
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cowgirl & Vampires

(A Paranormal Vampire Romance)

––––––––

(The Laura Pepper Series)

Part Four 

BY

Tim O’Rourke


First Edition Published by Ravenwoodgreys 

Copyright 2017 by Tim O’Rourke

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or organisations is entirely coincidental.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Story Editor

Lynda O’Rourke

Copyedited by:

Carolyn M. Pinard


For Graham

More books by Tim O’Rourke

Kiera Hudson Series One

Vampire Shift (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 1

Vampire Wake (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 2

Vampire Hunt (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 3

Vampire Breed (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 4

Wolf House (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 5

Vampire Hollows (Kiera Hudson Series 1) Book 6

Kiera Hudson Series Two

Dead Flesh (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 1

Dead Night (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 2

Dead Angels (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 3

Dead Statues (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 4

Dead Seth (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 5

Dead Wolf (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 6

Dead Water (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 7

Dead Push (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 8

Dead Lost (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 9 

Dead End (Kiera Hudson Series 2) Book 10 

Kiera Hudson Series Three

The Creeping Men (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 1

The Lethal Infected (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 2

The Adoring Artist (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 3

The Secret Identity (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 4

The White Wolf (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 5

The Origins of Cara (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 6

The Final Push (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 7

The Underground Switch (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 8

The Last Elder (Kiera Hudson Series Three) Book 9

Kiera Hudson Series Four

The Girl Who Travelled Backward (Book 1)

The Man Who Loved Sone (Book 2)

The Witch in the Mirror (Book 3)

Kiera Hudson & the Six Clicks

The Six Clicks (Book One)

The Kiera Hudson Prequels

The Kiera Hudson Prequels (Book One)

The Kiera Hudson Prequels (Book Two)

Kiera Hudson & Sammy Carter

Vampire Twin (Pushed Trilogy) Book 1

Vampire Chronicle (Pushed Trilogy) Book 2

The Alternate World of Kiera Hudson

Wolf Shift (Book 1)

After Dark (Book 2)

The Christmas Wish (Book 3)

Halloween Night (Book 4)

Kiera Hudson: The Victorian Adventures

The Victorian Adventures (Part 1)

The Victorian Adventures (Part 2)

The Victorian Adventures (Part 3)

The Victorian Adventures (Part 4)

The Victorian Adventures (Part 5)

The Victorian Adventures (Part 6)

Kiera Hudson: Love, Blood & Vampires

Kiera Hudson 1988 (Part One)

Kiera Hudson 1988 (Part Two)

Werewolves of Shade

Werewolves of Shade (Part One)

Werewolves of Shade (Part Two)

Werewolves of Shade (Part Three)

Werewolves of Shade (Part Four)

Werewolves of Shade (Part Five)

Werewolves of Shade (Part Six)

Vampires of Maze

Vampires of Maze (Part One)

Vampires of Maze (Part Two)

Vampires of Maze (Part Three)

Vampires of Maze (Part Four)

Vampires of Maze (Part Five)

Vampires of Maze (Part Six)

Witches of Twisted Den

Witches of Twisted Den (Part One)

Witches of Twisted Den (Part Two)

Witches of Twisted Den (Part Three)

Witches of Twisted Den (Part Four)

Witches of Twisted Den (Part Five)

Witches of Twisted Den (Part Six)

Cowgirl & Vampires

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book One)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Two)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Three)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Four)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Five)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Six)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Seven)

Cowgirl & Vampires (Book Eight)

The Mirror Realm (The Lacey Swift Series)

The Mirror Realm (Book One)

The Mirror Realm (Book Two)

The Mirror Realm (Book Three)

The Mirror Realm (Book Four)

Moon Trilogy

Moonlight (Moon Trilogy) Book 1

Moonbeam (Moon Trilogy) Book 2

Moonshine (Moon Trilogy) Book 3

The Clockwork Immortals

Stranger (Part One)

Stranger (Part Two)

Stranger (Part Three)

The Jack Seth Novellas

Hollow Pit (Book One)

Black Hill Farm (Books 1 & 2)

Black Hill Farm (Book 1)

Black Hill Farm: Andy’s Diary (Book 2)

Sydney Hart Novels

Witch (A Sydney Hart Novel) Book 1

Yellow (A Sydney Hart Novel) Book 2

The Tessa Dark Trilogy

Stilts (Book 1)

Zip (Book 2)

The Mechanic

The Mechanic

The Dark Side of Nightfall Trilogy

The Dark Side of Nightfall (Book One)

The Dark Side of Nightfall (Book Two)

The Dark Side of Nightfall (Book Three)

Samantha Carter Series

Vampire Seeker (Book One)

Vampire Flappers (Book Two)

Vampire Watchmen (Book Three)

Vampire Knight (A Reimagining of Vampire Shift)

Vampire Knight

The Charley Shepard Series

Saving the Dead (Book One)

Jessica Pink Welcome to Sideways World

Jessica Pink (Book One)

Unscathed

Written by Tim O’Rourke & C.J. Pinard

Cowgirl & Vampires

(Part Four)



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One


[image: ]




This side of the mirror...

I went to the parlour window and watched Espen drive the horse and cart away from outside the cottage. When he had gone, I looked down at the tub of cold water. It seemed like hours ago now that I had bathed in it. I wasn’t in the mood to drag it through to the back garden and pour the water away. Such a menial task would have to wait until tomorrow morning. It wasn’t that I was too tired, it was the opposite. My mind had been left spinning after Espen’s visit. My nerves and senses felt ablaze. I felt just as I did as a child, creeping home in the dead of night after going on an adventure with him. I certainly felt as if I had now joined Espen on yet another adventure. But it was not an imaginary one. What this adventure was, I had no true idea, but I sensed danger. Shouldn’t I, therefore, keep my distance from Espen if I feared such a thing? But was fear the right word? In a perverse way, I found the idea of some danger in my life exciting and intriguing. It was the danger that I felt seeping from every one of Espen’s pores that I found so stimulating. Yet, hadn’t I always found him so? Wasn’t it the mystery that surrounded Espen that had enticed me from my room as child – to follow him out into the night and far across the moors and marshes, down into the coves that lined the shore? It was Espen’s sense of danger that I still found so enthralling. 

I left the parlour and went to the kitchen, taking a candle with me. I searched the larder for some food, but there was little left that looked desirable. The bread I’d baked the previous day had already begun to stale. There were some eggs, so perhaps if I toasted the bread it wouldn’t be so bad and I could plop a couple of poached eggs on top. 

While I prepared, then sat and ate my supper, alone at the kitchen table, I mulled over everything that had happened since returning to England and the town of Fogmin. I felt that I had started along the road to discovering more about my father’s death. I knew more now than I had when setting sail from America some weeks ago. But as I had left America behind me and headed home across the Atlantic Ocean, I’d had no idea that my father’s death could possibly be connected to a series of grisly murders that had taken place out on the moors. I had headed home expecting to learn that my father had been attacked and killed while confronting a criminal he had been trying to apprehend. So I had been shocked to learn that his body had been discovered out on the moors where the bodies of several young women had also been discovered. And now those crimes had resurfaced and the same ghastly fate had befallen another two young women close to where I now lived. And what of the friend I had come home to reconnect with? Espen. I had seen him in the company of one those young women whose dead bodies had been discovered mutilated beyond recognition. An unfortunate coincidence, perhaps? I doubted that very much. But I also doubted that Espen was involved in the death of the young women. One of them had been a personal friend. He wanted to keep his distance from the police watch as he feared that they might suspect him of the crimes if they realised there was a connection between him and the young woman, Alice. That was a reasonable fear, wasn’t it? But I could see two things that were in his favour. Firstly: the first series of identical murders had happened more than eight years ago, and Espen would have been just a boy. So it was, therefore, unimaginable to believe he could have been responsible for killing those women. And the second: although Espen seemed reluctant to approach the police watch with any information he might have about Alice, he had agreed to escort me to supper with Inspector Rowlstone. Surely if Espen were guilty of the murders, that would be like a deer strolling into the lion’s den. No, I got the feeling that there was some other reason that Espen wanted to keep his involvement with Alice a secret from the police watch. What that reason was, I was yet to find out, but I would do so. I had to, if I wanted to know for sure that the only thing I had to fear from Espen was the adventure he might take me on and not the man himself. 

I pushed the remains of my supper to one side and got up. Taking a candle with me, I left the kitchen and went to my bedroom. The dress that Espen had snatched from my hands still covered the mirror. Setting the candle down on the bedside cabinet, I picked up the dress. I held it up against me and looked at my reflection. The young woman looking back at me was pretty enough. She had long, thick blond hair and blue eyes. The candlelight stroked her face in a warm glow. Why did she dislike herself so much? What was it that made her feel that, at some point in her young life, she had had all the confidence sapped from her? She felt as if her very essence had been sucked out. But I could not think of anything that had happened to me as child or adult that could possibly leave me feeling so disbelieving of myself. Where had those feelings of inadequacy come from? Where had I left my confidence and spirit? I had hoped that now I was no longer ill and frail, not only would my physical strength have returned but my inner strength, too. But I felt like I had lost that strength – left it behind someplace or had it stolen from me. But where could have such a crime taken place? The secret place? That place I could not remember yet knew of its existence. If only I knew my way back to it. 

I turned my back on the mirror and my reflection. I hung the dress back in the wardrobe and closed the door. After removing my clothes, I put on my nightdress and climbed into bed. There was a chill – there was always a chill in this godforsaken place – so I pulled the blankets up beneath my chin.   

I closed my eyes, not to sleep but to see if I could picture that secret place. To see if I could remember what it looked like and where exactly it was. All I could see was darkness.
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