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  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 1: THE REBIRTH OF RACHEL


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2005


  Rachel is looking for a man who’ll love her for her though she wants more than the usual relationship.


  Rafe searches for a woman he can love in his unique way.


  Can his dominance compel the rebirth of Rachel?


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 2: BLACK HEART


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2005


  Raven is cautious about who she’s with.


  Kyle is looking for dominance.


  Will he find love in her black heart and give Raven her life back?


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 3: CHARLOTTE MASTERED


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2005


  Charlotte looks for the right man to control her.


  Simon seeks the prefect woman to share his life with.


  When Charlotte’s mastered, what’s next?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS BOOK 1: DANTE’S FLAME


  Whiskey Creek Press October 2005


  A centuries’ old vampire is looking for love.


  A woman of today is looking for a love life.


  Together, can they ignite Dante’s flame eternally?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS BOOK 2: SPARK OF A WOLF


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2005


  Sean deals with life-altering changes while chasing a killer.


  Rhiannon can help him but he pushes her away.


  Together, can they light the spark of the wolf?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS BOOK 3: LOVE HURTS


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2005


  Madison Allcott loses love only to find it again in a dark gentleman.


  Galen Beaumont has hunted for five centuries for a woman to love.


  Will they find out love hurts or will it be the beginning of their eternal lives?


  



  ENTRANCED BY JASMYNE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid February 2006


  The Ardalan sheik needs American help to stop the takeover of his country.


  Her assignment is to get the information to help him but she becomes personally involved.


  When he becomes entranced by Jasmyne, can they save his realm or will they die trying?


  



  THE HASTINGS SAGA BOOK 1: CHASE FOR AN ANGEL


  Whiskey Creek Press March 2006


  A union officer faces the Civil War on many fronts.


  A Southern gem awaits his return but fights her own battle.


  Will his chase for an angel bring them loving happiness?


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 4: MEMPHIS BELLE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2006


  Belle lost her man to another’s jealousy, remaining faithful to him until she meets perfection.


  Jaspar has everything a billionaire could want except the right woman to share it with.


  Will her past hurt their future or will he safeguard his Memphis Belle?


  



  HELLFIRE


  Whiskey Creek Press May 2006


  Shania made captain on her own.


  Mac found perfection in a feisty firefighter.


  Will the Purists stop them or will they ignite hellfire?


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 5: DOCTOR HEAL THYSELF


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2006


  What happens when a world-renowned sex therapist needs help in her own life?


  Sheridan Greenlaw must delve into another side of her personality in order to answer her questions.


  Will Ross Beckham help the doctor ‘heal thyself’?


  



  THE SHADOW OF HER SMILE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2006


  Laurell is desperate to save her birthright—Ravencroft.


  Cole, an international gambler, tries to help her while exacting his own revenge.


  Will the shadow of her smile be enough to keep them safe?


  



  BLUE VELVET


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 2006


  Ethan gave up on life until finding elegant beauty with a wild touch.


  Roni’s secret wild side intrigues him.


  Will the past haunt their blue velvet love?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS BOOK 4: RED FIRE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October 2006


  Valeria learns there is more to life than she originally thought.


  Gabriel wants to live a quiet life out of the limelight.


  When their paths cross, will they be strong enough to survive a red fire?


  



  WAR IN DARKNESS: ADDICTED TO CYN


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2006 (w/Scarlet Love in Torrid Teaser #17)


  An angel of mercy tries to heal wounded soldiers.


  A devil’s disciple must save her life.


  Will his addiction to Cyn be enough for both of them?


  



  SCARLET LOVE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2006 (W/Addicted to Cyn in Torrid Teaser #17)


  She’s fleeing Yankee soldiers.


  He comes to her rescue in more ways than she could imagine.


  How much will their scarlet love heat up?


  



  AT CROSS ENDS


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid January 2007


  Mark Kincaid owes Graham Cross for two years of his life.


  Riley Devane winds up in the middle.


  How long will they be at cross ends?


  



  BLOW OUT


  Whiskey Creek Press February 2007


  Craig fights fires on a huge scale while trying to help save a colleague’s company.


  Jennifer lives a sheltered life until she meets a man who ignites flames in her.


  Will the blow out from the past burn them or fuel their love?


  



  THE BEST OF CHRISTY POFF


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid (print) April 2007


  Rachel needs to redefine her life, finding Rafe the perfect man to help her.


  Melanie needs to redefine her love life though Dante has different long-lasting plans.


  Jasmyne finds life in a different world, Yasir at her side.


  Love in different worlds is still one thing—love.


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 6: THIS JUST IN…


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007


  When a television reporter does an expose on the BSDM scene, he angers many. He looks for answers to learn the truth but will he hold onto the one woman whose lifestyle makes him whole or will their enemies silence them before their life together gets started? This just in…


  



  DARK ILLUSIONS


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2007


  A beautiful heiress with a wild side wants to enjoy life. Sephora meets the man of her dreams when Nigel Shelton walks into it from the shadows. Will their dark illusions give them what they need or will they be torn apart by greed?


  



  BIRD IN A GILDED CAGE: THE MYTH OF MIRABELLA


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 2007


  Mira lives on the edge of the fashion world in more ways than one.


  Max seeks a killer who paints his victims in 24K gold.


  Will Mira be his bird in a gilded cage before Max solves the case?


  



  THE JOYS OF LOVE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007


  Ryan and Kendall must fight a looming threat in order to find happiness.


  Cody and Savannah go up against the morals of 1927 Tennessee.


  Can they find the joys of love or will it be lost to them forever?


  



  LOST LOVE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007


  THE JOYS OF LOVE (TT #41)


  A Philadelphia cop on the biggest case of his career.


  His wife fears the future.


  Can a lost love be revived or will it be lost once more?


  LABOR OF LOVE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007 in The Joys of Love


  Savannah has lived alone for years, afraid of getting close to anyone.


  Cody comes to work for her but learns more than he intended.


  Will their labor of love prove she can find love?


  



  YULE LOVES: NOELLE’S ELF/HIS CHRISTMAS CAROLE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2007


  NOELLE’S ELF


  Noelle wishes on a star for the perfect gift—a man.


  Dan tries his best to fulfill this for her.


  Will Noelle’s elf make her dreams come true?


  HIS CHRISTMAS CAROLE


  Kris faced an unhappy holiday thanks to his ex-wife.


  Carole experienced the romance of Hawaii by herself for the same reason.


  Will he enjoy his Christmas Carole or will his past get in their way?


  



  DESIRES: DESIRES UNDER THE FALLS/DESIRE IN THE SNOW


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid January 2008


  DESIRE UNDER THE FALLS


  Having too many curves could destroy a career as Penelope learned.


  Having too many curves drove Thorne crazy.


  Could they find Desire under the Falls?


  DESIRE IN THE SNOW


  Layla leaves Los Angeles for a short vacation heading for the mountains.


  Mac shares his life with Cash but is looking for a good woman to spend it with.


  Will undue forces create Desire in the Snow for this hot couple?


  



  INTERNET BONDS SERIES BOOK 7: BLACK LACE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2008


  Chelsea Strawbridge falls hard for a firefighter but she lives in a world that doesn’t accept her desires. Reed Carrington fights fires and finds he ignites one in a society spitfire. Will another snuff that fire before black lace becomes his—totally?


  



  MASKED DESIRES a part of A TORRID CELEBRATION (WCP’s anniversary anthology)


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2008


  Ava’s invitation to the company’s annual costume ball sends her reeling.


  Matthew wants to make her the one of his dreams.


  Will Mardi Gras’ masked desires bring these two together or hide the truth?


  



  A MATTER OF DECEPTION


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2008


  Seneca believed he had everything—a good life, wealth and Adrienne, the love of his life. Adrienne couldn’t wait to become his wife but what happened on the eve of their wedding changed them both forever. Will another man’s evil and a matter of deception make her forget Seneca or will they find their way back to each other before it’s too late?


  



  MIDNIGHT ECSTASIES


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2008


  Carl and Cassie Sandeford have a huge interest in Midnight Ecstasies.


  A serial killer has an even bigger interest in them.


  Who will survive?


  



  DARK & DEVIOUS


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid July 2008


  Jeremy Payne escapes to the quiet of the Pacific Northwest—his past haunting him.


  Sapphire Knight is running from hers. Can love and honesty overcome the dark & devious sides of their lives?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS BOOK 5: WHITE ICE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2008


  Damon wants to get away and relax—his life in turmoil.


  Sascha has secrets only he can help her with.


  Will white ice melt a dark heart?


  



  INTERNET BONDS BOOK 8: AFTER GLOW


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2009


  Brock Sanders has always been a strong man no matter what he did but…


  Dominique Ashcroft has an extremely dominating personality.


  Will they bask in the after glow of heated romance or will their pasts darken it?


  



  THE HASTINGS SAGA BOOK 2: DEATH OF AN ANGEL—JESSIE


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2009


  Andrew thought the Civil War had left him alone until it came screaming back into his life, his angel—Jessie—suffering the revenge of one man’s evil. Can their love survive or will he mourn the death of an angel—Jessie?


  



  SUNDAY MONEY


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2009


  Derek Manville races open-wheeled cars or anything with a motor as a hobby. Shelby Holland is desperately trying to hold onto her race team and her financial legacy. Together, can they win Sunday Money while keeping their unique bond from crashing?


  



  THE HASTINGS SAGA BOOK 3: WINDS OF LIFE—ALEXA


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 2009


  Andrew believed love came to a man once in a lifetime until Alexa comes out of his past to prove him wrong. She asks for his help to settle a deadly range war unaware of his grief for his first wife. Will the evil be deadly or will the winds of like—Alexa—save them both?


  



  DARKNESS INTO LIGHT


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October 2009


  A night of passion brings Emily together with the man of her dreams only she loses him seconds later.


  A night of passion shows Seth he can have a life with someone only she disappears as quickly as she appeared.


  One night—will it survive and bring them both from darkness into light?


  



  DESIRE 2—HART’S DESIRE & YULE DESIRES


  November 2009


  Hart’s Desire


  Addington Hart knew in high school what he desired in a woman.


  Cory Phelps knew as well, both enjoying their senior year.


  When he made the decision to split up before college, he found out that his Hart’s Desire meant more to him than doing the right thing.


  Yule Desires


  Mara wanted one thing for Christmas—Jared.


  Jared had to get his life straightened out before he could give himself to her.


  Will St. Nicholas give them the gifts they want?


  



  EYES OF DARKNESS MEGABOOK


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2009


  Sean deals with a new life while chasing a killer—can Rhiannon help him?


  Madison finds love with a dark gentleman—will love hurt?


  Valeria discovers a new facet to her life but can Gabriel handle her?


  



  NO DEAL


  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid February 2010


  Alicia Billings is a trophy wife whose husband thinks he can ‘sell’ anytime he wants.


  Blake Atherton wants to put a stop to this to give her a life.


  Will this be a win/win ending or will it wind up being no deal?


  My thanks to Chere and everyone who helps me

  when I write really wonderful characters.


  Prologue


  In the mountains north of Geneva, Switzerland a dark secret came to light, one centuries old and evil. In the quiet countryside, rumors had run rampant over the years about a demon inhabiting the area but no one had ever seen it, the legend growing over the course of six hundred years.


  Grandparents told their grandchildren the story of three sisters—triplets—born in the late 14th or early 15th Century. Their mother had met a man who lured her into a world she didn’t want but embraced once she learned what it meant to be vampyr. She’d been pregnant when he bewitched her and created his new toy who answered to his beckoning call. She gave birth to three daughters, all who experienced so much life in so little time. Two sisters met their ends when their creations turned on them once it became apparent exactly what had been done to their lives. The men went on, found eternal mates and blended into life wherever they chose to settle.


  The third sister met her fate in another way. After keeping her existence secret by telling everyone she’d been born before them, her father walled her into a cave in the Alps, trapping her there for the remainder of her unnatural life.


  “You’ve ruined me!” he accused. “I can’t have three daughters gone bad from birth. I’m making sure one of you never wreaks havoc on…”


  “But you accepted our mother’s uniqueness—why not us?”


  “There’s nothing wrong with your mother. She had an illness and…”


  “You’re a fool. Don’t do this. You need me!” she screamed.


  The wall went up, shutting her inside the cave permanently. Having included all the precautions the local people believed would control her, he left her in the mountainside tomb.


  Nearly six hundred years later, a tiny shift in the geological plates deep beneath the earth’s surface cracked the wall built centuries before and, after another aftershock, it split. Released into the world with a new lease on her life, Solange fled the cave, creating havoc throughout the countryside.


  She fed voraciously, regenerating herself into a beautiful and extremely strong vampyr—one whose six-hundred-year-old anger knew no boundaries—then set out to take care of the one who’d shut her away for so long. Learning he’d died twenty-five years after he imprisoned her, she still sought revenge—not only for herself but her sisters. Someone will pay and I’ll make sure of it! After all, I have nothing but time on my hands.


  Solange left Switzerland and spent several years becoming accustomed to the new times she found herself living in. While she enjoyed her freedom, she schemed.


  Chapter 1


  Hayden Beaumont walked toward Allcott House, a beautiful mansion in one of the more affluent sections of San Francisco. In his family for well over two centuries, he loved coming home to it when he returned to the States. He’d split his time over the years between it, a brownstone in New York and an ancient estate in France a few miles north of Paris.


  Entering the house, he grinned sensing he had company, his guests extremely special to him.


  “Mother, you’re gorgeous as ever.”


  “And, you, my handsome son…” she said, before kissing him. Madison Allcott Beaumont did not look a day over twenty even though one hundred and fourteen years had passed since her life had faced major changes.


  “Where’s Galen?”


  “Your father went out to check the estate and the vineyards. It’s been years since we opened the house up and it’s time we came back.”


  “Why? What happened?”


  “Questions have been asked. You know the ones…”


  “I’m so sorry. I hate seeing you uprooted like this.”


  “It’s all right. I wouldn’t trade my life with Galen for anything. Plus, how many mothers can keep their sons close for an eternity?”


  “I doubt few sons can say the same,” he agreed.


  “Now, why don’t you and I catch up? Marissa told me you’re leaving?”


  “Pretty much for the same reason you came here. One of the society dames mentioned how it looks like I don’t age and it’s that time of year again.”


  “Ah, the annual husband hunts—the reason I threw my mother out of my life when Geoffrey died.”


  “I’ve always agreed with one comment you made a few years ago.”


  “What?” Madison asked.


  “It’s barbaric.”


  “You should have seen it four hundred years ago.”


  “Dad,” Hayden said, standing to embrace the man who’d become his father after his mother’s remarriage. He’d never met his natural father, Galen Beaumont always there when he needed him. “How are the vines?”


  “Not bad though I worry about the one field.”


  “The reds?”


  “Yes.”


  “Marsden mentioned something to me yesterday. He’s concerned, too.”


  “The weather I’m told has not helped.”


  “It hasn’t been the greatest,” Hayden agreed. At six foot five, his natural boyish charm hid his seriousness. Galen and Madison knew him but they realized some considered him too naïve and uncaring about the family’s financial affairs. “The latest financial reports are on the desk. Everything’s in good shape.”


  “As always,” Galen commented, knowing how astute his son had always been. Galen Beaumont looked at Hayden Allcott Beaumont with admiration. His birth had been unique in that his mother had accepted the dark gift becoming vampyr in the early weeks of her pregnancy. A rare occurrence, a pregnancy like hers had not happened in nearly five hundred years, if not longer. Hayden’s entire early life had passed by in a few weeks instead of twenty-four years. Rarely did babies survive birth and the change happening immediately after. Hayden had and he’d come through it strong and extremely intelligent. Never having known a normal childhood didn’t bother him because Galen and Madison made sure he wouldn’t be affected by it. Having a head for business and a way with several decades of young ladies didn’t hurt either.


  “I’m sorry about the quick visit but it’s time. I’ve heard the Newshams are trying to find out why I don’t age. The old lady wants my secret plus a marriage to her ugly daughter.”


  “Hayden,” Madison softly admonished.


  “I know, Mother, but the girl looks like she came out of the moat at any European castle. She’s…”


  “I’ve got the image, darling,” his mother assured him.


  “Can we at least fly this evening or once before I leave for Paris?”


  “Of course,” she said.


  “We wouldn’t miss it,” Galen agreed.


  * * * *


  Later in the evening, three majestic birds—a black hawk, a merlin and a golden falcon—soared over the Beaumont vineyards. Hayden loved the freedom flight gave him and to share it with his parents meant more to him than anything in the world.


  I see we’ve learned a new trick, son.


  It’s taken time.


  You are a handsome one.


  But the beauty lies with you, Mother.


  It’s good I’m not a jealous vampyr, son.


  The three of them laughed, enjoying their time together. Hayden loved his parents though he’d never told them he compared all women to Madison, his idea of perfection. If the girl couldn’t compare to his mother, he didn’t give her the time of day.


  When they returned to the mansion, Hayden took his leave.


  “You’re leaving tonight?” Madison asked, sadness in her voice.


  “Yes, I hate to but…”


  “We understand. You’ll let us know…”


  “Of course,” Hayden assured her. “Cell phones are wonderful inventions. By the way, is the house open?”


  “Yes, and Corinne is expecting you,” Galen advised him. “Since we closed up the house to come back here, we sent her over to yours. I think it works well.”


  “Wonderful.”


  He hugged them both, kissed Madison good-bye then prepared to return to Beaumont Manor in France. He gathered what he would need, placed everything near the foot of the staircase then slipped down to the basement apartment he kept. Like Galen, he appreciated comfort even though his life dictated otherwise. He might sleep like the dead but he rose like any other and wanted comfortable things around him. Galen had sworn to never subject his wife to the harsh realities of their dark life and Hayden held the same beliefs. He’d also trained his body to accept wine—his one human vice. After all, how can the owner of a vineyard not know what his product tastes like?


  Hayden left some notes for his assistant, changed then stretched out in bed as dawn overtook him.


  * * * *


  “Mistress Solange,” an extremely well-built man said.


  “Come, cher,” she said, waiting for him to join her. She liked her cadre of studs, all Chippendale-esque because she wanted nothing between her and a ready feast.


  Over the course of the last ten years, she’d had many who kept her sated. Hundreds of good-looking men and some gorgeous women—she didn’t care as long as she could literally bleed them dry before she cast them aside.


  Her toy went to her, Solange drawing him into a kiss.


  “You taste especially good tonight.”


  “For you, Mistress—anything.”


  He traced her neck with his tongue, Solange’s body reacting. She arched closer to his attentions, bloodlust driving her.


  “You know what I want, mon cher.”


  “Oui,” he said, shedding the remainder of his clothes. He moved her robe out of the way then drove his cock into her. She urged him on, driving his natural need to her advantage while her fangs descended. While he fiercely pounded her body, she brushed her lips over his skin feeling his heartbeat and the movement of his blood.


  The minute she felt him ready to fill her, she sank her teeth into his neck and fed. Bloodlust drove her to take too much, draining him. After she took his last drop of blood, she shoved his lifeless body aside and called for her assistant.


  “Madame?”


  “Get this mess out of here.”


  “Oui, Madame,” he said without question.


  Solange smiled, blood dripping from her lips. Nearly six hundred years had created a strong vengeful woman who no longer cared about anyone as long as she got what she wanted.


  Georges returned after he removed the man’s body. In his hand, he held a file.


  “The information you requested, Madame.”


  “Merci.”


  She opened it and read the dossier information on Jacob Dante—her sister Danica’s murderer—and Galen Beaumont—her sister Joelle’s killer. Dante lived in New York with his wife while Beaumont had been located in San Francisco. She didn’t like having to travel to the States but those thoughts died when she read Galen’s son had been seen in the area north of Paris and very close.


  They took from me so I’ll take from them. I’ll see how Monsieur Beaumont appreciates losing someone dear to him.


  “Georges, I want to know every move this man makes. I want his routine, his associates, everything.”


  “Oui, Madame.”


  Solange felt alive—she’d fed and found the perfect outlet to exact her revenge. She’d sworn she would get even with her father, the man who left her imprisoned in a cave in the Alps but, being very mortal, he died of old age. She learned her mother, the only vampyr to give birth to daughters, had gone out at dawn one morning after her husband’s death and gave herself to the sun because she could not go on without the man she loved or her family.


  “Why, if he could accept you as his vampyr wife, could he not accept the three of us?”


  Solange had nearly six centuries to figure it out but never found the answer. Now, it no longer mattered. She lived—the only survivor—and she planned to enjoy life after taking care of some age-old loose ends.


  * * * *


  Hayden’s plane landed in New York. After making sure his luggage made it onto his connecting flight, he left the terminal on foot, went to one of the darkest secluded areas he’d found decades ago and removed his clothes. He placed them in a hidden airtight cabinet he’d built years before then shifted to a golden falcon. He soared over the city, ending up at a brownstone on the Upper East Side.


  He loved the place, a house built in the early 1900s, and had made some alterations to it enabling him or his family to have an overday place to stay when traveling to Europe.


  Once he flew into the attic, he shifted back, pulled a robe from a closet and put it on. Hayden went downstairs to his study to catch up on the last several months. Finding nothing pressing, he wrote instructions for his personal assistant then headed upstairs to the master suite.


  After enjoying a glass of Beaumont Zinfandel, he stretched out and let dawn take him. He didn’t need to check a clock, his body knew. Hayden sank into the sleep of the dead, oblivious to what waited for him across the ocean.


  Chapter 2


  Hayden’s flight landed at deGaulle International Airport in Paris leaving him precious little time to go through Customs and make it home. Against his better judgment, he made people forget his existence. Once he disappeared into the crowd, he slipped out a side door, raced to where his driver waited and settled into the back of his Mercedes Benz limo.


  “Welcome home, Monsieur Beaumont.”


  “Merci, Jacques,” Hayden acknowledged. He settled back while Jacques easily maneuvered the car through traffic. A short while later, Jacques pulled through the gates of Beaumont Manor, his European estate, and continued up the long drive to the front of the house.


  As soon as the limo stopped, the front door swung open.


  “Monsieur Hayden, welcome home.”


  “It’s good to be back, Corinne. Mother sends her love.”


  “Ah, she’s a wonder. Your parents are well?”


  “Extremely.”


  “Bon,” she said. “Your room is ready for you.”


  “Excellent,” he complimented.


  Corinne Marsden had been with the Beaumonts for years. She had relatives in San Francisco and New York, the entire Marsden family loyal to the Beaumonts. This loyalty survived through the centuries from the early 1400s when Galen Beaumont, Hayden’s father, became vampyr and needed someone he could trust. From the original blood oath sworn six centuries earlier to the present day, the Beaumonts had no worries about their care during the day when they rested.


  Hayden headed to the master suite, washed up then changed into something more comfortable before stretching out on satin sheets and falling into a deep sleep when dawn arrived.


  * * * *


  Solange decided to do the Parisian party scene, hitting several clubs before returning home to where her pets waited for her attention. She slipped into a slinky gown then lay on her bed. In the last moments before dawn, she quickly went over her evening.


  She’d found another boy toy to replace the one she discarded the night before. It never ceased to amaze her how men—and even some women—clung to her. They begged to be a part of her life while having no idea how long she’d been walking the earth. Once she took enough blood to make them faithful submissives, she filled her lair with more ready donors. Blood—don’t leave home without it…


  While prowling the clubs, Solange listened to every conversation in hopes of getting some information on her target’s whereabouts but heard nothing. No one knew a thing about Hayden Beaumont’s return to the continent or his pending schedule.


  “This will change or there will be hell to pay!” she vowed.


  Seconds later, she turned ice cold, sleep overtaking her.


  * * * *


  When he woke, Hayden enjoyed a glass of Beaumont Bordeaux. Savoring the taste, he couldn’t decide which vineyard grew the better tasting grapes—a century-old quandary.


  He went through his mail, discarding what he felt had no importance while narrowing the pile down to must reads. One envelope piqued his curiosity.


  Opening it, he read an invitation to the opening of a photographer/painter’s first show at a gallery he frequented in Paris.


  “Bon soir,” Corinne said.


  “Bonjour,” he replied, easily falling into his second language. “Comment allez-vous?”


  “Très bien, merci. Et vous?”


  “Bien, merci,” he said, smiling. “Do you know anything about this artist?” he asked, handing her the invitation.


  “I’ve heard her specialty is taking a photograph then she reproduces it on canvas in oils. I’ve heard nothing but good things about her and her work.”


  “Interesting. Do I have anything scheduled that night?”


  “Not that I’m aware of. Not many of your associates knew when you planned to return.”


  “Good, schedule the opening and I’ll see what I can find out about her in the meantime. If she’s good, I’ll tell Mother since she’s been looking for someone to sponsor and that would gain her international note.”


  “Wonderful idea. I’ll let you know what I find out, as well.”


  “Bon,” he said before Corinne left him. He went over several ledgers for the vineyards and the shipping business then sat back thinking about his life.


  One hundred plus years and Hayden felt he had it all—a wonderful family, good friends and associates, wealth. The one thing he had not been lucky in—finding someone to spend his eternity with.


  Another age-old contemplation, he pushed it aside and gazed out the window.


  * * * *


  Sunrise in Paris always provided great photo opportunities. To shoot the Eiffel Tower or the Arc de Triomphe at sunrise or sunset took timing and patience.


  Chandra Richards rose early, dressed and went out to get the pictures she needed. Still using her Nikon single lens reflex camera with assorted lenses and filters, she refused to go digital. The new cameras didn’t seem to have the same resolution or quality like the photos she printed in her darkroom. To her, she felt using digital tended to take away her freedom to play around and experiment though she did have one in her bag. Once she’d finished the roll of film, she went back to her flat. On the way, she picked up breakfast from the corner café.


  Once home, she ate her croissants then began developing her film. As soon as she hung the last negative strip up to dry, she left her darkroom then poured another cup of coffee and read the morning news.


  At twenty-eight, she’d been on her own since getting out of high school. The Latin beauty left life in Florida going to Europe where she found success in Paris and stayed. In a few days, she’d host her first opening, her life perfect save one thing. She had no one to share it with. Maybe one day…


  One reason she made the decision to move had been the break-up with her high school sweetheart. He had been set to leave for college while she still had her senior year to finish. A few days after she broke it off with him, RJ died in an auto accident. Somehow, she’d made it through her last year. Several days after graduation, she flew to Europe where she didn’t have to worry about facing her memories.


  After she arrived, she sold several photos to Paris newspapers for good money and set up her new life. Branching into painting her photos, she’d sold several at good prices and finally discovered her true niche in life. Playing around one afternoon, she took one of the shots she’d taken the day before of a Parisian café and started reproducing it on canvas. A neighbor offered to buy it from her and she had her first sale.


  Between both ventures, she lived comfortably even by French standards. Her flat located in a quiet section of the city, she’d literally disappeared from her former life without looking back.


  “Mademoiselle?”


  “Oui?”


  “A messenger dropped this off for you.”


  “Merci,” she said, taking the envelope from her neighbor.


  Opening it, she found the final guest list for the gallery opening of her work, impressed by the names listed. When Jacques said he could get the rich and famous, she honestly didn’t believe him. Several actors and designers as well as influential politicians topped the list but one name at the center of it struck her with interest—Hayden Beaumont, San Francisco et Paris.


  Chandra had always loved wine, preferring California grapes to others except when it came to Beaumont Vineyards. Their French wines equaled the ones from the States and she looked forward to possibly meeting the vintner.


  Putting the list aside, she decided she’d better see to what she planned to wear to the gala. Knowing she could not go in jeans as she would prefer, she’d gone to a boutique near Notre Dame and chose an amazing gown that simply called to her. In what could be described as regal purple, the simple haltered gown cut deep in the front to just above the waist, had a long slit up the center front of the skirt and the back waistline sat just above her hips. The beautiful silk caressed her and quietly accentuated her curvy body.


  Chandra had always had not-so-subtle curves, something that did not go unnoticed by the guys she went to school with. Once RJ had left for his freshman year of college and literally taken his protection with him, they considered her fair game. That went as far as one guy after she put her knee where he didn’t want it and proved she could take care of herself.


  “If I want to sleep with someone, it will be my choice and not the fact I’ve got a chest.”


  From then on and especially after RJ’s funeral, they left her alone. She decided not to go to her senior prom, instead spending the time preparing to leave for Paris. Her mother had made sure she had gowns for various dances and the senior prom she’d been to the year before with RJ but since she’d left them in Florida, she had to buy the one she’d wear to celebrate her work. For one night…
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