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      To my readers who eagerly await what is happening next. I can’t wait for you to eventually see the big picture, that’s for sure!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Blurb

          

        

      

    

    
      As Rowan’s Ascension Day draws closer, the dreams she’s been having of a handsome, mysterious man she met long ago become more vivid. However, finding out that her mate is a vampire is more than she can cope with and new fears arise as she contemplates the unknown.

      Demetri has been linked to her since she was a child and has been watching over her from afar, unable to get closer until she draws near her ascension. Once he realizes the danger she and her family are in from the past, wild horses couldn’t drag him away and he finds himself drawn into the preparations to protect not only the chosen ones, but also the rest of the coven, against what is coming.

      Will they manage to forge an unbreakable bond despite their differences? Or will the past rush in and destroy what should be?
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        ROWAN

      

      

      Drenched in sweat, I try to make sense of the dream that awoke me from my deep slumber.

      “Demetri.” I say the name of the man who invaded my sleep. Closing my eyes, I think back about the details from said dream. Teeth hanging over his bottom lip, eyes that are brighter and a tad bit shinier that were encased with a swirl pattern embedded deep within their depths. I’ve never encountered any other supernatural with those traits, but I’ve read about the ones who do.

      Vampires.

      Dear Fates, no, please not a vampire for my impending mate. Then, my mind shifts to the demon that my sister has been strapped down with. Alyza seems content and happy with the match… now. But she fought it tooth and nail, and I swore that I’d never do the same. I would accept anyone Gaia chose for me, but come on, a damn vampire? I think our family is doomed when it comes to the mating department. Either that, or we’re the brunt of someone’s cosmic joke. I keep wondering if someone’s going to jump out and scream ‘you’re on Candid Camera’ but is that happening? Hell fucking no, it isn’t.

      Getting up, I snap my fingers and immediately fresh bedding takes the place of the soaked ones that I awoke with. I could wave my hands around, say a few words and be squeaky clean, but my body yearns to feel the heated water pouring down on me, relaxing my overly tense muscles.

      My ascension, where I’ll gain more powers, is right around the corner. My mind should be occupied with nothing but thoughts of the upcoming event, yet all that swamps my mind is the handsome, mysterious, Demetri. There’s a reason behind the madness of putting me with him. There was when it came to Christian and Alyza, but for the life of me, I can’t figure out what that could possibly be.

      Going into my closet, I find my favorite summer dress and grab it, pulling it into the bathroom with me. Today, I plan on spending the day with my favorite family member… Luna, my niece. The treasure that we were least expecting but are thrilled down to our bones with happiness upon her arrival. We’re still learning about the growth of her body and powers with each passing hour, and this aunt plans on being there every day while she experiences new and exciting things. She’s physically the same weight and length of a human-born baby, but she’s far advanced, smarter than most. She’s exhibited more power and understanding in the few months she’s inhabited the body of hers on this earthly plane.

      She’s a phenomenon, a shining gem that Amaro and Agnes chart feverishly.

      Excited at the prospect of seeing Luna, I quickly shower and take care of my morning duties.
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      As I stroll across the meadow that will lead me to my sister’s home, I feel eyes on me, and the fine hairs on the nape of my neck stand on end. Scanning around, nothing stands out, nothing seems out of the ordinary, so I continue along my path, not wanting to draw any possible threat closer to me than it already seems to be. But this interloper doesn’t come across as threatening now that I stop and think about it. Whoever it is, their presence makes me feel safe, comforted and protected. Shaking my head at the craziness of my thoughts, I lift my head and notice Christian sitting on the front porch with Luna, who’s excitedly jumping about in his arms. “There’s my girl,” I say to her as I place my foot on the first step leading up to the porch.

      The house is magical and apparently has a sense of humor as the steps beneath my feet turn into a descending ramp. I stumble slightly before reaching out with my hands and catching myself with the rails. “Alyza, it happened again!” Christian rumbles out as he looks at the ramp as if it’s the most dangerous enemy he will encounter today… which most likely is the truth.

      “The house been messing with you, Christian?” I query, upset that I’ve missed the fun times the house must be having with him.

      “This fun house does not amuse me.” He glares at the domain he resides within.

      “What happened now?” my sister Alyza asks as she stands in the opening of the front door. She’s leaning on the jamb with a dish towel tossed unceremoniously over her shoulder. She looks like the perfect picture of Suzie homemaker. My eyes are drawn to that towel and a burst of laughter escapes me. My sister, the most independent and hard-headed witch to exist, has become the housewife she always feared.

      “Shut it, Rowan,” Alyza snaps as her eyes narrow into slits. I can feel her power swirling around us as her patience with my teasing grows weary. With the lift of a single digit, a zap penetrates me and causes me to vibrate from the roots of my hair to the tips of my toes with intensity.

      “Ouch, Alyza! That fuc-flipping hurt,” I holler out, remembering at the last minute not to curse in front of Luna. She may not be talking yet, but she soon will be, and we don’t want her to have the mouth and language of a brute.

      Well, my mother and grandmother do not… Alyza is more free-spirited than they are and knows that in time a word will slip here and there, and that Luna may mimic those words. The elders, however, put the taste of suds in our mouths for such indiscretions. And we’re not talking dishwashing soap, we’re talking soap laced with ash and lye. It only took me experiencing that punishment once before I learned my lesson.

      “Good catch,” Alyza, the pain in my ass, snickers.

      “I still do not see what the big deal is,” Christian states, shrugging his shoulders. “Luna does not speak yet.”

      “Just wait until she does, and you get to experience her calling you ‘hey asshole’ instead of Daddy,” I jest.

      “I still do not understand why someone would call someone a name referring to a place where I dispose of my bodily waste from.” He shakes his head, looking at the two of us as if we were the ones who came up with the deplorable word. Alyza and I look at each other and double over in laughter. Christian makes things fun and interesting, to say the least.

      
        
        DEMETRI

      

      

      I watch on the sidelines as Rowan interacts with her sister and her sister’s mate. I can feel this other being’s powers from way over here where I’m hidden from everyone’s sight. Waiting on her ascension to draw closer, I can feel the call to her becoming more intense as the hours pass by. The time for us to come together draws near.

      My teeth extend as the anticipation of finally being able to hold her in my arms and claiming her as mine nears. I’ve not bedded another since the day I was called to her all those years ago. I’ve not fed off the hoof—that honor belongs to her. Instead, I have survived off of bagged blood that I’ve entranced the staff to deliver to me every Tuesday. I don’t need to feed often, but I’ve been more consumed with the desire to taste blood on my tongue lately than I have in my two thousand years of existence.

      For many years I’ve been able to blend into the human’s society, hiding what I am from them successfully. It’s been trying at times not to rip the necks from some of the more evil-minded men and women, but I have been able to control my need for vengeance.

      Rowan’s laughter glides through the air, the wind carrying the harmonious tune causing the ache I have for her to intensify. “Soon,” I remind myself so that I don’t do anything rash and not well-planned out. I can't just rush to her and jump out of the bushes issuing ‘guess who’. I’m fearful that she’ll balk when she figures out her life mate is nothing more than a blood-sucking vampire. Joking internally, I state to myself, “At least she won’t be saddled with a demon.”

      Demons are unpredictable and untamable. I have no clue what Mother Earth’s intentions were when she placed these powerful witches with mates such as us.

      Rowan’s blood is becoming more powerful, more enticing; I can feel her menstrual time growing near. Soon, she’ll be able to produce an heir for her coven and my clan. This child, who will come to exist from our coupling, will forever join witches and vampires, something no one thought would become possible. Our species aren’t usually compatible; we’ve been keeping separate from one another since the black plague.

      What most don’t realize, is that it wasn’t an illness that started that unfavorable time, it was a war between a witch and a vampire that began it all. Spells were cast, blood was shed, and we were forever split from the peacefulness we once shared between us.

      It’s time for things to be set back to rights. One witch, one vampire, and the truce we had always had became non-existent. The vampires have their own prophecy, one that says the child Rowan and I will procure, will save our race.

      The future of my coven, of all vampires to continue to exist, rests solely on the shoulders of our child. No pressure, none whatsoever. Our child will be born with a burden I wouldn’t wish upon my worst enemy, yet, I’ll have to prepare him or her for the responsibilities she or he will unilaterally bear.

      The moment I had the vision of my future love, I started preparing for this day. I’ve read all of the seer’s studies, and I’ve looked for all the best remedies to ease my mate and child into the future that lies before them. When I saw Rowan, I went immediately to find her, only to be shocked that she was just a small child. I had eons to get ready for her ascension, leaving me with plenty of time on my hands. I’ve kept my word and have watched over her from afar.

      My visions have kept me updated on her life. A life I longed to be part of. But I knew, I understood, that I couldn’t interfere until she came of age. It’s been a long, trying time for me, but I’ve withstood the test of time and my patience for her will be my ultimate reward.
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        ROWAN

      

      

      Once I finally manage to get Luna away from her father, I enter their home. It amazes me how the house manages to change depending on the moods of my sister and her mate. Today, it’s bright, sunny and cheery inside, as if there’s a hole in the roof and sunlight is being beamed straight within. “I take it you’re in a good mood today, sister dear,” I remark, looking around.

      “What makes you say that?” she questions, walking toward the kitchen. I follow her, Luna babbling happily in my arms as she tugs at my hair.

      “The house itself appears almost… jubilant,” I explain, sitting at her table while she goes to grab two cups and turn the kettle on. I realize that she could heat the water for our tea with her powers, but like me, she tends to enjoy doing the simple things from time to time.

      “It was a good morning,” she replies, grinning at me.

      “And… that’s all I need to know about that,” I emphatically retort. “Don’t want to hear about my brother-in-law’s prowess. Nope. Not going there. Ever,” I stress. She breaks out in laughter. “Why are you laughing so hard?”

      “For someone who is on the cusp of their ascension and will meet their own mate, you sure are a bit of a prude, Rowan.”

      “I’m not a prude.” I’m not, I swear I’m not. “But what you said a few months ago stuck with me, and it makes a lot of sense. I know we’re all close, the four of us, but the fact that we’ll all eventually be living on the property with our mates makes it weird to me for us to discuss something so private. I don’t want to know about you and Christian because I don’t want any images in my head.”

      “Is my little sister growing up?” she teasingly asks with a smirk upon her face.

      “Maybe? Who the he-heck knows,” I impishly say, changing my first choice of wording with another due to Luna being in our presence.

      “All jokes aside, if there’s anything you want to know in general about having a mate, you know you can ask me,” she advises with that older sister tone she uses on the three of us ladies. “I know we all know the basic mechanics thanks to the lovely teachings from our mother and grandmother, but they barely scratched the surface.” I giggle when I remember the two of them sitting us down and talking about mates, the importance of them, and what would happen. There were a few charts involved and if memory serves, my mother was quite red by the time we were done that day. That might have had more to do with the questions that Cretia and Willow were tossing out, but who knows?

      “I’ll keep that in mind.” I briefly consider mentioning my dream to her then decide against it. I never told anyone about the encounter I had with Demetri as a child. I barely remember it myself; it’s more like a foggy memory that’s been buried in the recesses of my mind. I’m not sure why, except that I felt no fear around him and instinctively knew that my mother would’ve overreacted. I don’t understand how I know, without any doubts, that he would never harm me. I mean, we spent maybe five minutes together a long ass time ago. Since I was a little girl then, my memories may be skewed. Deciding a change of subject is in order, I then ask, “Are we working today?” We’ve been trying to sleuth things out about what our aunt might be up to. So far, we’ve had no luck.

      “Absolutely. Well, once we finish our tea and I put Luna down for a nap.”

      “I will hold her,” Christian commands, walking into the kitchen.

      “You’re going to spoil her if you hold her all the time, demon warrior,” Alyza states. “She needs to be a baby.”

      “She can be a baby in my arms,” he decrees with an absolute determination to get his way on this one.

      I bite back a laugh because this argument occurs every time I’m here for a visit. Alyza wants Luna to be a baby and occasionally cry it out while Christian doesn’t like it when she sheds any tears. “Same song, different day,” I singsong in a childish manner. “Seriously, I don’t think it will affect her, Alyza. She’s not mortal. And, Christian, it’s okay for her to cry sometimes.” When they turn their glares they had on each other to me, I raise my free hand. “Just an observation from an auntie’s perspective is all I’m saying. You do what you two feel is best, okay?”

      Christian moves closer to Alyza and bends down close as if to whisper in her ear. The problem is, he has no clue that his whisper is more like a normal voice so I hear him say, “Little witch, I will hold our child and you will be okay with this.”

      “I will be okay with this?” she whispers to him, her back straightening. “Is this another of your demands, demon?”

      Oh, for fuck’s sake. Whenever he gets all authoritative, she gets all pissy and shit starts to fly through the air and shatters all around everyone. “How about if I go lay Luna down while you two discuss this further?” I ask through a snicker. These two crack me the hell up, although I suspect their back-and-forth banter is a prelude for their bedroom activities; foreplay, if you will.

      Neither one acknowledges me or my statement, so I stand and walk toward the fairy-like room that the house built for Luna the day she was born. It’s a perfect blend of her heritage, with the walls varying shades of green, making it look like a forest. Her crib is circular and seems to nestle among trees, with lily pads going up the side. The floor around her bed looks like a lake, with mystical creatures as well as normal lake animals peeking around. The ceiling shows the sky, and it changes depending on what time of the day it is, so right now, the morning sun is high with no clouds in sight. At night, the moon shows up and the stars leave the room bathed in a soft glow. I’m totally in love with it and can’t wait to see how it changes as she grows.

      “Hey, sweet pea, let’s get you changed and settled for a nap after Auntie Rowan reads you a story,” I croon, carrying her to the changing table. The unique thing about that is it appears only when she needs to be changed. Once she’s dry again, I walk over to the rocking chair and sit down with her cradled in my arms.

      As she drifts off to sleep, I tell her about an amazing little witch who can talk to all the animals, smiling as I remember hearing that same story many years ago. One of our abilities is to retain memories even from infancy. Gently kissing her forehead, I get her settled in her crib and watch as a blanket appears and covers her. “Sleep well, my Luna love,” I whisper before heading back out to see if the rest of the house is standing. Knowing my sister and her mate, it’s anybody’s guess.

      
        
        DEMETRI

      

      

      I know without a doubt that Rowan’s ascension is near because today, I am able to get closer to the house than ever before. It’s as if the house itself is readying for my entrance into her life. My superior hearing caught the fact that she and her sister are digging into their aunt, a subject they need to steer far away from.

      “She best not be getting into trouble or I will smack that plump ass when I can finally get my hands on her,” I murmur, my gaze intense as I watch her holding her niece. Seeing her with the child makes my non-existent heart speed up. This is how she’ll look when it’s our child she’s holding.

      Once she’s disappeared from my sight, I slowly back away into the woods to watch and observe. I have things I should be doing, but I promised a long time ago that I would keep her safe and always have an eye on her and know what’s happening in her life. She may not remember; however, I do, and I have never broken a vow yet. With respect to my mate, I refuse to start doing so now. While she visits with her sister, I run through the tasks I plan to handle later. I could probably go and take care of them now since I’m positive the demon who lives in the house with her sister won’t let anything harm either one of them. Plus, I do have that mental link with her that developed the day we came into contact with one another.

      But I simply can’t. She’s been a siren to my soul for so long that being near her is the only thing that soothes the frisson of concern that has grown stronger the closer it comes to her ascension. I know there was a bit of drama concerning another relative several months ago. I was on assignment elsewhere, so missed the actual event.

      I tried to delve into it, but nothing was mentioned in the Supernatural Times, so I suspect it wasn’t broadcasted. I know her aunt was banished some twenty or so years ago, and I believe that she is involved once again. Since my worry over my mate has increased exponentially, I decide to head back to my coven to see what I can dig up about the witch who was exiled. Isadora was her name if memory serves.

      “I’ll be back to check on you tomorrow, my love,” I whisper, my words carried away by the breeze that is now blowing wildly.
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      Hours later, I sit back in my thinking chair that resides in my home’s library. My concern has escalated from curiosity to worry. I followed a few internet trails and found where Isadora is working on trying to infiltrate her former coven so that she can take out ‘the chosen ones’. One of which is my promised mate. “Not happening,” I snarl. My brow scrunches together while my teeth elongate as innate anger boils through me, racing through my being. I briefly consider approaching the demon to discuss what I’ve found then negate that thought. “I will set up a continual watch over her,” I mutter out loud, pacing my room. The feeling of needing to be close to her, personally, instead of through our link feels pertinent.

      With mere mortals, that would be impractical, but contrary to the tall tales told about vampires, most of us are capable of assimilating into daily life, including walking around in the daylight. I don’t need to sleep, I do so just to break up my days. After two thousand years and untold changes across the globe, there isn’t much I haven’t done or experienced. I guess one could say I am a bit jaded. I prefer the term world-weary myself. Shrugging, I enter my closet and search for the charm I have to get to Rowan. Until we are mated, it will allow me to track her whereabouts at all times, something that I feel with everything I am is necessary right now. I gather clean clothing and head into my bathroom. I’ve come to enjoy a steamy shower and can’t wait for the day that I can share one with my mate.

      As the water heats, I disrobe, tossing my clothes into the hamper that is neatly tucked aside in the corner. Once under the spray, I realize that thoughts of my mate have me harder than a steel pike. I lather my cock and with her face in my mind, I slowly stroke myself from root to tip, thinking of the pleasure we will share.

      “Soon, my beloved,” I whisper as my motions grow erratic. As I spill my release against the tiles, I realize that the time I’ve watched and waited for is growing closer. Each second brings us closer to uniting. I briefly worry about how she’ll feel being mated to someone who is so much older, then realize that my experiences will enhance our lives. I’ve been with courtesans across the world and learned the art of pleasing a woman long ago. I know she is an innocent and the male in me preens at the fact that I will be her one and only.

    




OEBPS/images/picture1.jpg
When one turns to. four, ovso says the lore.
(Great power will come forh - “East, West,
Gouth and’ Nowdh.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/raven.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
CHAPTERI







OEBPS/images/whimsical-rebrand.jpg
THE RA V”‘.E{':" J L-RISE






OEBPS/images/whimsical-new-interior5.jpg
WHIMSICAD

BESTSELLING AUTHORS

LIBERTY PARKER &

DARLENE TALLMAN






OEBPS/images/pro.jpg
PROLOGUE





OEBPS/images/blank-1800-x-1800-2.jpg






OEBPS/images/orange.jpg





