgusting and terrifying, turned Collaidh’s stomach. 
Yes, Behn spoke with sophisticated diction, but he was far from civilized. And 

only a fool would forget it. 
“When asleep,” Behn said, “a person without the Gifts is vulnerable once inside 

the Dream. Strangely, Rhia does not have this vulnerability. The most I could do was 
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deliver the most fantastic nightmares. I believe I was slowly wearing her down, though 
I could not directly manipulate her.” 

“You think she’s Gifted? That’s impossible!” Collaidh shot to his feet, slammed 
his palm against the sturdy desk hard enough to sting. “Her father is the High 
Counsel. The man is Draeman, through and through.” 

“Yes, but Rhia is half-Gaian, is she not? Perhaps the mother has passed on a 
Gift?” Behn insisted calmly. 

Collaidh frowned. Hell. He hadn’t thought of that. Hadn’t anticipated any of 
these delays. But he had to keep the upper hand. Behn had proven to be keenly 
intelligent, single-minded and ruthlessly ambitious—a creature that would take 
advantage of any perceived weakness. No one could ever know he’d enlisted the aid of 
a creature that shouldn’t exist—one that had rediscovered how to manipulate magick 
long lost… 

But then, who would believe it? After all, this was Draema Province. Science 
ruled all. 

With a smile that felt venomous even to himself, Collaidh pushed the thoughts 
away, deciding to force his point with his unwelcome, but much needed visitor. 

“Look, the only people with Gifts are Gaian. Rhia’s mother was, and remains, 
the only Gaian woman to marry outside her province for too many cycles to count. The 
woman is long dead, and certainly not around to teach her daughter about Gaia, Gifts, 
or anything else. And we all know the High Counsel hasn’t tried in the least to teach 
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Rhia about her mother’s people since the girl was eight years old. Perhaps you’re 
simply not capable of getting the job done.” 

“Careful, old man.” 
Behn’s feral growl sent Collaidh’s heart into a stutter, but he was unwilling to 

give any ground. Collaidh ground his back teeth. This was his show to run, damn it. No 
way would he allow Behn to take control. He painted his face with a calm façade and 
refused to look away from those piercing, ice-white eyes that seemed to bore right 
through his forehead. 

“I said forget the High Counsel, Behn. We need that woman. We need Rhia, 
period.” Settling back again into the plush cushions of his chair, Collaidh turned and 
unlocked a small drawer. “Perhaps this will help,” he said as he held out a small 
amber vial filled with a milky looking fluid. 

Collaidh steeled himself as perfectly manicured, long, semi-translucent fingers 
reached toward him. Little blue veins made various patterns underneath the smooth 
white skin. It made Collaidh’s skin crawl when the lukewarm fingers touched his palm 
to retrieve the vial. 

“What is this?” Behn asked. 
“Don’t worry about what it is. I called in a favor from a friend in the Society of 

Physicians. It won’t harm her. Since the Dream business is no longer an option, you’ll 
need to be more direct. This will make Rhia a bit more cooperative.” 

“Fine. I will deliver it to someone who can get close to her. It must be done 
discretely if we are to avoid suspicion.” 
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“I agree. You can’t be seen here,” Collaidh sniffed. 
“If there is one thing I am good at, it is concealing myself from friends and 

enemies alike. And if I choose to be seen, I will simply be mistaken for my brother, 
would I not?” 

The sneer in Behn’s voice was unmistakable. Collaidh grimaced at the 
bitterness in those words. Was it justified? Definitely. But he couldn’t afford to be 
moved by it? Not now. Not ever. 

“Perhaps,” Collaidh responded, but didn’t think it possible that Behn would 
ever be mistaken for his brother, Bryan—a man who looked fully human, while it was 
obvious that Behn was… not. “But don’t take any chances. I don’t want anyone to 
become aware of your presence here. Besides, those teeth and eyes of yours would 
give you away for sure. You’d be shot on sight. What good would you be to me then? 
Unfortunately, we need each other so let’s make the best of it, shall we?” 

“You promised to give Rhia to me. You will keep your promise, old man.” 
“Yes, yes, yes,” Collaidh said, waving his hand dismissively. “I said you could 

have her once she’s served my purpose. Now leave me alone. I have work to do.” 
Collaidh turned his back and ignored the wave of cool anger emanating from 

behind him. He didn’t hear Behn leave, but was vastly relieved when the little hairs on 
the back of his neck finally stopped dancing. 
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Sara rose and donned a warm, fluffy robe. She crossed the dark room to turn up 
the delicate-looking iozene sconces mounted on the walls. As she reached out her 
hand to adjust the brightness, her skin went cold. She was no longer alone. He was 
here. She expected no greeting and received none. He didn’t care for niceties, only 
obedience. 

“You will put this in the First Heir’s teapot this morning. Do you understand?” 
“I understand.” Sara replied softly, her head tilted down in a genuinely terrified 

posture. “But her companion brings her breakfast in the mornings. How am I 
supposed to do this?” she asked with a shaky whisper. 

“You will find a way, Sara.” 
She nodded quickly as he gave instruction and pressed a small glass vial into 

the center of her sweaty palm. 
“Do you want to know what it is, sweet Sara?” 
“N-No, sir. No, I don’t.” Sara clutched the vial firmly against her breast. Knowing 

too much simply wasn’t a good thing with this man. He moved closer, his long, dark 
coat swished against her bare ankles as he shifted behind her. His breath was both 
warm and cool against the nape of her neck. Darkness radiated from him. 

She shivered uncontrollably. 
“Good girl, Sara. Very good indeed.” He crooned against her skin as his fingers 

skimmed lightly over her shoulders. Her mind said she should run screaming from this 
creature, but her body wanted him—wanted to feel the thick mass of snow-white hair 
slide over her body. To feel sharp canines scrape against her shoulder as he took her 
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roughly. Her sex warmed and softened in need of the thick erection pressed against 
her backside. Ashamed, Sara closed her eyes against her physical reaction to such an 
unnatural man. When she opened them again, she was back in bed. 

A wave of relief swept over her. It was a dream. It always seemed so real. Even 
the sensitive buds of her nipples puckered at the false memory of his breath wafting 
over her skin. She rose, wrapped her robe closely about her body, and went through 
the motions she could have sworn she’d already done. Slipping her hand into the 
warm pocket, Sara went still when her fingers wrapped around a small glass vial. 

“How in blazes does he do that?” She almost wished she had the courage to 
ask him. Almost. 

She washed up quickly. Dressed in her Houseman’s uniform and slipped the 
vial into her trouser pocket. As she rushed to the kitchens, Sara pushed away guilt for 
what she was about to do. Failure equaled pain—lots and lots of brilliantly delivered 
pain—courtesy of a much too-handsome devil. 

He was supposed to exist only in dreams. Unfortunately for her, he didn’t seem 
inclined to stay there. 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 

WIND & FIRE, Gathering of the Storms Series #1, $3.99 
AMAZON  |  AMAZON UK  |  IBOOKS  |  KOBO  |  BARNES & NOBLE 

  

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com
http://amzn.to/2desYqL
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Wind-Fire-Gathering-Storms-Book-ebook/dp/B01H304EME
https://itunes.apple.com/us/book/wind-and-fire/id1129062662?mt=11&ign-mpt=uo%3D4
https://store.kobobooks.com/en-us/ebook/wind-and-fire-2
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/wind-and-fire-tj-michaels/1124034265?ean=2940153404721


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

 
SAMPLE FROM  

CARINIAN’S SEEKER 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE VAMPIRE COUNCIL OF ETHICS SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

  
Carinian Derrickson wondered for the 

millionth time what nutball was responsible for 
sending her here in mid-January. She was a San 
Diego scientist, not a blasted snow bunny. 

She snatched her gym bag out of the trunk 
of her rented Mustang GT and, shivering down to 
the little hairs on her toes, absently slammed it 
shut. The dark, cloud-covered sky threatened to 
dump on her but at least the snow had stopped 
for now. Wrapped in a down jacket, wool pants 
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and a pair of low-heeled pumps she couldn’t wait to get out of, she quaked all the way 
through the front door of the fitness club. The foothills of Colorado might look like a 
nice place to live with its panoramic views of soaring snow-capped mountains, but 
Carin didn’t care for five-below-zero anywhere. At least she wouldn’t have to miss a 
workout in this godforsaken tundra. 

She clenched her teeth, trying to stop them from chattering as she made her 
way to the check-in desk. Head tilted in wonder, she was unable to stop her brow from 
flying upward at the teenybopper dressed in a cropped T-shirt and short-shorts at the 
front desk. If the girl showed any more skin, she’d be stark naked. It was so cold 
outside Carin was sure the kid would be a popsicle by the time she made it to her car 
once her shift was over. 

Numb fingers fished a guest pass out of her jacket pocket. With mumbled 
thanks she thrust it at the teenybopper and all but ran for the warmth of the locker 
room to change. 

An average height of five-foot-seven, Carin loved her body—toned, cut and nicely 
muscled. Maybe she would enter the natural bodybuilding contest next year. She 
certainly had the build for it and could pull off feminine-but-strong any day of the 
week. 

Through the loud Shania Twain remix and clang of weights came a brush 
against her mind. The gentle touch was a deliberate but unfamiliar whisper quickly 
swallowed up by the emotions whirling around the place, bombarding her empathic 
senses. Spine stiff, she glanced up from the free weight rack into the mirror. Had she 
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become the center of attention of a few of the sweating, straining gym-goers reflected 
behind her? 

The rough edges of the consciences of others sawed into her—too many women 
hated their shape, too many men were determined to grunt away their midlife crisis 
and too many of both sexes strutted around for nothing more than getting noticed. It 
was times like this she missed her gym at home, a small private facility where she 
rarely had to interact with more than a few members at a time. Easier on her mind 
that way. 

Carin’s gaze settled on the width of her hips and the tiny bit of bulge around 
her middle. Nothing she could do about the hips. Her mother used to tell her, “Honey, 
you may as well relax about your hips, ‘cause as long as you’re living in that beautiful 
cinnamon skin, your booty ain’t going nowhere.” Then the woman would shove a slice 
of butter-smothered cornbread in her face without remorse, knowing Carin was 
constantly in the gym. 

The memory brought a smile to her lips as she settled on an incline bench with 
a pair of twenty-pound dumbbells and lifted the weights smoothly. After pressing out 
eight good reps, the twenties hit the floor on a wince. Her shoulder was acting up 
again. Damn. She closed her eyes against the sudden pain radiating just underneath 
the scars from the arthroscopic shoulder surgery she’d had a year ago. 

The sharp ache seared through the tendons where her left shoulder met the top 
of her biceps, then twisted through the bone and down her arm all the way to her 
wrist. It hurt like hell. Damned arm was supposed to be healed by now. 
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Abandoning the free weights, she sat on the leg extension machine, stretched 
out her legs and…her entire body screeched to a halt. The hairs on the back of her neck 
stood on end when a presence, this one standing out from the others, seemed to 
surround her. Caressed and stroked, as if seeking a way in, instead of the constant 
beating of feelings she was used to. Hmm. This was more than a brush against her 
mind. Someone focused on her, strongly. 

Goofball, she chided herself. The place was packed, a veritable meat market. 
Everyone was checking out everyone else, so of course someone focused on her. 

Head lowered in concentration, prepared to launch into another set of leg 
extensions, Carin frowned. The tips of a pair of Nike’s stared back up at her. Someone 
else’s Nike’s. 

Carin looked up to a solid, thick set of calves, and up some more to the nicest 
pair of thighs she’d seen on a man who wasn’t on TV. The muscles were large, well-
developed and went on forever before finally reaching the hem of his shorts. An 
obvious bulge declared the owner of said shorts as well-endowed. Look at that thing, 
and he’s not even hard. Oh Lord, what am I thinking? She compelled her gaze to make 
the rest of the journey up to his face and blinked twice. Okay, he was still there. Not a 
dream. 

This had to be the most striking masculine face this side of heaven. She’d never 
been attracted to a man outside her race before, but it was instantly there for this 
man. His features were strong, chiseled, like some kind of rare marble sculpture with 
nicely tanned skin. A clean shaven face allowed her to see the smoothness of it. No 
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five o’clock shadow. No scars. No wrinkles. Not a pretty boy, but ruggedly handsome 
with midnight black hair tastefully cut shorter at the sides and back, and just a little 
longer on top with a hint of wave. 

Carin pulled in a swift intake of breath. His eyes were the color of…well, what? 
She couldn’t quite decide. They seemed to have trouble choosing whether to be hazel, 
or light honey brown with a hint of silvery gray. He towered over her with a friendly 
expression, a bit of humor etched into an easy smile. 

“Excuse me.” Oh, she liked his voice, too. “Mind if I work my sets in between 
yours?” 

Without a word she forced her stare to leave his face, shifted her butt on the 
seat and hopped off the machine. 

He leaned over, set the machine to two hundred pounds—obviously a moderate 
weight for a man his size—and settled down to work. Carin stood with her arms folded 
over her chest and watched his legs extend and lift the weight with ease, thigh 
muscles flexing sinuously, smoothly. The man made it look easy. 

Every nerve in her body snapped to attention as she admired him from head to 
toe. She tried to stop looking, she really did, but just couldn’t help it. Biceps and 
forearms bulged under his tight long-sleeved Coolmax workout shirt. Those arms were 
folded over a wide chest with nicely pronounced pecs. Sculpted abs tapered down to a 
trim waist. Rock hard, everywhere. Dayum! 
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Gorgeous face. Killer body. Beautiful smile. He was, in a word, perfect. But there 
was no such thing as a perfect man, or a perfect anything else. So he was probably an 
asshole. 

Turning smartly on her heel, she walked away and left the dark-haired, Lord of 
the Rings action hero look-alike behind her. 
  

 
  

She’d been gracious, almost friendly, when Bix asked to work his sets in 
between hers. Then she went all aloof on him and stalked off in a huff. After that he 
kept a close eye on her from a distance. 

So this was Dr. Carinian Derrickson? The picture stashed in the back pocket of 
his shorts didn’t do the woman one whit of justice. She was clearly the finest milk 
chocolate skinned woman he’d ever seen. Damn, she had a killer body. Cut, well-
defined muscle. Nice curves in all the right places. Her features were classically Afro 
centric—firm full lips, mysterious smoky brown eyes, and thick naturally coiled hair. It 
was pulled back into a long ponytail. The casual style allowed him plenty of 
opportunity to memorize the lines of her beautiful face. The woman was, in a word, 
hot. Too bad she was his target. 

Thankful for his psychic abilities, Bix brushed gently against her mind and was 
puzzled. For some reason the woman was extremely uncomfortable in this place. He’d 
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have to be smooth if he wanted to get anywhere with her and made sure their meeting 
on the way to the front door was perfectly timed. 

Carin looked his way and smiled, her deep brown eyes expressive, warm. Then, 
as if she’d caught herself doing something she shouldn’t, those eyes glittered as cold 
and frosty as the sheet of ice covering everything in the parking lot. 

Bix ignored her body language. Then he caught her scent. He hadn’t noticed it 
before in the midst of all the sweaty bodies moving around the fitness club. It was 
times like this he wished his senses weren’t so keen. Something about the way this 
woman smelled made his gums tingle and burn. Made his incisors threaten to slip 
free. He clamped down on the strange reaction, willed his fangs to cease their mutiny 
and turned on the charm. 

“Hey there,” he called, plastering on his innocent-as-a-newborn smile. “You’re 
leaving, too?” 

“Yep.” Her answer was short and definitely intended to send a go-away 
message. He purposely didn’t get it. 

“I’m going across the street to get a bite to eat. Care to join me?” 
“I’m sorry, but I have an early day tomorrow.” The flat quality in her voice made 

it clear his charm wasn’t working. 
Oddly enough, her rebuff hit him square in the gut and he felt his facade slip 

just a hair. Ruthlessly squashing down the unexpectedly strong instinct to conquer, 
Bix got back to business. Carinian’s business. “Are you going to skip dinner 
altogether?” 
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“I don’t mean to be rude, but are you always this nosy with people you don’t 
know?” 

She stopped underneath an illuminated lamp in the parking lot and planted her 
fist on her hip. When her tennis shoe began to tap out an annoyed rhythm on the cold, 
icy ground, he cut her off before she could get her reprimand—and he was sure that’s 
what it would be—out of her mouth. 

Hands held up in the universal “you win” gesture, he backed up a step and kept 
right on smiling. “Look, I’m not asking you out on a date. We both just worked out and 
unless you’ve already had dinner, I’m sure you want to eat before it gets too late. I’m 
going right over there,” he said, pointing to the Village Inn restaurant across the 
street. “If you care to join me, please do. By the way, my name is Jon, Jon Bixler. My 
friends call me Bix.” 

He extended his hand and waited patiently for her to take it. She looked down 
at it like she expected it to turn into a Gila monster, but he held steady. Finally, she 
placed her smaller hand in his with a firm grip, though her face said her first 
impression of him hadn’t been decided yet. 

“Carinian,” she offered softly, eyeing him askance. 
“Nice to meet you,” he said casually, pumping her hand up and down. His smile 

remained plastered in place even when she didn’t say the same. Something inside of 
him wanted her to soften up a little, maybe even see him as a…as a what? Hell, he 
wasn’t sure. No, that wasn’t true, he knew exactly what he wanted. Her. But in his 
heart he knew it was impossible. This woman should never trust him. 
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Bix turned away and started towards his car. After three steps, he turned back 
again. One side of his mouth tipped up when Carinian’s right eyebrow rose a good 
inch. She probably wondered if he’d forgotten something. 

“I forgot to mention.” His voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper as he 
looked right and left. “I’m having the ribs.” 

His insides warmed when laughter bubbled right out of her. With a wink, he 
disappeared across the parking lot, leaving her shaking her head. But at least she was 
smiling. For the life of him, he couldn’t figure out why he cared.  
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SAMPLE FROM  

SYMPHONY OF NIGHT 
A CHRONICLES OF THE FALLEN NOVEL 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 
Two hundred years had passed since our 

worlds collided. Earth was no longer alone in the 
universe, that much we knew. However, 
discovering what…or maybe who…joined our world 
was not what we considered, alien. 

Supernatural beings in human form had 
long since been a part of the human race since the 
dawn of time. It was only in the last two centuries 
that we humans discovered their existence. 

The veil was lowered. 
The worlds collided. 
The barrier exploded. 
The doorway to their world closed. 
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The last one struck a hard chord inside my body. The doorway was permanently 
closed. What, exactly, does that mean? Can these creatures not return to their planet, 
or had Earth been theirs before the coming of Adam and Eve? 

No hard evidence had been brought forth to claim one race over the other. 
When the veil had been lowered, however, it was the human race who threatened to 
raise war on the unknown. The unknown. It seemed so informal now looking back on 
history. 

How could a country declare war on itself? How could one part of the world 
destroy the other half? How could you declare war on an enemy you couldn’t even 
see? You can’t. Well, at least you shouldn’t. 

That is where I come in. My name is Jacquelin Osbourne, Jac for short. I’m part 
of this world and I have no idea where I fit in. I’m Valkyrie and I have yet to discover 
what my powers actually do. I mean, I know what they do and what I could be capable 
of, I just have not actually learned how to do it, at least not yet. 

I seem to be the only one of my kind in existence left. The other females had 
apparently died in their lives on earth. From what I understand, only females can be 
born a Valkyrie. That was what my best friend, Rowan, told me. He’s a supernatural 
creature as well; he’s a Gargoyle. His name, Rowan, means compassion, and his 
tendency is to finish whatever he starts. He is tolerant and likes to help humanity. He 
is very active…and very attractive. He is generally warmhearted and gives freely of his 
time, energy, and sympathetic understanding. He has tolerance and acceptance of the 
frailties of others. 
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Every bit of the meaning of his name is Rowan. He is a Gargoyle through and 
through, and model swoon-worthy at that. The man has a body like a Greek god, and he 
possesses one when he’s stone. When he shifts, his head is that of an eagle, his body 
and back legs become lion, as well as a lion’s tail. His front legs are eagle talons and 
he has wings. He also informed me that when he’s fighting in a war, his body may be 
consumed by fire and used as a weapon. 

Rowan has been by my side since I was brought into the world. He looked over 
me while I was in the orphanage and the day I was adopted, he followed me home. 
Rowan tells me he’s close to four hundred years of age, but if he were to compare it to 
human years, he would be somewhere around twenty-seven. 

I, myself, am twenty-five human years. In Valkyrie years, I’m much older. I lost 
count as our body regenerates upon dying in battle. I do not recall who I was in my 
former lives, but every now and then, I’ll have a dream and I think my subconscious is 
trying to tell me who I am. 

Rowan is tall, close to six foot four, dark blond hair and deep blue eyes. The 
color reminds me of an evening storm settling into the twilight. He has this 
personality of not giving a shit what others think, and he always tries to make me 
laugh. 

He’s truly my best friend. Sometimes I find him staring at me and when I call 
him on it, he denies anything. When my girlfriend, Gretchen, told me she thought he 
may like me, more than a friend, I told her she was insane. But sometimes, I can see it 
in his eyes, the longing. 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

Startled from my thoughts when a bell rang in the background, I thought of 
Rowan and Gretchen. “Maybe I should hook you two up instead.” A slight twinge of 
jealousy plagued my mind and I thought better of it. I straightened my light pink 
sleeveless top and smiled as a customer entered my shop. 

I worked in a pawn shop in downtown New Orleans. The work paid pretty good 
and helped me in paying off my student loans. Loans for a degree I don't even use. 
Awesome, right? 

As the customers came into view, I realized they were not just customers, they 
were supernaturals, or ‘supes as some of us called them. Rowan was one of them and 
the other was tall, dangerously handsome and angelic in every possible way - one of 
the Archangels. 

It was all I could do to just smile without drooling. 
“Keep it in your pants, Osbourne,” Rowan teased with a raised brow. 
My throat cleared and I found myself standing a little taller in stature. 

“Whatever,” I whispered back. I offered a smile to the Archangel and asked, “How may 
I be of assistance today?” 

The angel stepped forward, his wings brilliant behind him while his aura of red 
glowed softly around him. His eyes stared into my own and for a moment, I feared I 
may jump over the counter and attack him. 

“I need some information, please,” he began. 
“Okay, I’ll definitely try. I can take a good guess at your name, but would you 

mind telling me who you are?” 
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He smiled and my goodness did the hair on my body stand at attention. “You 
may call me Michael.” 

“I knew it!” I exclaimed, then calmed myself after the look of death was 
received from Rowan. “I mean, I had assumed you were him, well, you were you. 
Whatever. How may I help you, Michael?” 

He shook his head no and leaned on the counter, then motioned for me to come 
closer. No problem there. I leaned toward him and inhaled gently, taking in the scent 
of ginger, cinnamon, and what could only be described as morning sunrise. I smiled. 

“What I need is a stone and I heard you may have access to such things.” 
I glanced to Rowan who nodded once, then back to Michael. This was no 

ordinary visit. First an Archangel, which usually meant trouble was in your midst. Now, 
said Archangel wanted one of the stones. 

“I have stones. Is there one in particular you may be looking for?” I nibbled on 
my bottom lip, a nervous habit I picked up as a child. I glanced over to Rowan for a 
moment and he managed to raise a brow at me. 

I mouthed, What? 
He shook his head as he rolled his eyes. 
I mouthed, Bitch, and he could only smirk. 
Michael glanced from Rowan then back to me. “I am looking for a Hag stone.” 
“A hag stone?” I asked him softly. 
Michael raised his brow again as he leaned in closer. “No, the Hag stone.” 
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I swallowed hard and lowered my gaze, then pulled away from the counter and 
glanced sideways to Rowan. I found him watching me and if I were to say no, and my 
life were to be in jeopardy, he would instantly save me, getting me out of harm’s way.  

Instead, I took a deep breath and righted myself, then looked back to Michael. 
“I don’t have it.” 

“What?” he asked with slight irritation in his tone as the red in his aura 
intensified. 

I shook my head and made myself stand tall. “I do not have it…here.” I never 
lied, and would never lie to an Archangel, but I just did. I didn’t have the stone and I 
had no idea where it might have been, but I couldn’t tell him that! 

“Right,” he mumbled and turned to face Rowan. “Find it and bring it to me.” He 
glanced back to me, then to Rowan once more. “There is another war coming and this 
time, I cannot protect you from it. If this comes to pass, we all fight, not just Heaven 
and Hell.” Michael turned toward the exit and left us alone. Well, alone in the sense it 
was only Rowan and myself at the counter. There were patrons in the shop but with 
the background noise and constant chattering, it was highly doubtful anyone heard 
anything. 

Hell, at least I hoped. 
“What was that all about?” I asked Rowan. 
He shook his head and leaned onto the counter. His dark blue eyes seemed 

cloudy with thought. His hair hung slightly in his eyes. I reached forward and brushed 
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it from his face. “Stop that,” he whispered with a smile. “It seems there is talk of war, 
once again, among the humans.” 

“Rowan,” I sighed and leaned my back against the wall behind me, then 
crossed my arms over my chest. “We look just like them. They cannot see our true 
form unless we show them. How on earth will they know who they are attacking?” 

He lowered his gaze and offered a slight shrug. “Probably someone turning on 
their own kind?” He looked up at me and continued, “The only way the humans could 
attack is if they had a target location, and the way the American military works, there 
is no way in Hell anyone would fire first and ask questions later. If there is the 
possibility of any innocents in the area, no attacks would happen.” 

“Wow,” I whispered and considered this for a moment. “What about countries 
that, for a lack of better terms, give no fucks?” 

Rowan shook his head once more. “No fucks shall be given and we would 
definitely be attacked, no matter what.” 

“So what’s to stop a third world country then?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Then why does Michael need the stone?” 
“To guarantee our safety. He is looking for a way out. He is seeking solace back 

in our world, or possibly another.” 
“What?” I exclaimed. “Seriously? How? I thought the portal had closed?” 
“It did,” he told me, “but it seems something has been trying to tap through by 

sending some sort of cryptic message.” 
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“Wow, so Nancy Drew!” 
Rowan tilted his head. “So who?” 
“Oh, never mind. Stories I read in the homes I was in before the adoption went 

through. She was a sleuth who…” 
Rowan interrupted me with a smile. “Jac?” 
I sighed and smiled at him. “Yeah?” 
“I don’t care.” 
I waved him off. “Whatever. Can I get you something? I’m off in about an hour. 

We can start our looking for the Hag stone.” 
“So long as you keep that word to yourself. No one needs to know we’re looking 

for it.” 
I nodded in agreement, then glanced up to see someone watching me, someone 

very familiar and someone I did not care to see, if ever again. I sighed and shook my 
head, then lowered my gaze. 

“Rowan? Do me a favor.” 
“Sure, what do you need?” 
I glanced up once more to the window and red eyes stared back into mine. “Go 

talk to Samuel. Tell him whatever he heard, he can forget about it. We do NOT need his 
help.” Upon hearing his name, a sadistic grin was placed upon Samuel’s features and I 
frowned. 

“Come on now, you like it when I helped you before, didn’t you?” 
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His voice whispered in my head and I growled as I  gritted my teeth. “Get the 
fuck out of my head, asshole!” 

“I got this,” Rowan informed me and stepped toward the door. I watched as 
Samuel turned his attention to the now shifted Gargoyle with his magnificent wings 
expanding the width of the large sidewalk. “You need to go.” It amazed me how deep 
Rowan’s voice became after he shifted. It was so sexy. 

Samuel leaned against the wall and chuckled. “You have no idea who you’re 
dealing with, do you?” 

“I do and I don’t care. She asked for you to leave. Fucking her over once was 
enough. Why are you here?” 

Hearing Rowan’s words struck a hard nerve. A few years ago, I went out with 
girlfriends to a bar and who did I meet? The incubus himself, Samuel. I wanted a taste 
of Heaven and Hell and had agreed to go back to his place. Worst mistake of my life. 
Best sex ever, but worst mistake. 

“I have a way to lock down the location of the stone. She needs my help.” 
“The hell she does!” Rowan yelled loud enough to draw attention. I winced and 

pretended to wipe down the counters while I watched. “You’ve done enough damage. 
Just leave her be.” 

“Or you’ll do what?” Samuel smirked. “Stand by and watch while others make 
a play for her? Shit or get off the pot, fucker. She won’t be available forever.” 

Suddenly, Rowan’s body was engulfed with flames. 
“Oh shit,” I whispered to myself. 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

Samuel smiled wide. “Oh, right, because I’m not made of fire myself.” 
A woman caught my attention as she stepped up beside me. Her hand touched 

my bare arm and I flinched. Looking over, I smiled at Ana, the one who had tamed 
Samuel. Her long, light blond hair was set in curls and hung to her mid back. Her 
wings, formerly white feathered but now black and leathered, hung pulled into her 
backside. Her jet black orbs gazed into my own. “It would be prudent for him to help 
you, you know. Set aside the ego and allow him to do what he does best.” 

“Wow. Okay, so no, I can’t, and I won’t set aside my ego,” I air quoted the words 
and continued. “He fucked me over really bad. Last thing I need is Samuel to interfere 
for his own personal gain.” 

She smiled and nodded. “I understand, but if I were involved in aiding the 
capture of said stone, would that help?” 

“No, not really.” 
She sighed and nodded. “Didn’t hurt to ask. But if I were to guarantee the 

safety of the stone to Michael?” 
I considered her offer for a moment, then reluctantly nodded yes. “Can we get 

this on contract? Contracts are his specialty.” I motioned with my head toward 
Samuel and when I glanced outside, I gasped. “Well, we should stop this fight before it 
actually begins.” 

Ana laughed and headed toward the door. “Agreed.” She was outside the door 
before I could stop her. “Samuel, stop! We have a way in!” 
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SAMPLE FROM  

RELIQUARY 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE RELIQUARY SERIES 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

The night before everything fell apart was 
the best of my life—the last purely happy, 
uncomplicated hours I would ever have. Looking 
back, I’m amazed by how lies can soothe the 
soul, quell every fear, blind you to reality in the 
most pleasant of ways. Not forever, of course. 
And only if you really want to buy into the 
illusion. But back then, I did. Even as the truth 
sharpened its knives and hunted me down, I 
refused to see it. 

I was too worried about whether I’d made 
enough deviled eggs. 

“We really could have had this catered,” 
Mom said, stopping to rub my back as I balanced 

each egg half on the platter and then sprinkled them all with paprika. 
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I blew a lock of curly hair off my forehead. Outside I could hear laughter and the 
faint caress of Lake Michigan against the shore. “How many people are out there?” I 
asked, ignoring her comment. “Should I do another dozen?” It’s my engagement party 
and I want to feed people, I had said. Just appetizers and beer. I’ll be done with plenty 
of time to spare. 

Ugh. My mother was right. Again. 
Her soft hands closed over my wrists. “We’ll have plenty. But Mattie, you need 

to be on the deck with Ben, not stuck in the kitchen. Your guests want to congratulate 
you—that’s the whole point of the party! Let me finish this up.” She held up my hands 
and glanced at my fingernails, short but coated with a bright-orange polish that set off 
my mustard-yellow dress and strawberry blond hair. “You’ll ruin these if you keep this 
up.” Smiling, she grabbed a dishrag and wiped a smear of mayonnaise off my ring 
finger, and the diamond that now lived there sparkled in the light. “Look—you’ve 
already done all the prep on the peperoncini wraps and bruschetta. I’ve got this 
covered. Go.” 

I glanced out to where my fiancé (fiancé!) was standing, a bottle of beer in one 
hand, flashing that smile that could melt glaciers. His hair ruffled in the breeze off the 
lake, the sun glinting off golden strands. I bit my lip and stared. Seriously—how had I 
gotten so lucky? “You sure, Mom? I feel terrible leaving you with all this work.” 

She chuckled and shook her head. “Honey, that’s my job.” 
My mind skipped through memories of all the times she’d rescued me from my 

own ambitious schemes. Like when I’d taken on decorations for the senior prom (DIY 
string chandeliers are harder than they look, damn you, Internet!), or the time I’d 
decided that I totally had time to make three hundred cupcakes for my sorority’s 
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homecoming party despite the fact that I had to cheer in the actual homecoming 
game. “I guess I’m the queen of biting off more than I can chew.” I sighed. “Sorry.” 

She pulled me into a hug, brushing my unruly hair off my face. “It’s just one of 
your many charming qualities.” She inclined her head toward Ben, and when I turned, 
he was watching the two of us, his honey-brown eyes full of affection and invitation. 
“And clearly Ben thinks so, too.” 

“Remind him of that after he takes a look at the supply closet at the clinic, 
okay?” I nodded as he beckoned me to come outside. “I might have tried to install a 
new shelving system while he was fishing with Dad yesterday.” Ben had told me that 
it was my practice, too, even though he was the vet and I was just the lab tech and 
assistant. I’d wanted to show him I could pull my weight. And I could . . . but 
unfortunately, the new shelving system could not. 

I explained the catastrophe that had once been Ben’s tidy closet. Mom just 
said, “We can get Dad over there to take a look at it tomorrow morning. He gets a kick 
out of fixing other people’s messes.” One of the reasons my dad was the most popular 
real estate agent in Sheboygan was that he actually seemed to enjoy patching holes 
and installing crown molding, and it certainly helped with sales. 

“You guys are the best parents. I don’t deserve you.” 
Mom handed me the egg platter. “Pay me back by making sure Grandpa’s 

having a decent time, okay?” 
“You got it.” I grinned. “I’m a ray of sunshine. I even dressed the part.” I kissed 

her cheek and scooted through the open sliding door to the deck, where I set the 
platter on a table already crowded with food. 

A warm hand closed over my arm. “Finally,” Ben said, his voice full of gentle 
teasing. 
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I leaned my head back and let him kiss me, savoring the taste of beer on his 
lips. “Mm. I think I read somewhere that anticipation is a fine aphrodisiac.” 

He laughed, and it accentuated the adorable dimple in his right cheek. “Is that 
what this was? I thought maybe you were avoiding me because of the supply closet.” 

“You weren’t scheduled to go in until tomorrow!” 
His arm slid around my waist, and he pulled me against his muscular body. “I 

had to go pick up some eyedrops for Barley.” His aging golden was falling apart at the 
seams, but Ben was determined to give him a good life for as long as possible. “And 
it’s okay, really. It’ll be easy to fix.” 

I buried my face against his shoulder. “You are amazing.” 
He tipped my chin up. “And I’m marrying an amazing woman. Come on. Your 

friend Chelsea’s just gotten here, and I know you haven’t seen her in a while. Also, a 
couple of your aunts and uncles have already asked me when you’ll appear. We need 
to greet your guests.” 

Your guests. 
I laced my fingers with Ben’s and looked out over my parents’ sprawling 

backyard, crowded with my extended family and everyone from my mother’s book 
club to my preschool gymnastics coach. Chelsea, my best friend from college, lifted 
her glass and grinned from her spot at the makeshift bar next to the pool. 

“They’re not all mine,” I said quietly. Feeling lame, I waved toward Franz, one of 
a handful of Ben’s patients (or, rather, the family members of Ben’s patients) I had 
invited to beef up his part of the guest list. 

Ben laughed as Franz waved back enthusiastically, looking a little lost and 
desperate as he stood among a group of my parents’ church friends. “I’m really 
flattered he decided to come,” Ben said. “He’s much more comfortable surrounded by 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

books and wine.” A professor of anthropology at University of Wisconsin–Sheboygan, 
Franz had invited us over to his home a time or two, where I spent the evening playing 
with his dachshund, Lemmie, and Ben and Franz huddled in his library discussing lofty 
topics they claimed were too boring for me to sit through. 

“I’m glad he came, too.” I bit my lip. “But he’s not your family. We could have 
invited Asa, you know.” 

Ben’s grip turned to iron. “You can’t be serious.” 
“Come on, Ben. He’s your brother.” 
“Listen, even if we could find him, and even if he were sober enough to show up, 

trust me—you don’t want my brother here.” His jaw clenched over the tremble in his 
voice. “And I don’t, either. He’s a criminal. A lowlife. He’s—” 

“Ben, he’s the only family you’ve got left.” My heart ached for him. His mother 
had taken off when Ben was only a toddler, and he and Asa had been raised by their 
father, who had died a few years back. “Weddings bring people together!” 

“But with some people, that’s more of a curse than a blessing.” 
“You don’t think he’d be happy for you?” 
“Mattie, the last time we saw each other, he threatened to kill me.” 
“What?” My eyes went wide. “You never mentioned that before!” 
He bowed his head and shrugged. “It was a long time ago, and I don’t like to 

talk about it. But Asa’s just . . . he’s messed up. He’s got rage inside of him. And he’s 
always been jealous of me. Do you think it would help if he got a good long look at all 
of this?” 

I leaned my head on his shoulder. “I just wish you two could find your way back 
to each other. Family is important.” 
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“I’m building a new family, Mattie. And there’s no one I’d rather do it with.” He 
shoved his left hand in his pocket, and I knew his fingers were running over his lucky 
agate. Just one of the odd, endearing habits that had made me fall deeper in love with 
him. I watched his face as he took a deep breath and closed his eyes. And when he 
opened them, he smiled down at me. His hand rose from his pocket to stroke my 
cheek. “You are so beautiful,” he murmured. 

I shivered with sudden pleasure. His touch was like a drug to me, and I was the 
happiest of addicts. As his fingertips trailed down my throat, my entire body tingled, 
and my hands balled in the fabric of his shirt, barely keeping me from sliding my 
palms up under it to feel his bare skin. “Do you think anyone would notice if we 
disappeared for a few minutes?” 

My old bedroom was a few steps away, and I was already envisioning myself on 
the bed. His grip on my hips would be bruising and delicious. My body was already 
slick and soft and hot. It felt like I was one deft touch away from having an orgasm, 
right there on the deck. Ben’s hand spread across my back, steadying me, and he 
glanced down at my flushed cheeks with an appreciative grin. “What were you saying 
about anticipation?” 

“Screw it. Or, wait, screw me. That would be even better.” 
“If someone doesn’t bring me a damn plate of food, I’m going to starve!” said a 

gravelly voice to my left. 
Ben released me instantly and clasped his hands behind his back, like a little 

boy caught stealing. My reaction wasn’t much better—I slapped my hands over my 
warm cheeks and turned toward the source of the complaint. “Grandpa! I-I was just 
coming to find you.” 
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Grandpa looked up at me from his wheelchair. Dad had parked him in the 
corner of the deck so that he could look out over the lawn. His wide-brimmed straw 
hat shaded his watery, red-rimmed eyes, and his gnarled hands were clawed over the 
armrests. “Yes, that much was obvious.” 

Great. Grandpa had probably heard every word of my scheme to sneak in a 
quickie with my boyfriend (fiancé!). I blushed from my forehead to my toes. Could I 
just control myself for once in my life? “What would you like, Grandpa? Summer roll? 
Deviled eggs?” 

“Surprise me.” 
Grabbing a plate and a napkin, I listened to Ben doing his best to make nice—

and to Grandpa having none of it. I scooped up a few appetizers from each platter and 
turned just in time to see Ben reaching out to shake Grandpa’s hand. When my 
grandpa didn’t let go of the armrests, Ben saved face by giving Grandpa’s hand a 
friendly pat. 

Grandpa jerked away like he’d been burned, first glaring at the back of his liver-
spotted hand and then up at Ben. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he 
snapped. 

Ben blinked down at his fingers, the shock on his face similar to my own. 
“I’m . . . sorry?” 

“You should be,” Grandpa growled. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re up to, 
boy.” 

“Try the eggs!” I said, rushing forward with the plate and nearly tripping in my 
strappy sandals. Stepping between my gaping fiancé and the tight-lipped old man 
who for some inexplicable reason had chosen the occasion of my engagement party to 
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lose his mind, I put the plate in Grandpa’s lap because hey, snacks can fix nearly 
anything. (Despite everything that’s happened, I still believe that.) 

“Mattie, I think I’m going to . . . um . . . I’m going to go make sure Franz is having 
a good time,” Ben said. 

I threw him an apologetic look over my shoulder. “I’ll be there in a few.” 
Grandpa didn’t touch the food. His hands were shaking as I knelt next to him, 

my sunny skirt fanning around me. “Grandpa,” I said gently. “Are you okay?” 
“Don’t take that tone with me,” he said, though his voice had lost its edge. “My 

hospice nurse uses the same damn voice when I dare to express an opinion about 
anything other than whether I would or would not care for raisins in my oatmeal.” His 
tremulous fingers clutched at mine, and he sighed. “Never get old, Mattie.” 

“I won’t.” My chest squeezed with regret. Just a few weeks ago, the doctors had 
announced he only had months to live. He looked okay—apart from the rattling cough 
that kept him up nights and the fatigue and pain meds that made him groggy during 
too many of his waking hours—but lung cancer was taking him down. After the doctors’ 
verdict, my parents had shipped him all the way to Wisconsin from his home in 
Arizona so they could take care of him until the end. They’d said it was the best thing 
for him, and to my surprise he hadn’t objected. But he didn’t seem too happy about it—
especially because everyone was tiptoeing around him like he was going to keel over 
any second. I tried to take a different approach. “Hey. In exchange for not using the 
you’re-a-crazy-old-man voice, I want to know what just happened with Ben.” 

He grunted. “It was nothing.” 
“Nothing? You refused to shake my fiancé’s hand! I mean, if you overheard us 

just now, that was as much my fault as—” 
“Mattie, how much do you know about him, really?” 
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“We’ve been together for three years!” 
“That doesn’t mean you know his secrets.” 
I frowned. “How about you tell me what you’re getting at?” 
Grandpa rubbed at his chest as he looked over at the lawn, where Ben was 

mingling like a pro. “Ask him.” 
Frustration began to creep in. Seriously, he had to pick this night to get all 

protective of my virtue? They’d spoken for two minutes. What could have gone that 
wrong that fast? “Grandpa, what did he say to you that has you this upset?” 

“Find out everything you can about him. You owe it to yourself.” He turned back 
to me, his chin trembling. “You and I haven’t spoken much since your grandma died.” 

I looked away, ashamed. “I’m sorry. I should have written more.” Or called. Or 
visited. 

“Come have lunch with me tomorrow?” 
“I have to work.” 
“Tuesday, then.” 
“Okay.” I’d have to arrange with Jan, our practice manager, to cover the waiting 

room during what was usually her lunch break, but that wasn’t anything a box of Girl 
Scout cookies couldn’t fix. 

“Mattie?” Ben called from the lawn. “The girl cousins are here.” His tone said, 
Help. 

My aunt Rena’s four teenage daughters were a handful. I stood up and 
smoothed my skirt. “I’d better get down there before they stick one of their iPhones 
in Dad’s speaker dock and turn this into a rave.” 

Grandpa squinted up at me. “Are you speaking English?” 
“Never mind.” I rubbed his shoulder. “Enjoy those eggs.” 
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I floated over to Ben, the incident already behind me. This was my engagement 
party, and I was marrying the love of my life. Nothing—and especially not my cranky old 
grandpa—was going to ruin it. 

 
 

 
I took out my dangly earrings and laid them on the dresser, listening to Ben 

give Barley a pep talk in the other room. The poor old dog had pooped all over our 
living room rug while we were at the party, seemingly too confused to find his way to 
the doggy door just a few feet away. Ben had taken one look, given me a kiss and a 
gentle shove toward the bedroom, and told me he would handle it. And he had, like he 
handled so many things. I smiled as I listened to the affectionate lilt of his voice and 
ran my hand down the front of my silky sapphire-blue baby-doll nightgown. I’d been a 
gymnast and a cheerleader all the way through college and was still in good shape. 
Those athlete’s muscles had softened a bit since I’d abandoned the sidelines for the 
somewhat more sedentary life of a vet tech, but Ben loved my curves (and my 
flexibility), and I loved to show them off. 

The nightie was beautiful, but I didn’t expect to be wearing it for long. 
I looked in the mirror and fluffed my hair, not that it needed fluffing. My curls 

were practically light as air anyway, a mass of tight strawberry blond spirals with 
their own ideas about what to do. When I’d said that they were impossible to tame, 
Ben had said they were just like me. 
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How much do you know about him, really? Grandpa’s voice whispered in my 
thoughts. 

“He’s all set,” Ben said as he strode into the room. “Whoa,” he added as he 
caught sight of me standing near the dresser. His hand dipped into his pocket like a 
reflex. “I’m the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet.” 

“It wasn’t luck, babe,” I said, taking in his tall, muscular silhouette. Just looking 
at him made my chest ache. I could never get enough of him. Every touch was a 
temptation I couldn’t resist. More than that, he seemed charmed by my kookiest 
ideas, and when I got in a mood he could calm me with a mere stroke of his fingers. 
Ben had always seemed perfect to me, from the moment we met. But was he too 
perfect? “Hey, so now that everything’s official . . .” 

Ben’s eyebrows rose. “Yeah?” 
“Is there anything you think we don’t know about each other?” 
“What?” he said with a surprised chuckle. “You mean like some deep, dark 

secret?” He took a step closer to me. 
“I guess.” 
His smile flickered like a flame in a breeze. “If I did, would it drive you away?” 
My heart did a back handspring. “Is that a yes?” 
His handsome face, so electric when he smiled, turned to stone. “Do you want 

to be driven away? Is this a cold-feet thing?” 
“No, of course not. I just thought we should get everything out before the 

wedding. No surprises.” 
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“Everyone has their dark side.” Then he smirked. “Like you, whenever you see a 
recruitment ad for the army.” 

“They’re fighting for our country, and we repay their sacrifice with a broken-
down system and inadequate health care! Wait—you’re trying to turn this around on 
me, aren’t you?” 

“What do you expect me to say, Mattie? It sounds like you want me to confess 
to stuff that could upset you, and I’m not so eager to do that.” His gaze slid down my 
body. “Especially not while you’re wearing that.” 

The hungry look on his face sent a rush of heat between my legs. Focus, Mattie, 
focus. “I don’t want you to make up stuff. I just . . .” My arms rose from my sides, as if I 
were reaching for the truth. “My grandpa—” 

“Is that what this is about? Oh, Mattie. He just can’t picture you as anything 
other than his little granddaughter. He’s not ready to accept you as a grown woman.” 

“But—” 
“Think about what we were talking about right when he interrupted us, Mattie.” 
“Yeah, I know.” The humiliating memory brought the flush back to my cheeks. 
“See? I could have offered him another ten years to live, and he still would 

have been pissed at me.” 
I sagged a little at the thought that my grandpa might not even have that many 

months to live, let alone years. “He told me to make sure I really knew who I was 
marrying.” 

“And you don’t think you know?” 
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I crossed my arms over my chest. “I don’t want to fight,” I muttered, resenting 
Grandpa for planting seeds of doubt in my head. “Never mind.” 

“Uh-uh. You can’t ask me things like this and not expect an answer.” He 
reached up and began to unbutton his shirt. “You’re marrying Benjamin Michael Ward. 
I’m thirty-one years old and got my DVM from the University of Wisconsin.” He 
reached up to hold the anchor pendant, which he’d told me was a symbol of hope, that 
hung from a thin platinum chain around his neck. 

“By any measure, I live a charmed life,” he continued. “A long time ago I made 
the decision to live in the present and to grab every moment of happiness as if it was 
the last, because I knew it might be.” He peeled his shirt back from his muscular torso 
and revealed his one imperfection: the faded scar and lump of his pacemaker just 
beneath his skin, high on the left side of his chest. “I like to think of myself as a bionic 
man, but the truth is, I need to be hooked up to a battery so I don’t faint at the top of 
a flight of stairs or while I’m trying to cross the street. See, my heart beats too slow 
sometimes . . . unless I’m in the same room with you, in which case it races like a 
goddamn Thoroughbred.” 

My own heart fluttered as I took in the hard edge of his jaw. “Ben . . .” 
“No, Mattie,” he said quietly. “I’m just getting started.” He let his shirt fall to 

the floor. “I love animals more than anything in this world—except my beautiful fiancée. 
From the moment I met her, my life was changed. Everything got brighter and more 
exciting. Even bad days were more interesting.” He came to a stop a few feet away, his 
fingers working their way over the lucky stone in his pocket, his talisman. Slowly, he 
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pulled it up and held it out, concentric rings of white and coral and umber, polished by 
the constant stroke of his fingers. “I have a few odd habits, but I think everyone does. 
I have a few flaws, but I hope they aren’t fatal. And there is one thing I want right now, 
enough to beg for it.” 

I had to grab for the dresser to steady myself as he closed the distance 
between us. “What do you want that much?” I asked, breathless. 

“You, beneath me.” 
He reached out and pulled the warm curved edge of the stone along my upper 

arm, and that was all it took. Waves of pleasure rippled out from that tiny point of 
contact, making my muscles clench with need. I whimpered as he slid the agate along 
my chest and throat, following its path with his tongue until he reached my mouth. “Is 
that what you wanted to know?” he whispered against my lips. 

I nodded frantically, needing him inside me more than I need sunshine and 
oxygen and french fries. 

“Any other questions?” he murmured as he set the stone on the dresser. 
“No.” My hands were already on his skin. “I shouldn’t have doubted, even for a 

minute.” 
Ben leaned back and paused, his gaze intense as he took in the love-drunk look 

on my face. For a split second, it looked like he wanted to say more. But he just 
grinned. “Perfect,” he murmured. “Absolutely perfect.” 

He scooped me up and carried me to the bed, all my worries forgotten. 
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I woke with a start to the sound of tires squealing on asphalt and winced as 
beams of morning sunlight hit me square in the face. Cramming the pillow over my 
ears, I groaned. “Finn York has had his license for all of three days, and he’s going to 
get himself killed,” I said. “Do you think I should talk to his mom?” Our neighbor was 
a third-shift nurse at the hospital, and her kid took full advantage of it. “Ben?” 

I turned over to see that Ben’s side of the bed was empty, then glanced toward 
the bathroom, wondering if he’d simply jumped in the shower early. He wasn’t in 
there, either. “Ben?” 

Frowning at the silence, I pulled on my robe and grabbed for my phone. Usually, 
if Ben wasn’t in bed with me when I awoke, he was in the kitchen, making me 
breakfast. But the air wasn’t scented with coffee or bacon . . . and there were no texts 
from him explaining where the heck he’d gone. I told myself to play it cool, since he 
was probably planning something crazy romantic in an effort to surprise me. 

My self-control lasted approximately five seconds before I jammed my thumb 
onto the screen of my phone. 

The unmistakable sound of Ben’s ringtone wafted through the open window of 
our bedroom. It was the flying theme from E.T., his favorite old movie. I grinned—he 
might be trying to surprise me, but he’d just given himself away. Feeling clever, I 
waited for him to answer so I could tell him he was busted. 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

It went to voice mail. I padded to the window and peeked out. His car was in the 
driveway, but he was nowhere to be seen. “Are you hiding?” I murmured, then hit his 
number again. 

Immediately the ringtone sounded off again, somewhere very nearby, but I got 
his voice mail again. I chuckled and sent him a text. 

Ready or not, here I come. 
I slid on my slippers and headed for the door, fully expecting to find flowers in 

the entryway or pastries on the porch swing . . . nothing. I called his phone again. 
Maybe this was less a game of hide-and-seek and more of a treasure hunt? I pulled my 
robe a little tighter around me as I walked slowly up the driveway, following the 
soaring music to its source. 

His phone lay on the road right next to our mailbox, the screen shattered. And 
right next to it was a long black tire mark that immediately reminded me of the sound 
that had awakened me a few minutes ago. 

I picked up the phone and clutched it against my chest. “Ben?” I whispered, 
looking up and down the street. My gaze fell to the mailbox, and my stomach dropped. 
Something red was crusted on the side, and the hatch wasn’t fully closed. With 
unsteady fingers, I flicked the mailbox open. 

Sitting on Saturday’s mail, its wire lead dangling limp, was the battery that 
helped keep my bionic man alive. 

 
WANT TO READ MORE? 
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SAMPLE FROM  

MARKED 
THE FIRST NOVEL IN THE SERVANTS OF FATE SERIES 

 
PROLOGUE 

 
The chauffeur drove them home from the 

hospital, maneuvering the amphibious limousine 
smoothly through the waist-deep canals in the 
Back Bay neighborhood. When he pulled to a 
stop and popped the roof hatch, the oppressive 
heat stung Cacy’s tear-streaked face. The driver 
held out a hand to lift her onto the dock. She 
ignored it and scrambled out by herself, her 
sundress fanning out around her skinny, bruised 
legs. Her father, elegant and lean in his 
miraculously unwrinkled three-piece, climbed out 
after her. 

She followed him up the polished stone 
walkway and stood with him in the vaulted foyer of their home, thinking his face 
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looked as gray and sickly as the disease-filled water lapping at the dock outside. His 
eyes searched hers. Then he nodded slowly and unclasped the heavy silver medallion 
from the thin chain he always wore around his neck. The Scope. Door to the Veil, 
window to the Afterlife. His thumb skimmed over the disk’s elaborately etched 
surface, and the center became shimmery and transparent.  

“You’ll come see her off with me,” he said quietly. His fingers closed around the 
edges of the medallion and pulled, stretching it into an oval with a gauzy film at its 
center. He yanked it even wider and held it in front of Cacy, the surface swirling like a 
giant soap bubble. “It’s time you better understood the family business, anyway. Step 
through.” 

His voice was so calm it both shocked and steadied her. He’d never allowed her 
to go into the Veil before, no matter how many times she’d begged. She’d seen her 
sister and brothers step through the Scope many times, but her father had always 
told her she was too young. Now she finally had her chance . . . and she was shamefully 
afraid.  

She slid trembling fingers along the glossy skin of the bubble and gasped as 
her fingertips sank in with a soft slurping sound. “Is this going to hurt?” 

The thunder of her father’s laughter was too loud to be comforting. “Not 
physically. Go on. I’ll be right behind you.” 

When she didn’t move, he sighed. “Stay next to me, then.” He stepped up close 
and held the silver-framed portal over their heads, then brought it down around them, 
letting it drop all the way to the floor.  
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A splintery, bone-hard chill instantly enclosed Cacy. She pressed herself to her 
father’s side and squinted at her surroundings. She was in the same spot, still in the 
foyer, but everything looked . . . dead. The color had bled from the rich mahogany 
floors and colorful tapestries that adorned the vaulted corridor in front of them, 
leaving them a dull gray. 

Her father held her shoulders and guided her as she stepped outside the 
boundary of the shiny metal ring of the Scope. He bent over, picked up the silver-white 
circle, and pressed at its edges until it was small and solid once again. A moment 
later, he reclipped the still-glowing disk to the chain around his neck.  

Cacy coughed as the icy air of the Veil filled her lungs. Her father’s long, narrow 
fingers closed around her wrist. “You’ll get used to it. Come.” 

He led her along the main corridor of their home, a replica of the nineteenth-
century brownstones that used to line the streets of their Boston neighborhood. The 
originals had all been destroyed fifty years earlier in the Great Flood of 2049.  

The plastic heels of Cacy’s patent-leather shoes were silent on the hardwood 
floors, now strangely spongy beneath her feet, though her heart beat a deafening 
rhythm in her ears as they approached the door of her mother’s library. Her father’s 
grip tightened when she began to pull away. He spun around and crouched so that his 
gaunt gray face was right in front of hers. In the Veil, the shadows under his eyes were 
deadly deep.  
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“This is the last time she’ll ever get to see you, so I need you to get that scared 
look off your face, my darling.” His strained smile made Cacy’s stomach hurt. “Show 
her your beautiful smile so that she can hold on to it forever. You can cry later.” 

Cacy sniffled and nodded as he pulled out a silk handkerchief and wiped the 
tears from her face. Her father stood back and appraised her, and then abruptly 
pulled her toward the closed door. She flinched as her face plunged into the carved 
wood. Its surface gave way gently, like gelatin, and flowed closed behind her as she 
stumbled through.  

When she opened her eyes, her dead mother was standing in front of her. Mara 
Ferry’s fingers skimmed along the spines of her precious books. Her smile was as sad 
as her husband’s.  

“The Charon himself comes to see me off,” she said lightly. She raised her chin 
and set her shoulders. “I’m glad it’s you.”  

“You know I wouldn’t have allowed anyone else to do it.” He released Cacy’s 
arm so he could embrace his wife, bowing his head to press his cheek to hers. Her 
eyes closed, but not in time to stop a tear from rolling down her face, now rounded 
and full. She was still clothed in her hospital gown and robe, but she wasn’t emaciated 
and ghoulishly pale, as she had been a few hours ago when Cacy had walked away 
from her bedside for the last time. 

Cacy shivered. She’d heard stories about Moros, Lord of the Kere. 
Her father nodded and touched his forehead to her mother’s. “After all the 

suffering you experienced, he wanted it to be painless.” 
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“It was.” 
“I will pay him his commission later. He wishes you a safe journey, but he did 

not come in person because he didn’t want to frighten Cacia.” 
Her mother inclined her head toward Cacy. “Thank you for bringing her.” 
He nodded and stepped aside, hovering close.  
Cacy’s mother turned to her, arms open. “Baby, don’t be scared.” 
“I’m not,” Cacy replied automatically, tensing in an effort to stop shaking. 
Her mother smiled, and when she hugged Cacy, her body was warm. Cacy 

snuggled in, unable to hold back her tears. “Don’t go,” she whimpered. 
“I must. But don’t ever forget me, all right?” She took Cacy’s face in her hands. 

“I wish I could have seen what you’ll become, because I know it’s going to be great. 
And take care of your father for me.” 

“I will.”  
“Mara, it’s time,” Cacy’s father said, his voice choked. 
Her mother nodded. “I’m ready.” She gave Cacy a lingering kiss on the forehead 

and let her daughter go. 
The tortured look on the Charon’s face said he wasn’t ready to say good-bye, 

but that didn’t stop him. He pulled the Scope off its chain again, flipped it over, and 
swiped his thumb across it. This time, the center sparked blinding white. He sagged in 
relief.  

“Heaven,” he whispered.  
Cacy’s mother chuckled. “You were worried Hell awaited my arrival?” 
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He straightened. “Never.” He gave her a wicked smile. “Well, there was that one 
time . . .” 

She slapped his arm playfully. “Not in front of Cacy.” But her arms wrapped 
over his shoulders, and she kissed him fiercely. Cacy didn’t understand the loose, 
rolling feeling in her belly as she watched them. 

Patrick Ferry’s hands stroked down his wife’s back. The disk flashed between 
his fingers as he pinched the edges and stretched it wide behind her. He moaned as 
he pulled back from her kiss and looked into her eyes. “I promise you, I swear, I will 
make sure Heaven is my future as well. I will find you again.” 

Her mother nodded. Finally, she tore her gaze from her husband’s and winked 
at Cacy. “It is time for my next adventure, my love. Wish me luck.” 

“Bye, Mommy,” Cacy whispered. She sank back against a squishy wall of books, 
her eyes blurred by tears.  

Her father’s arms formed a cage around her mother’s slight frame. Her mother 
turned to face the blinding, pulsing door to Heaven in his hands. His chest expanded 
once more, and then he stepped back and pulled the ring over her, sliding the glowing 
light all the way down to her feet, letting it swallow her whole. There was a gasp, the 
last thing Cacy heard from her mother.  

With tears streaming down his solemn face, Cacy’s father lifted the ring and 
held it in front of him. A glittering gold coin flew from its center and hit his chest 
before falling to the hardwood. He scooped it up and turned it over in his hand, then 
shoved it into his pocket. His payment for delivering his wife to the Afterlife.  
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One gold coin for a lifetime of lost happiness. 

 

CHAPTER ONE  

FIFTEEN YEARS LATER  

 
Eli Margolis shouldered his rucksack and edged his way into the aisle of the 

crowded bus. The passengers around him were slowly getting to their feet, fanning 
themselves and plucking at their sweat-drenched clothing. But after twenty-four hours 
on various forms of mass transport, with his legs crammed into seats clearly designed 
for much smaller people, Eli was in dire need of a stretch.  

He took a step back, blocking the human traffic behind him, making a space for 
his sister to squeeze herself into the aisle in front of him. Galena’s dark-blonde hair 
was plastered to her temples. The dark circles under her eyes made her look painfully 
fragile. He laid a protective hand on her shoulder. “Ready?”  

She hitched her pack a little higher on her back and looked up at him with a 
brave smile. “As I’ll ever be.”  

They filed off the bus and onto the dock. The lapping swampy brine that 
scented the air was both new and depressing. He looked over the heads of the other 
passengers, scanning the busy transit station. Dock after dock. Every one with an 

http://puretextualitypr.com/
mailto:jena@puretextualitypr.com


 
2016 ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE SAMPLER 

 

 
 
 

http://puretextualitypr.com   |  jena@puretextualitypr.com 

amphibious bus magnetically tethered to its mooring. Every bus disgorging wave after 
wave of exhausted, hopeful refugees from the West. 

Eli tried to draw more humid air into his lungs; he felt like he was suffocating. 
This place would take some getting used to, but it would be good for his sister. That 
was why he had come. 

Galena pulled her smudged electronic notepad from her pocket. “I’ve got our 
new address right here,” she said proudly, waving the thin tablet in front of him as 
they headed toward the transit station.  

She’d been trying to cheer him up ever since they pulled away from the bus 
station at the outskirts of Pittsburgh. He still couldn’t quite believe they’d gotten 
seats on an honest-to-God bus, a prize people would kill for. Some of his fellow 
passengers probably had. And unlike most other travelers, he and Galena had an 
apartment waiting for them instead of a refugee shelter. All because of her.  

He tugged his sister’s pack from her, looping it over his own shoulder. “I wish I 
could go straight there with you. You’re sure you’ll be all right?” 

Galena took his hand, tugging him into the soaring lobby of Boston’s South 
Station. “You worry too much. Someone from the university is meeting me. He’s going 
to help me get settled, and then he’ll take me to my new lab. I can’t wait to see it!” 

Eli smiled. He already knew the lab would be more her home than the 
apartment, and he was thankful for that. She needed to stay busy. 

He held Galena’s hand in a tight grip as he scanned the wide-open space of the 
station’s lobby, prepared to meet any threat that came. She looked up at him and 
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rolled her eyes. “Relax, Eli. It’s a lot safer here. Come on, we can catch a taxi. They gave 
me an expense account.” She tapped the screen of her tablet a few times and held it 
up, showing him a balance that made his eyes widen. She grinned. “See? Not a bad 
way to start out in a new city, right?” 

As their taxi motored through the downtown canals, Eli stared out the window, 
feeling a bit seasick. This place was so different from the stark, dusty wasteland of 
his hometown. Flimsy flat-bottomed boats packed the waterways and bobbled in the 
wakes of amphibious vehicles. The taxi occasionally bumped against the other boats 
as they wove through the canal. A few people paced the sidewalks next to the low 
canal walls, using nets to collect garbage floating in the brown-gray water. At first, Eli 
thought they were public works employees and brightened, amazed that such order 
still existed. But then he saw a woman pawing through the contents of the net, 
frantically tucking objects into her own pockets. These people were just scavenging 
for others’ scraps.  

The frame of the taxi jerked as the driver gunned the engine and powered the 
vehicle up a ramp and onto the dry streets of Chinatown. Eli took in the crowded 
sidewalks, the darting hands of the elderly women at the street markets, the deep 
alleys between buildings, and the armed guards in front of the noodle shops and 
apartment complexes. After a few minutes, the taxi came to a stop in front of what 
looked like an enormous garage. There was no sign on the outside, but the street 
number matched the address he’d been given. The Chinatown EMS station.  

His new place of employment. 
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He turned to Galena, whose fingers were flying across the screen of her tablet. 
She’d probably made another brilliant scientific discovery in the last ten minutes. He 
leaned over and kissed her temple. “I’ll see you in the morning, all right?” 

She tore her eyes from the screen and blinked at him, then held her arms out 
for a hug. “Be careful out there, big guy.”  

“No worries. Text me when you get to the apartment. I need to know you got 
there safely or I won’t be able to focus.” 

Galena patted his shoulder. “You don’t need to know where I am every minute.” 
Eli pulled back and tipped her chin up with his fingers. “Yes, I do.”  
“It’s going to be different here. It’s safe here,” she said softly, sounding more 

like a little girl than a grown woman. 
“I hope you’re right. But until I know that for sure, have pity on your little 

brother.” 
She looked away, probably remembering things he wished she’d forget. He 

hugged her close again, wanting to go back in time and protect her better than he had, 
to give her back what had been taken from her in that single brutal night two years 
ago. 

The taxi driver shifted in his seat. “Meter’s running.” 
Eli kissed Galena’s forehead. “Later.” 
He watched as the taxi pulled away from the curb, then strode over to a 

security screen set into a solid metal door. He tapped the screen to activate it. A 
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second later, a man’s face appeared, staring out at him with ice-blue eyes. “That you, 
Margolis?” 

“Yessir.” 
The metal door clicked, and he pulled it open. The blue-eyed man was striding 

down the corridor toward him, holding out a hand. “Welcome to Boston! I’m Declan 
Ferry.” 

Eli blinked. Declan Ferry was the Chief of the Chinatown EMS station. The one 
who’d offered Eli this job. And he didn’t look a day over twenty-five. If the Chief 
himself had only been a paramedic for a few years, Eli wondered what the turnover 
rate was. 

Eli shook the Chief’s hand. “Thanks, sir. Sorry I look sort of rough. We just got in 
to town.” 

Chief Ferry grinned and patted him hard on the back. “Call me Dec. Showers are 
this way. We have our own filtration system, so running water isn’t a problem.” 

Eli followed the Chief down the hall, forcing himself not to ask a million 
questions. Running water? He’d never actually seen such a thing. Clean water was like 
gold in Pittsburgh, and carefully rationed. It was shipped from the East and came in 
jugs or sealed bags, and every month people were killed in riots, just trying to get hold 
of a few extra gallons. He hoped he could figure out how to work a shower so the rest 
of the paramedics wouldn’t think he was a complete hick.  

The Chief stopped at the door of a small, neat office. He pointed toward a high-
ceilinged room at the end of the hall. “When you’re cleaned up, come on back here and 
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I’ll go over some of our standing orders and protocols. I imagine it’s not too different 
from Pittsburgh, but the canal zones make things tricky sometimes.” 

“Yessir.”  
“Call me Dec!” hollered the Chief as Eli headed into the locker room. It was 

shift-change time, and the room was filled with his new colleagues, some in street 
clothes, some wearing their uniforms. Instead of rushing to leave or get to their rigs, 
they were all gathered around a videowall at the front of the room. Eli stood at the 
edge of the crowd and turned to see what they were watching, expecting to see 
images of the latest bombing or food riot.  

On the screen, a tall salt-and-pepper-haired man in a suit stood at a podium. 
Dozens of reporters were crowded in front of him, all holding up their tablets to record 
the event. Behind the older man stood three people: a fit, broad-shouldered man; a 
statuesque platinum-blonde beauty; and a petite black-haired young woman with huge 
turquoise-blue eyes. She was staring at the man at the podium, her attention fixed 
entirely on him. 

It was obviously some kind of press conference, but the volume was low and Eli 
couldn’t make out what was being said over the buzz of conversation among the 
paramedics. A short barrel-chested man beside Eli elbowed him and inclined his head 
toward the dark-haired woman on the screen. “Mmm, I’d like to spend a night prying 
those gorgeous legs apart.” 
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Eli looked down at his new colleague and forced a tight smile. “I’d prefer to 
spend time with a woman who actually wanted me between her legs,” he said, barely 
suppressing his desire to punch the guy right in his homely face.  

That homely face split into a wide grin. “Aw, a gentleman. That’s cute. I didn’t 
mean anything by it, new boy. I’m Captain Len Ramsey, by the way. Night shift 
supervisor.” He held out his hand.  

Before Eli could take it, a wide dark-skinned hand closed hard over Len’s 
shoulder. Towering behind Len was possibly the biggest guy Eli had ever seen, and he 
wasn’t surprised at the flash of fear and pain in Len’s eyes. The man smiled at Eli, 
canines gleaming. “I know you’re just working off some frustration, Len,” the big man 
said, “but make sure the Chief doesn’t hear you talking about his little sister that 
way.” 

Len’s jaw went rigid. “Piss off, Trevor,” he muttered, shrugging out of the man’s 
grip and stalking toward a row of lockers across the room. 

Eli decided he liked Trevor, if only for making Len go away. After introducing 
himself and shaking Trevor’s hand, Eli nodded at the screen. “The Chief’s sister?” 

Trevor turned to the videowall and barked, “Volume level high.” 
The voice of a news anchor immediately filled the room: . . . was packed today 

as Patrick Ferry, a prominent local philanthropist, and the CEO and owner of 
Psychopomps Incorporated, announced his retirement, effective immediately . . . 

“Ferry? As in, Chief Ferry?” Eli asked.  
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“Yeah, the Ferrys are a powerful family here in Boston. That’s Dec’s father.” 
Trevor pointed to the older man at the podium, then waved his hand at the people 
behind the guy. “And those are the Chief’s brother and sisters.”  

He pointed at the broad-shouldered man, who was now shaking Patrick Ferry’s 
hand and stepping up to the podium. “That’s Rylan. As of today, he’s the new CEO of 
the company.”  

Trevor pointed at the platinum blonde, who was staring at Rylan Ferry with a 
cold, pinched expression on her pale face. “That’s Aislin. She’s moving into Rylan’s 
position as chief operating officer.” 

Eli raised an eyebrow. “A real family business, huh? What does the company 
do?”  

“Exports,” Trevor said in a bland voice. He pointed at the petite woman with the 
haunting eyes. “And as I said, that’s the Chief’s little sister.” 

Eli stared at the woman, whose gaze remained on her father. It was such a 
protective expression, which was funny because she looked too soft and sweet to do 
much damage. Still, there was something ferocious in her eyes, a warning, a promise. 
She shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot, drawing Eli’s eyes down her body, which 
was wrapped in a steel-gray sheath dress that hugged every curve. But as gorgeous as 
she looked, she also seemed uncomfortable as hell. He wondered why. He wondered if 
she lived in the city. If she was close to Dec and ever stopped by the EMS station to 
visit. If she dated anyone but execs and playboys. If she wore underwear under that 
little dress. If she— 
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Eli pulled his gaze from the screen. “Does she work at the company, too?” he 
asked, trying for an offhanded tone. 

Trevor chuckled as they watched the young woman hug her father and smile 
sweetly up at him. “Nah, no way. Cacy works here. She’s one of the best paramedics 
we have. And one of the toughest. ”  

“She works here?” Eli tried to imagine that tiny, beautiful woman up to her 
elbows in blood and gore. 

Trevor slapped him on the back. “Yup. Now, pop those eyes back in your head 
and go take a shower. You stink, man.” 

Eli wasn’t about to disagree. He hitched his pack up and turned for the 
showers. He’d made it about ten steps when Trevor called out, “Oh, and Eli?” 

“Yeah?” 
Trevor looked like he was trying to keep from laughing. “I hear you’ve been 

assigned as Cacy’s new partner. Good luck.” 
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MARGO BOND COLLINS 

 
 
Margo Bond Collins is a New York Times and USA Today Bestselling author of paranormal romance, 
contemporary romance, urban fantasy, and paranormal mystery.  
 
She lives in Texas with her daughter and several spoiled pets. Although she has a Ph.D. in eighteenth-
century British literature and teaches college-level English courses online, writing fiction is her first 
love. She enjoys reading urban fantasy and paranormal fiction of any genre and spends most of her 
free time daydreaming about heroes, vampires, ghosts, werewolves, and the women who love (and 
sometimes fight) them.  
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RB Austin enjoys torturing dogs (dressing her Cairn terrier in knitted sweaters and booties), 
embarrassing her daughter (singing in the car . . . at the top of her lungs . . . with the windows open . . 
. at a stop light), and indulging in the second deadliest sin (chocolate, Swedish fish, chocolate, sour 
patch watermelons, and chocolate).  
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This author's love of the sun puts in her in the more-than-likely-not-a-vampire category, unless you're 
referring to the bloodsuckers in her Trihune series, then all bets are off.  
 
Feeling stalkerish? Visit her website, www.rbaustin.com, and learn where she hangs out on the 
Interwebs. 
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Kristie Cook is a lifelong, award-winning writer in various genres, primarily New Adult paranormal 
romance and contemporary fantasy. Her internationally bestselling Soul Savers Series includes 
seven books, as well as a companion novella, Genesis: A Soul Savers Novella. Over 350,000 Soul 
Savers books have been sold, hitting Amazon’s, B&N.com’s, and Apple’s Top 100 Paid lists. 
 
She has also written The Book of Phoenix trilogy, a New Adult paranormal romance series that 
includes The Space Between, The Space Beyond, and The Space Within. The full trilogy is available 
now. 
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Besides writing, Kristie enjoys reading, cooking, traveling, and riding on the back of a motorcycle. 
She has lived in ten states, but currently calls Southwest Florida home with her husband, a beagle, 
and a puggle, but spends many weekends with her three sons at UCF, cheering on the Knights. 
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CARMEN FOX 

 
 

Carmen Fox lives in the south of England with her beloved tea maker and a stuffed sheep called 
Fergus. An avid reader since childhood, she caught the writing bug when her Nana asked her to write 
a story. She also has a law degree, studied physics for a few years, dabbled in marketing and human 
resources, and, in addition to native-level German, she speaks fluent Geek. Her preferred niches of 
geekdom are tabletop games, comics, sci-fi and fantasy. 
 
She writes about smart women with sassitude, about pretty cool guys too, and will chase that plot 
twist, no matter how elusive.  
 
Expect to be kept guessing. 
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