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Dedication

This is for all those readers who enjoy a little ‘bite’ in their heroes.
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Chapter One
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Alec was on the trail of a blood so sweet he couldn’t help but follow it. He would feed tonight if he could, but the hunger wasn’t raw enough that it was absolutely necessary yet. He tracked the fragrance through the screams of children at the annual Jazz & Blues Festival, through the smell of fair food, the glowing street lamps, and the loud sounds coming from the bands playing down the street. Wherever the scent was coming from, he had to have it. It was female, that much he knew. He had always craved the blood of females, but only those of legal age. He wasn’t that choosy; they just had to be willing enough to want a moment alone with him. He wiped their memories afterward so he never had to worry about humans discovering the truth.  

He guessed that most vampire lore came from mistakes made by those of his species. Memories weren’t taken away or replaced, and the stories had spread. Luckily, those rumors had evolved into fantastical literature and movies, or at least something more relegated to The National Enquirer. Most vampires were careful with their identities and he was no different. In a black leather jacket, equally dark jeans and a black Coldplay tee shirt, his size twelve feet shoved into a pair of black Nikes, he blended into the crowd. 

At the corner of Charles and Hamburg, he lost her scent. Despite the smells of corn dogs and cotton candy, he lifted his head and inhaled deeply. A hunger pain struck and his canines tingled, reminding him of his need, but he managed to suppress it. He tuned out the din around him until all he could hear were his own quiet breaths. Then he heard it, a calm, steady beat. The smell of fresh roses reached his nostrils, teasing more than his bloodlust.  

He looked down at the once dormant lump beneath his zipper. Christ, he thought. Not only was this woman’s blood an unusual nectar, he wanted her as well. This was going to get complicated. It was one thing to take blood, only what he needed to survive, but when attraction was added to the mix, everything became complicated. He wasn’t sure he would be able to ignore the desire rising inside of him long enough to secure her blood. He had to try, though. Now that he’d located her, he couldn’t walk away. 

Oh, yes, she was very close. He turned his head to the right, scanning. 

“Desiree! Desiree, look at this!” a woman exclaimed. 

He spied two women in a booth. The vendor was selling Native American pottery. It was quality stuff, he realized. The nearest Native American tribe to Baltimore was the Piscataway tribe, but he suspected the vendor at the festival was Navajo because he recognized the dialect when the old woman spoke to her business partner. He had been to Arizona many years back and he assumed they were probably traveling to different states. If he wasn’t so obsessed with his bloodlust at the moment, he might have bought something.   

The first woman had short, reddish-brown hair. She was slender and fairly tall, dressed in a brown suede skirt with a white blouse. She lifted up an oddly-shaped white and turquoise vase, which had intricate designs on its contours.  

The second woman ambled over to her companion. She was so breathtakingly beautiful that his chest ached. She had very dark hair, long and almost black, but he couldn’t tell for sure in the booth lighting. Her eyes were almond-shaped and her skin was golden, which he suspected was her natural coloration, not from the sun, lending an almost exotic appearance to her features. She wore a simple blue sundress with brown cowgirl boots, providing an ample view of her shapely legs. He could see from the outline of the dress that she had enough curves to make a man want to inspect her further.  

The surprised look on her face pleased him for some reason. He knew it was her blood he had sensed; he could smell it very well now. His hearing was sensitive enough that he could pick up the rest of their conversation as well. 

“Isn’t this it? That’s exactly what you’re looking for, right?” 

“Oh, Natalie, it’s perfect!” 

“You have to buy it, Des.” 

He winced at the nickname, which didn’t suit her natural beauty at all. 

“It’s so lovely.”  

The breathless quality to her voice caused him to close his eyes briefly. He could listen to that voice for hours.  

“What is it? What does it mean?” 

Clearly she was asking about the vase. A curious sort, he mused, and he saw her gesturing to get the vendor’s attention.  

The Native American woman who reached them had kind, dark eyes and gray hair pulled up on her head. He imagined she might have been a beauty in her youth, but her features were weathered from the sun. The old woman smiled. “It is a wedding vase, given to daughters on the birth of their marriage. It is a lucky vase.” 

The woman named Desiree frowned. “How is it lucky?” 

“Why, it encourages fertility, a boon for most marriages, but most of all, it brings about happiness. You may, of course, buy it for any occasion.” 

“It’s perfect.” She bit her lip. “I don’t know, Nat. Jenny might not like pottery.” She smiled at the woman. “My sister just moved into a new house.” 

“Ah. She is married?” 

“Yes.” 

“She has children?” 

“No, not yet.” The old woman chuckled. “Oh, she will have them soon.” 

Desiree laughed. “Oh, because of the wedding vase! Maybe I don’t want to encourage her in that direction. I’m sure she can handle it on her own. Besides, I’ve heard that kokopellis are good for that, right?” 

The woman grinned. “Perhaps.” She turned back to a display case, reached in and brought out a silver and turquoise bracelet. “This is also a good gift. Turquoise fosters healing and protection as well as success in your endeavors.” 

Desiree frowned, appearing disappointed. “That isn’t a housewarming gift.” 

“Perhaps not, but it is a sisterly gift, yes?” 

The other woman, Natalie, nudged her friend. “She’s right. Jenny doesn’t know about the gift. And that vase would look better in your house than hers.” 

A slow smile settled across her features, making her exotic features appear childlike for a moment as her cheek dimpled. “You know, I think you’re right. I’ll take both. And if you have matching earrings to go with that bracelet, that would be great.” 

The Navajo woman nodded. “Oh, I have just the thing.” She gathered the items and rang everything up. Desiree paid and the two women waited while everything was bagged.  “I have included a copy of the wedding prayer that they recite at the ceremony with your purchase.” 

“Thank you.” Desiree looked down at the paper and read aloud, “Now you will feel no rain, for each of you will be shelter to the other. Now you will feel no cold, for each of you will be warmth to the other. Now there will be no loneliness for you. Now you are two persons, but there is only one life before you. Go now to your dwelling place, to enter into the days of your togetherness. And may the days be good and long together.” She cleared her throat after a moment. “That’s really beautiful.” 

She was right. It was a beautiful prayer. He glanced away, as he didn’t want to intrude on things, until he heard the vendor speak again. 

“You will find happiness as well, dibé yázhí. Very soon, I think.” 

“Oh. Thank you.” Then Desiree frowned. “Do you feel...” She turned her head, and her gaze searched the street. The impact of her lovely eyes slammed into him, creating a weird ache in his chest. When her gaze almost found him, he ducked into another vendor’s stall. 

He could still hear their voices.  

“Desiree? What is it, honey? What’s wrong?” 

“I ... I felt like I was being watched.” 

“Oh, I’m sure it’s nothing. There are a lot of people here.” 

Curious and observant, he thought. Quite a dangerous combination for a target. But those eyes ... he had never seen anything like them before. They were a pale blue, like a pond in the winter. He found her to be very compelling, so far. 

He left the booth just as she left the other one. When she tossed her long black hair over her shoulder, he caught the hint of fresh roses. Her natural scent made him harder. It wasn’t going to be easy to separate his lust for her from the need for blood.  

But she fascinated him. He couldn’t take her tonight; he knew he’d have to find out more about her so he could determine when to make his move. He would have to follow her, possibly look into who she was. Desiree, he thought. It was such a lovely name, so unique, perfect for her. 

Alec followed the two women down the street. After a little ways, she turned again, that ice blue gaze searching the crowd for the person she suspected was following her. He knew she hadn’t seen him at all, but it was clear she was far too intelligent to make his job easy.  

So, who was Desiree, this woman who drew not only the animal, but also the man in him? He hated to admit that he was dying to find out more about her. 







***
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Desiree Edwards heard the hourly chime on the grandfather clock, and she knew it was getting late. Pushing the manuscript aside with a sigh, she slowly massaged the bridge of her nose and her temples in an attempt to ease the stress headache that had come on. When had she become a workaholic, devoting all her time to a job she was once so passionate about but wasn’t clear on the reasons anymore? She couldn’t remember, but it had to have happened after the divorce. Dear Jimmy, she mused. Look at me. Look at what you’ve done to me. Look at what you’ve done to turn my world upside down again. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d been fooled by something or someone, especially a man. 

A shiver ran up her spine and her hands turned clammy as she remembered the storm that tore their marriage apart. The wedding vows she’d taken with him as she gazed up at him, loving him, were supposed to mean something. Set in stone. It was in writing once, a certificate to prove her loyalty. But no piece of paper could make up for the agony a wife might feel when she walked into a room to see her husband making love to another woman. 

“Desiree,” he had exclaimed as he struggled to look decent, dragging a sheet to cover himself and the blonde beauty in his bed. 

There was no shock. That came later. There was only certainty. “It’s over,” she grated out, her eyes flashing cold blue with fury. “It’s over.” 

“Please, honey ...” 

“Don’t! You have no right to ever call me that again!” 

‘I ...” He reached out as if to fix the hurt he’d inflicted. 

“Don’t touch me! It’s over,” she repeated and turned to storm out of the house. Only when she’d driven far enough, only when she had lost some of the anger brewing inside, did she pull over to the side of the road and allow herself to dissolve into tears. 

It seemed like both a nightmare and a lifetime ago. She remembered the struggle she’d put up to regain what she’d lost, to get back on her feet. A fight to get her life back. A new location, numerous job interviews, a new house. She’d even changed back to her maiden name. Life could begin or end at any stage, and Desiree had chosen to start over instead of freezing in the time warp that was her life. 

She looked around the room. Her couch was covered in a textured orange fabric, and directly across the room, up against the sage-green wall, was an Old World-style entertainment center that housed her television, DVD player and varied movie collection. Her office was housed in the living room, off to one side as she had limited space. She smiled and realized she finally felt settled. This quaint little house was starting to grow on her. It was home. She had done a lot to change the appearance on the inside so that she could maintain her eclectic theme. Her décor was contemporary with a focus on tribal art. It wasn’t out of the realm of possibility to see a Van Gogh next to a tribal mask. But it suited her. 

She reached across her desk and dialed a number on the cordless telephone. She waited as the phone rang and then the answering machine kicked on. 

“Hey, it’s Nat. Let me know what’s going on. You know what to do.” 

After the beep, she left a message. “Natalie, it’s me. Thought we could talk tonight or go out sometime tomorrow. Got a great man yet? I’ll talk to you later. Bye.” She hung up and managed a smile. Her best friend Natalie Lowell, whom she’d met in college, was a romantic, always in search of Mr. Right. But wasn’t every woman? Natalie was great, though. She stood by Desiree through the divorce proceedings. God could always be thanked for the absence of children in the bargain. That would have made things more complicated. Not that she hadn’t wanted a baby. Jimmy was always swamped with work, however, and Desiree was far from prepared to devote herself to a child. 

She rose from her chair to step away from the desk when she heard a crashing sound. Her heart hammered inside her chest as she froze, tension in every muscle of her body. What the hell was that?  

After a moment of uncertainty, she took hesitant steps toward the hallway. The crash had come from the adjoining bedroom. It was dark inside and instinctively, she reached for the light switch. When she flipped it up, the light didn’t come on, but a buzzing noise could be heard from the center of the room and she saw a tiny spark light in the darkness. Her eyes adjusted to it as she shouldered into the space.  

She scanned the room expertly. The window was open, and the flimsy white curtain blew freely in the night breeze, creating an eerie vibe. She shivered. She hadn’t left the window open before settling in to work for the night. She remembered latching it and checking the lock for security. She started toward the window but nearly tripped over an object in the dark. Desiree crouched down and felt around the carpet with her fingertips. Her hands met a length of metal and she laughed hoarsely as she righted the lamp, which had somehow fallen. Her hands scraped the edge of a broken bulb. It explained the noise she’d heard, but why was the window open?  

She swallowed tightly and reached to latch it closed. As she began to put the curtain in place, though, a weird tingling swept through her body. Her movements stilled and her eyes widened. Down below on the street stood a dark figure silhouetted by a streetlamp, and he was staring up at her window, at her. Was it really a man? She couldn’t be sure. She couldn’t think straight either; she’d forgotten to breathe in those seconds. When the figure turned and headed down the street, Desiree breathed a long sigh of relief. What was happening? Who was that man? Was she being stalked? She closed her eyes. Had he been in her house? 

She shook her head. There was no way he could have gotten in from a second-story window unless he’d climbed. That was a lot of trouble to go to, and didn’t most burglars wait until the occupant left the house to rob it? No, it had to have been a coincidence. Maybe she had left the window open and just didn’t remember. 

There was something unsettling about the man in the street, though. A weird sensation that he was dangerous, yet somehow appealing, swept through her. She was being silly. He was a complete stranger. There was no way of knowing what sort of person he was. Her imagination was running away with her again; she always had a pretty vivid imagination, immersing herself in books or dreaming about worlds that weren’t real.  

For a time while in college, studying English literature, she had briefly considered taking up writing as a hobby. Now that dream just seemed so far away. Real life couldn’t be avoided; she had bills to pay, and her job allowed her to at least keep afloat. On most days, she came home too exhausted to do anything of the kind. She was too busy with her assignments from work, too busy editing other people’s manuscripts to keep her from focusing on a project of her own. She barely had time to do anything fun. Now and then, she’d go out with Natalie. They went to that festival last week, a much-needed outing. Having that kind of thing occasionally was enough for now. She didn’t need any more than that. 

Desiree shrugged, left the room and got ready for bed. 
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Chapter Two
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Desiree had just stumbled into her house on Mannasota Avenue when she heard the phone ring. As usual, she was overloaded with manuscripts from work – the mailed ones, not the numerous messages in her inbox. She managed to set it all aside and got to the phone on the final ring. “Hello?” 

“Hey, sis! How are you?” 

“Ah ... fine.” She hadn’t expected Jennifer to call, though she often did these days, now that she lived in the area again.  

“You don’t sound fine.” 

“I just got in the door. I’m a little breathless.” 

“Oh, sorry. Do you want to call me back later?” 

“No, it’s okay. I’m fine.” She tucked the phone in the curve of her neck and shrugged her jacket off. 

As per usual, her sister began talking fast. “Hey, listen. I really want to thank you for the jewelry. It’s nice to have a female gift once in a while.” Then came that familiar feminine sigh. “Unpacking everything for the house has been so overwhelming, and I’m still fighting with Jonathon about all of that stuff that came from his bachelor pad. I had to compromise on a few things. So it’s nice to be recognized as a woman.” There was a pause. “Thank you.” 

Desiree grinned. She was glad she’d followed Nat’s advice. “You’re welcome.” She heard another sigh. “You okay? You seem ... different.” 

“I think I’m just moody right now.”   

“Oh.” She took a deep breath. Her sister was probably the most happy-go-lucky person she knew. 

“Are you guys really fighting that much? Is everything okay?” She had to admit that since she’d lost her mother, she’d been really afraid of losing anyone else. Jimmy hadn’t helped that feeling either. “If anything was wrong, you’d tell me, right?” 

“Oh, Desiree, don’t be dramatic. Of course I’d tell you. And everything is fine. Moving is just stressful. I love being back home. San Francisco was great, but I wanted to come back here. There’s just so much to do, that’s all.” 

“Okay. I just want to make sure he’s treating you well. I did endorse the man at your wedding. I’d hate to have to take all of that back.” 

“Oh, honey, he spoils me to death, I swear. Everything is fine.” She pictured Jennifer shaking her head in disapproval. “You worry too much, you know that?” 

She nodded. “Mmm-hmm. It’s a fatal flaw.” 

“You’re so hard on yourself. Lighten up. Besides, I called for another reason. I have news.” 

“Oh?” Maybe Jonathon had received a promotion. Could the bracelet and earrings have worked that fast? It was supposed to ‘promote success in all your endeavors’. How silly though; it was only jewelry. 

“Sis?” 

“Huh?” She shook her head and came back to herself. 

“What is it, Desiree? What’s wrong?”  

“What? Oh, nothing. I’m sorry. I guess I was distracted. What were you going to tell me?”  

“You’re going to take me right into an early grave, sis. I wish you weren’t so mysterious.”  

“And I wish you would spill the beans. Is it bad news?” She gasped. “Oh, Jenny. Is it Daddy? He’s not–” 

“Please, he’s fine. It’s not that at all.” 

“Well, what is it? Jonathon knows, doesn’t he?” 

“Yes, he knows. I thought it best to tell him.” 

She could hear the pleasure mingled with anticipation in her sister’s voice. “Come on, Jennifer Leigh. Does it involve Jonathon?” 

“Hmm. That’s a good question. He is partly at fault for this news.” She giggled. 

“Wait a minute ... you’re–” She couldn’t form the words. Deep down, she knew what her sister was going to say. She cleared her throat, which was becoming hoarse. “This is good news, I can tell. Are you pregnant?” 

“Yes! How did you know?” 

She smirked. “I figured you guys waited long enough.” 

“Ha ha. So what do you think?”  

“I think that’s great. You will be a perfect mother. You’re so good with children. Are you excited?” 

“Of course!” 

“And Jon?” 

“He’s a nervous wreck, but happy ... as happy as a kid on Christmas Day.” 

She laughed. “I can imagine. The woman he adores is going to lug around his baby for nine months. Who wouldn’t be thrilled about that prospect?” 

“Yeah,” she agreed softly. “But I had to tell you ...” 

“Because I’m your sister and I’ll be an aunt?” 

“Well, that and the fact that you’re the only one I know within ten miles.” 

She smiled. “Did you tell Daddy yet?” 

“Of course. It would be crazy of me not to tell him. And he was thrilled as well, excited about a new addition to the family.” 

“Well, I’m ecstatic for you. If I had a child on the way plus a great husband to boot, I’d be in heaven.” 

Her sister sighed, nearly purring over the phone as a contented feline might. “You will someday, kid. I promise.” 

“How do you know, Jen?” 

“Because fate is good to people like you.” Then she said her goodbyes and hung up. 

People like you. What had her sister meant by that? Perhaps it was just a decent compliment. 

She shrugged and set herself to the task of making dinner for the evening.      

***
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A week later, Desiree sat at her usual spot on the couch, buried in a manuscript. She blinked a little, trying to keep from nodding off. For some reason, she couldn’t keep her attention on this one story about a boy who learned how to fly when he found a way to give himself magical powers. 

When her stomach growled irritably, she decided to order pizza instead of cooking so she could get some much-needed work done. After eating, she returned to the manuscript, but with little enthusiasm. Finally, she gave up and took a bath to relax with the intent of going to bed. She dried off and dressed in her sleepwear. When she realized she was thirsty, she went into the kitchen for a glass of water.  

Desiree had just shut off the faucet when the lights suddenly went out, shrouding the room in darkness. “Shit!” she muttered. She fumbled for the light switch, but nothing happened. 

Now, where were the candles? Her hands groped the surface of the counter, catching things that spun to the floor. She tried to remember what direction she must walk. Right. She walked slowly along, and cursed when she stubbed her toe on a table leg. Her hands found the hard wood surface and then there was nothing, just air. She kept walking little by little, her arms outstretched until her palms met cold glass. The sliding glass doors to the patio.  

She was startled by the light for a moment, a hazy purple glow. It dawned on her then. Her solarpowered lamps had come on. She froze suddenly as a thought dawned on her. Oh, God! They were motion-activated! Her mind raced with the implications of the invasion. Had someone been in the yard? Cut the power to the house? A claw danced up her spine at the thought. Goosebumps pricked at her arms. Peering into the semi-darkness, she sucked in a breath as she saw a pale face on the other side of the glass. She screamed, stumbling back. With the dim light shining, she was able to locate the butcher knife off the block and raise it in the air. Her senses strained, she crept back towards the glass, but there was nothing there now. 

She frowned. Had she imagined it, the ghostly figure from before? She wanted it to be just coincidence that her power was also out, but realistically she knew that she couldn’t be that lucky. Was this somehow related to the incident upstairs last week? 

With her knife poised, the muscles in her arm now shaking with tension, she scanned the patio. Still nothing, but someone was there. She felt it. Hairs rose on the back of her neck. Time ticked by, too slowly for comfort. She felt a weird tingle in her skin, but she ignored it. Her eyes burned now from the effort of peering.  

Out of the corner of her eye, she caught movement. She swung, her heart pounding in her chest, and sought the source of the motion. Still nothing. She could hardly tell what the danger was over her loud heartbeat. But she still sensed it, like a deer that knew a predator was close by. She thought she would go mad with the waiting. Then she saw the dark figure at the end of the hall. On impulse, she turned, ran to the glass doors, slid one open and raced across the patio. She gripped the knife until her fingers felt numb. 

Suddenly she was tackled to the ground, a heavy bulk falling on top of her. She sucked in a breath to scream, but a hand covered her mouth. She bit down hard, but there was no response. Her assailant grasped her hand and shook it wildly until her grip on the knife loosened and it fell away. He pressed into her, his arousal evident. Her eyes bulged in panic, her breath coming in short bursts. His teeth latched onto her neck, and she was shocked at the rush of desire, the heat low in her belly. She shook her head even as he bit her, clamping a hand down on the back of her neck to keep her in place. She bucked beneath him, did what she could to fight, but he was on her backside. He was too powerful.  

He flipped her over, resuming his primal bite. She fought harder, trying to claw his face, his neck, anything she could. That was when she heard the voice inside her mind. It teased at her with a cool sensation across her forehead. 

Stop fighting me, Desiree. I won’t hurt you.  

She froze and he seemed to still as well. When he lifted his head, his face was in shadow, but she sensed his eyes on her. 

She realized it wasn’t his command that had stopped her, but his voice. She suddenly came back to herself then. What on earth was she doing? She was beneath a man that had attacked her. She shook her head and opened her mouth. 

Don’t scream, the voice came again. I won’t hurt you. 

This was completely crazy, she thought. She should not be hearing his voice in her head. Against her better judgment, her body began to loosen up, the fear leaving, and it was replaced with another punch of desire. 

Stop fighting, love. 

When his mouth came down on hers, it was soft, sweeping across her lips in wordless apology. She thought she tasted blood, but she couldn’t remember why. Her heart raced with a weird anticipation. Some part of her protested, while the rest of her begged for more. He drew away and seemed to pause as if waiting for some kind of consent. The moonlight made his eyes shine like silver. Warmth spread through her body, and she lifted her lips to his in invitation. Despite the darkness, she caught the ghost of a smile across his mouth before she felt his searing kiss. It burned all the way to her core, heating her until all she could think of was that there were too many clothes between them.  

As if in reply, he made short work of her garments, tearing her gown with one hand and then her panties. He had barely touched her when the climax hit her. All of her muscles clenched, and she groaned as he pressed his lips to hers. A warm liquid splashed on her tongue and its richness made her greedy for more. His knees spread her thighs and the exposed tip of him pressed deep. She didn’t know how he’d mounted her clothes on, but she was glad. He caressed her breasts and she whimpered as he thrust into her. It was too dark to see him clearly, but it wasn’t a deterrent. The mystery compelled her. The claw of desire punched again, though, this time taking her over that peak. She cried out and heard his groan as he emptied into her.  

It took a moment for her to come back to herself. Cool air traveled over her half-naked body, and her mind was working so slowly. She was aware of a hint of wine in her mouth, but she never drank alcohol. She blinked, looking around the yard, but no one was there. He was gone. Had all of that really happened?  

She shivered. Her body began to tremble as she sat up, drawing the loose cloth over her bare breasts. On unsteady feet, she stood. 

Oh my God, she thought, as the evidence began to trickle down her inner thigh. She had been attacked. Violated. And it only got worse; she had submitted to him, let him take her. She lowered her face to her open hands. She’d just had unprotected sex with a complete stranger who had broken into her house and had done God knew what to her neck. This was too much.  

It took a force of sheer will to gather the courage to venture back inside. By now, the power in the house was on once more, a fact she couldn’t even bother to ponder. She moved around the room. 

She wasn’t sure whether to bathe or beat her head against the wall.  

Her mind could not accept what had just happened. It was too unbelievable. She fumbled her way into the bathroom and sat on the shockingly cold edge of the tub. She wrapped her arms around herself and rocked. Her body had wanted him. Even after he’d attacked her, she had wanted him. She had even orgasmed. Twice. She moaned in dismay. It was beyond the realm of possibility. This just didn’t happen to people. Okay, maybe with Stockholm Syndrome, but not in any other basic rape scenario.  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A PARANORMAL ROMANCE

éOOD AT FIRST SIGHT SERIES « BOOK |

4
MARIE ‘LAVENDER :

“«





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





