

  

    Cover




    [image: ]


  




  

    Title Page




    Eve of Samhain




    ...




    Lisa Sanchez




    ...




    [image: ]




    Omnific Publishing




    Los Angeles


  




  

    Copyright Information




    Eve of Samhain, Copyright © 2014 by Lisa Sanchez




    All Rights Reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.




    ...




    Omnific Publishing




    1901 Avenue of the Stars, 2nd Floor




    Los Angeles, California 90067




    www.omnificpublishing.com




    ...




    First Omnific eBook edition, May 2010




    First Omnific trade paperback edition, May 2010




    ...




    The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.




    ...




    Library of Congress Cataloguing-in-Publication Data




    ...




    Sanchez, Lisa.




    Eve of Samhain / Lisa Sanchez – 1st ed




    ISBN: 978-1-936305-21-6




    1. Faerie—Fiction. 2. Curse— Fiction. 3. Gancanagh— Fiction. 4. Love— Fiction. I. Title




    ...




    Cover Design by Micha Stone and Amy Brokaw


    Interior Book Design by Coreen Montagna


  




  

    Dedication




    For you, Quinn.


    I loved you from the start.


    Thank you for gracing my life with your light.


  




  

    Chapter 1




    ALL MEN ARE ASSHOLES. No, wait…let me rephrase that. The dude I’m forced to wait on, the greasy, arrogant tool sitting at table nine, is an asshole. Unfortunately for me, ninety percent of the guys who frequent the club I work in are just like him: total douchebags.




    I fought back the urge to smack him with my serving tray and flashed him a set of pearly whites. “Is there anything else I can get you?” Loud bass music blared throughout the club, filling my ears and rattling my skull.




    The oversexed twenty-something took a swig from the beer I’d just served him, treated me to a ridiculous smile and palmed my ass, giving it a painful squeeze. His cheap cologne permeated the air around him, burning my eyes and stinging the inside of my nose.




    “Just your number, sweet thang.” His pathetic attempt at seduction crashed and burned before he’d even achieved liftoff.




    Who the hell does this guy think he is? Sweet thang? Please!




    The fake smile I kept plastered to my face while I worked disappeared instantly, and I peeled the sweaty palm of my unwanted suitor from my behind.




    Stupid, freaking booty shorts. I hate my uniform!




    I took another look at the overly libidinous customer who sat in front of me and gagged. “Really? I mean…seriously? You expect me to respond to that?” I glared at him with a look that clearly conveyed my answer: Hell no!




    Apparently my “not in this lifetime, buddy” response was not what the asshat was shooting for. He stood up, his lips pulled down into a scowl, and muttered a low “whatever, bitch.” He knocked my drink tray out of my hands and stepped away from the table, bumping knuckles with a random gawker who just happened to be watching the entire scene play out.




    Numbnuts and Gawker Boy totally reaffirmed my belief that all men are, indeed, worms.




    “The Fates hate me,” I mumbled and bent down to retrieve my drink tray off the floor. I shook my head and sighed. It was always the same. Each night the club filled to capacity with arrogant, self-indulgent frat boys who thought they were God’s gift to women, and each night I brought them booze and pretzels while they pinched, prodded, groped, and propositioned me. I was a cross between a maid and a freaking pincushion. The fact I needed the job to pay for my schooling was the only thing keeping me from whacking the grabby jerks over the head and telling the Powers That Be to “take this job and shove it!”




    Fire and Ice was the hottest nightclub in town. The pay was good, the tips were great, and I made enough money to pay for school with quite a bit left over. So for the time being, I’d suck it up and deal. And the ass grabbing? Yeah…the next loser who tried was losing a finger. Maybe two.




    With a deep breath, I put on my game face and went back to work, checking on the rest of the tables in my section. I jotted down my last drink order: one Buttery Nipple and a Red Headed Slut for the couple at table ten, who needed a private room far more than another round of drinks. I wheeled around to head back to the bar when a warm, delicious tingling sensation danced across my skin.




    I turned, my vision accosted by a Malibu Barbie wannabe, complete with over-processed hair and a man-made rack, walking toward me. Following Little Miss Plastic was, without a doubt, the most handsome man I’d ever seen. Stop. Scratch that. Handsome didn’t cut it. Beautiful wouldn’t be an accurate description either. Gorgeous, engaging, hunky…nope. None of those words came close to describing the divine, godlike creature stalking toward me.




    My breath caught. My feet fused with the floor and I stood frozen in place, mouth open and mute. He strolled past me, taking a seat at the empty table just to my left.




    Oh. My. God.




    Tall and blond, with a skull-trimmed haircut and a strong jaw, his aura literally screamed sex.




    Extremely fit, evidenced by the muscles in his chest and arms straining against his black t-shirt, he wore a pair of low slung jeans that hugged a primo ass and allowed just a hint of his extremely cut abs to show.




    I swallowed hard, a hot flush blazing a trail across my skin. Reminded me of that old television show, Bonanza. You know, the one with the burning map and the lively western tune? Yeah, my skin was that map, but the song blaring in my head leaned more toward a bow-chick-a-wow-wow sound than anything else. Hormone overload!




    This otherworldly creature was not only a walking advertisement for sinful behavior, but a mystical weapon of lust and desire sent to destroy me.




    A Celtic tribal tattoo circled his right bicep. Did I mention earlier I had a thing for tatts? Yeah…they drive me wild. His large eyes, the deep color of blue sapphires, captivated me and drew me to him, pulling me into their depths. I was mesmerized not only by their beauty, but by something else. A hint of sadness floated just under the surface. The sorrow tugged at my soul, overpowering me with the urge to wrap my arms around him and tell him everything would be all right.




    Gah…get a grip, Ryann. He’s a stranger. Still…




    Thank God no one needed my help. Lost to the world, I stood mesmerized by his brilliance. Truly, he was the most handsome creature I’d ever seen. A powerful Sex God sent from above to tempt my virtue and threaten my virginity. I froze, ramrod straight, unable to move while images of him ravishing my mouth with his own overpowered me. Those full, beautiful lips…




    “You there, get us some booze, eh?”




    My daydream burst when he opened his pie hole. Was he talking to me? “Excuse me?”




    The corner of his mouth turned up and he swiped his thumb over his lower lip, I assumed to keep from laughing. “I said, get us some booze. You’re a bit thick, are ye?”




    His deep voice floated across my skin like warm liquid chocolate, smooth and appealing with a sexy Irish accent. His words were another story. They ruffled my feathers, making my temper flare.




    Despite his blatant show of rudeness, my palms began to sweat and my heart danced a quickstep inside my chest. Apparently, my mind took offense to being insulted, but my body—yeah, it didn’t seem to care.




    Thank God my brain kicked into gear. He struck a nerve when he called me stupid and I bristled. “If by thick, you mean dumb, then no, I’m not. What type of booze can I get you? Olde English? Steel Reserve?” I narrowed my eyes and rattled off the list of cheap beer I often saw homeless men drinking just outside the club.




    I mean, really…who referred to liquor as “booze” any more? Who the hell was this guy? Where the hell was he from?




    “Maybe you’d like a brown bag to hide your Ripple? In case you haven’t noticed, you’re in a nightclub, not a liquor store. If you want, I’ll happily direct you to one around here.” I glared down at the handsome source of my irritation, treating him to a haughty stare and my sharpest sarcasm. I didn’t care if I was being caustic. After the ass grab earlier, I’d decided enough was enough. I wasn’t taking any more crap from anyone else tonight.




    The handsome Sex God gave a low chuckle and sat back in his seat. He kicked his feet out in front of him, crossing his arms over his large chest. A wide, panty-dropping grin crossed his face, and it was clear to me he found my frustration with him funny.




    “You can bring me a pint. Guinness. The lady will have a Coke.”




    I bit the inside of my cheek, stifling the urge to lift my arm, extend my middle finger and let the patron saint of pissed off servers fly. Biting back a nasty barrage of insults, I gave him a terse nod and fled the scene. I made my way over to the bar and handed my drink tickets to the bartender, Gabriel.




    While I waited for the Sex God’s booze, I stole a glance at my discourteous customer and the set of boobs he brought in with him. She’d plastered herself to him, placing tiny kisses at the base of his neck, looking as though she wanted to rip his clothes off and get down to business. He, on the other hand, wore an expression of pure boredom. This guy was a player.




    Just when I thought for certain she was going to rip her top off and swing it about her head à la Girls Gone Wild, Boobs disentangled herself from the Sex God, stood up, and strolled off toward the bathroom.




    Unable to put off the inevitable, I grabbed my tray full of drinks and walked back to my section, serving his table last.




    “Thick headed or not, you’re a fine piece of stuff, aren’t you?” One eyebrow shot up and an appreciative smile crossed his mouth as he openly stared at my chest. Really stared.




    Seriously? Was this guy for real? I didn’t bother to respond to his unwanted observation, opting to scowl at him instead while I served him his drinks.




    The Sex God drummed his fingers on the top of the table. “Don’t go getting your panties in a bunch. I was just admiring you.” He returned my scowl with one of his own. “Most women like it when I compliment them.”




    I stiffened. “Calling me a fine piece of stuff, while your girlfriend is in the can, is hardly what I’d call a compliment. I am not like other women.”




    “Aye, I can see that,” he said, treating me to a rakish grin. His smile lit up his entire face, and for a brief moment, there was a playful air about him. Then he started speaking again. “Are you going to just keep staring at me like that? Truly, I don’t mind, but I think my date might.”




    Jerk! I liked this guy much better when his trap was shut.




    “Don’t flatter yourself. I wasn’t staring,” I lied. He’d caught me ogling him for sure, but I wasn’t about to own up to it. This guy’s over inflated ego didn’t need any more padding. “I’ll come back in a bit to check on your drinks.” I white-knuckled my tray and turned to leave.




    “Nice arse you’ve got there.”




    I froze. Oh no, he didn’t.




    Someone was about to lose a finger. On fire, I whirled around to face the handsome source of my annoyance and gave him my very best death stare. If it were at all possible to shoot lasers from my eyes, the beautiful jerk would’ve been a pile of ash.




    Amused by my frustration, he laughed openly, while staring at me with those piercing blue eyes.




    I cursed my two-timing body. My knees went soft and my treasonous heart thumped like a jackhammer all over again. What was it about this guy that sent my hormones through the roof? I marched back toward him, slamming my empty tray onto the table with a loud thwack. “I don’t like you,” I hissed.




    His eyes blazed hot and he met my angry stare head on. “Oh, but really, you do.”




    “No, I don’t.” My cheeks burned from the anger flooding my system, and my body took on similar characteristics to a volcano. I was damn sure I’d explode.




    He leaned forward in his seat and curled his finger toward me like he wanted to tell me a secret. “You’re fooling yourself, lass. It’s no matter, though. Even if you weren’t attracted to me, I could have you.”




    My head snapped back and my jaw dropped in disgust. I was no mere object to be had. I didn’t care how good-looking he was, this guy was a total bastard. I narrowed my eyes at him in anger. “Never.” My body was a different story altogether. It didn’t seem to care whether or not the guy was an assface. My breathing hitched, my nipples hardened to diamonds under my tank, and my girlie bits cried out for him to touch me. My body warred with my mind. I was completely out of control.




    The Sex God leaned forward over the table and grabbed hold of my wrist. I gasped. I wasn’t expecting the instant reaction that came from the contact. The moment his skin touched mine, an electric shock jolted through my body, sending a slow, delicious burn racing through my veins. The pleasant sensation grew from my center, radiating outward. A warm flush danced across my skin, and I felt dizzy, desperately sucking in precious air. His touch was euphoric.




    He released his hold on my wrist, and the lusty high disappeared, leaving me angry, confused, unsatisfied, and horny.




    “What the hell?” I breathed, rubbing the spot on my wrist, and cursing my body, which still longed for his touch.




    He flashed me a bland I-told-you-so look. “Aye, I warned you. If I want you, I’ll have you. Just not tonight.”




    I opened my mouth to tell him what he could have and where he could stick it, when Boobs magically returned and slid into her seat beside him.




    Not wanting to create a scene, I decided it was best to get the hell out of Dodge. “Enjoy your drinks,” I said, sliding my tray from the table and hightailing it out of my section.




    “Thank you. We will.” His Irish accent wafted over me, sending butterflies fluttering throughout my stomach. Cursing my body’s knee-jerk reaction to him, I looked over my shoulder. He watched me with a devilish grin sprawled across his rugged, yet beautiful, face.




    Agitated and unsettled, I chucked my drink tray onto the bar with a bit more force than necessary, sending it crashing onto the floor behind the bar. I needed to get hold of myself, and quick.




    Gabriel eyeballed me with a wary look and plucked it from the floor as he filled drink orders.




    I snatched up a nearby rag and wiped down the bar, completely disgusted with how my body reacted to the handsome, but annoying, jerk. He was a womanizer and represented everything I loathed in a man. But his touch—it was electric, powerful, and drew me to him in a raw, animalistic way.




    I chanced a look over to where the Sex God sat with Boobs. They were holding hands and leaning in close to one another. To a casual observer, they looked like a happy couple basking in the feel of new love. I made a “pssh” sound. I knew better. My eyes stayed on him, riveted when he placed a hand on each side of her face and stared deeply into her eyes. What was he doing? Putting her in a trance? The strange, uninterrupted eye contact went on for a while until, finally, he leaned forward and kissed her forehead. He tossed a wad of cash onto the table and made for the exit. What had I just witnessed?




    A high-pitched gasp resonated throughout the bar area. “Get your hands off me!”




    Oh great. Not again. I looked over to the bar and my stomach rolled.




    A two-hundred-plus pound, steroid junkie with messy brown hair and a crap-load of attitude towered over a petite blonde, slurring drunken words at her. “C’mon, baby. Let me buy you a drink.” Pissed to the gills, the drunken ass leaned forward, grabbed the tiny barfly and went in for a kiss.




    “I said no!” The loud smack of her palm hitting his fleshy cheek filled the bar. My heart jumped into my throat while I watched the meathead shove her into a nearby server, sending beer bottles, glasses, and liquor flying everywhere as they crashed to the floor.




    “Stupid bitch. Get up.” Grabbing a fistful of her shirt, the drunken oaf yanked the blonde off the floor, rearing his arm back to hit her.




    Panic surged. I opened my mouth to shout for Gabriel when the Sex God suddenly appeared out of nowhere, alongside the abusive jerk.




    His jaw was clenched, his eyes on fire and full of rage. He caught the asshole’s fist mid-punch and twisted his arm behind his back. Grabbing a handful of brown hair, he shoved the inebriated jerk into the bar with an obscene amount of force and growled. “Only insecure mollies beat their women.” His lips curled back into a snarl and he pulled the asshole’s head back by the hair, slamming his face into the hard wooden surface of the bar.




    Angry Muscle Man went limp and hit the floor.




    Holy…My jaw dropped, and I stared openmouthed at the unexpected scene in front of me. Mr. Sex God was a conceited ass, for sure. But he didn’t put up with lowlife bastards who hurt their women, and that made him one of the good guys in my book. I suddenly didn’t feel so bad about the fantasy I’d had about him just a few minutes before.




    Satisfied the drunken bodybuilder was down for the count, Mr. Sex God turned and knelt down alongside the blonde who sat cowering near the shaken server. “Are ye all right, lassies?” He reached out to help the women to their feet and suddenly pulled his hand back before making contact, cursing under his breath. Lifting his arm up, he turned toward the bar. “Can we get some help over here?”




    Gabriel hopped over the smooth wooden surface, and ushered both women to a nearby table.




    The Sex God stood and glowered over the meathead, who whimpered like a baby while nursing a bloody nose and trying to peel himself off the floor. “Let’s go, arsehole. You’re done for the night.” Grabbing the bodybuilder by the scruff of the neck, he hauled him off the ground and shoved him toward the bouncers who were closing in.




    With morbid curiosity, I watched the Sex God search the bar, his eyebrows furrowed in concentration. The moment his eyes found mine, his expression softened. His jaw relaxed, his eyes lit up, and the corners of his mouth turned into a lust-inspiring smile. “See you around, love.” With a wink and a nod, he turned toward the crowd.




    I looked away momentarily, embarrassed by the blush creeping up my neck and onto my cheeks.




    Stupid hormonal body. I will not react this way.




    I craned my head toward the exit, desperately trying to find him, but came up short. He was nowhere to be seen. He’d vanished. Impossible! I only looked down for a second.




    Without thinking, I rounded the bar and hurried to the exit, barreling out the doors and peering down the street. The sidewalk was empty in both directions. I let out a frustrated huff as I continued scanning the area. There was no one on the opposite side of the street either. Where the hell did he go? People don’t just disappear. Damn. I’d freaking lost my mind.




    With a sigh, I walked back inside and over to the table where Boobs still sat, staring off into the ether. “Are you okay?” I asked. She looked like a space cadet.




    Boobs turned her head slightly to look at me, but remained silent.




    Maybe if I tried a different tack. I got right in front of her face and spoke with slow, concise words. “Where did your boyfriend go?” Yeah, okay, my tone was a bit patronizing. I’ll admit it. But what was I supposed to do? Girlfriend was out of whack and stuck in some sort of trance. I needed to help her.




    A crease formed over Boob’s brow.




    Aha! Synapses are firing. Boobs does have a brain.




    “Huh? Boyfriend? I’m not seeing anyone right now.”




    Okay…she’s either playing games or she’s high.




    Now I was concerned. She was clearly confused and out of it. “Are you feeling all right?”




    Boobs shifted in her seat and cast me a nervous glance. “I’m fine. Why?”




    I gripped the back of the chair opposite hers and continued. “Well, you seem to have forgotten about the guy you came in here with.”




    She looked at me like I was crazy. “I didn’t come in here with anyone. Actually, I don’t really remember how I got here.”




    Weird. Maybe she is high. Maybe the Sex God drugged her.




    “Well, you came in a bit ago with a very good-looking, albeit viper-tongued, man. You two seemed very close, and now you’re telling me you don’t remember any of it?”




    She narrowed her eyes and made a face. “Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Leave me alone.” She stood up with a huff and stormed out, grumbling the entire way.




    Okay…




    Too tired to give Boobs another thought, I finished out my shift. After clocking out, I changed into my pink velour tracksuit, grabbed a cup of black coffee from the break room, and put the bizarre evening behind me. I had an appointment with the Sandman, and the slight lag in my step told me I didn’t want to be late.




    Walking home at two in the morning probably wasn’t the smartest thing to do, especially after the break-in at my apartment last week. I’d endured an hour-long diatribe from my roommate earlier in the day about the various dregs of society roaming the streets of Hanaford Park. My reasoning for walking was simple. I lived nearby, the fresh air would help clear my head after the bizarre evening I had, and dammit, I wasn’t going to live my life in fear. If I wanted to walk home, I would.




    Aside from the ass grab and my run in with Mr. Sex God Extraordinaire, the evening hadn’t been all bad. My feet didn’t hurt, and for once, no one spilled beer on me. I’d also made a killing in tips; one older man with a beard and potbelly left me a cool fifty. Woo-hoo! I suppose the craptastic booty shorts we were forced to wear while on duty weren’t all bad, even if they barely covered my Titanic tushy. At least they spawned good tips.




    One more year. The phrase played on an automatic loop in my brain, over and over again. I needed the job at the club long enough to get me through my senior year of college. After graduation, I’d move on to bigger and better things. No more slinging beer and hot wings. No more lecherous stares, crappy come-ons, and unwanted groping. Majoring in psychology, I fully planned on being a therapist one day. I couldn’t wait to get the hell outta Hanaford Park.




    The piercing blue eyes of Mr. Sex God kept popping in and out of my conscious thoughts while my mind replayed the events of the evening. I rolled my eyes at the nickname I’d given him. “Mr. Sex God. Humph! I wonder what your name is.” I heaved a sigh. “Those eyes…behind all that arrogance, they were so sad.”




    A warm, yellow glow illuminated the courtyard of my apartment building and a twinge of relief washed through me. I picked up my pace, eager to get home. Precious sleep was just a few moments away, and I could almost feel the softness of my sheets against my skin.




    Out of nowhere, an eerie feeling crawled up my spine, and a terrible sense of paranoia stole my breath away. Someone was watching me.




    I fished my keys out of my Coach bag, gripping them in my hand to use as a weapon. “Damn.” I cursed myself for forgetting to throw my pepper spray in when I’d changed bags earlier. I’d stab someone with my keys if I had to, but much preferred the idea of hosing down any attacker from several feet away. My body seized up, shook, and swayed as I turned, and scanned the area. I was completely alone.




    Unable to shake the feeling there was someone spying on me, I called out. “Is anyone there?”




    Nothing.




    I took a deep breath and blew it out forcefully. Stupidity was not a quality I admired, especially not in myself.




    Get a grip, buckshot. There’s not a soul out here.




    With a frustrated sigh, I turned back toward my apartment and reached for the door, all the while sensing a pair of eyes boring into my back.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    THE LOUD, BUZZING SOUND of my alarm clock wrenched me from my sleep. My roommate’s mother purchased the annoying but necessary contraption for me. Reaching across to my nightstand, I hit the snooze button, then rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling. I rubbed my eyes, which were still heavy from sleep, took a deep breath and groaned.




    After a measly four hours of sleep, the thought of crawling out of bed for an early morning run made me want to cry. Getting up at six a.m. on days where I hadn’t worked the night before was easy. But with classes starting up again, dragging my ass out to run on a mere four hours of shut-eye was hard. Damn hard. I’d do it anyway, regardless of how groggy I felt and how cranky I knew I’d be. People have told me on more than one occasion I have masochistic tendencies.




    My profuse hatred for running did nothing to sway my resolve. Sucky as it may be, I knew it was the best way to get in a great cardio workout. I may sling beer for a living, but I rarely drank the ass-expanding crap. At least, not anymore. Did I mention before I have a badonkadonk-sized kiester? No? Let’s just say that if I don’t run, and often, my backside will blow up to roughly the size of Texas. My roommate, Jessica? The skinny little thing’s got zero in the booty department. She suffers from what I like to call FAS, or Falling Ass Syndrome. Her pants, my God, she’s constantly yanking them up. Saggy jeans? Yeah…not so much of a problem for me. At five-foot-seven, most of my one hundred thirty-five pounds is spread between my ginormous boobs, which are my best feature, and a J-Lo booty that wouldn’t be so bad if it didn’t come with the accompanying cellulite. I liked my cottage cheese in a plastic tub, not on my thighs.




    Thanks to a wild freshman year of scarfing down fatty commons food and guzzling Coors Lite every chance I got, I became the victim of what many refer to as the “freshman fifteen.” I’d been battling excess poundage for the past four years. At a size eight, I wasn’t chunky, but a bit thicker than I liked. If I went out, I always drank clear liquor, and I’d run my ass off the next morning to keep the excess pounds away. And carbs? Yeah…carbs were the devil as far as I was concerned.




    The alarm clock buzzed at me again.




    “All right. I’m up.” I reached over and slapped my hand down on the early morning torture device a bit harder than I should have. The annoying POS crashed to the floor.




    The next thing I knew, the door to my room flew open, and Jessica stood glaring at me from the doorway. Half her blond hair was plastered to the side of her head, the other half stood on end, making her look like a wild woman on the verge of a rage attack. “Do you have to blare your alarm clock so loudly? Turn that thing down! Some of us need to sleep, thankyouverymuch!” She stared at me with one eye closed and ran her hand through her messy hair. “What are you doing up so early anyway? You worked late, and class starts today.”




    I scrubbed my hand over my face. Why was I up so early? Oh yeah…“Gotta run. Sorry about the alarm clock. Try to go back to sleep.” I felt like a shmuck for waking her up. No doubt I’d hear about it later.




    She mumbled something incoherent, leveling a harsh stare at me, complete with pointed finger and scowl, before turning to leave. I’d have to change the volume setting on my alarm clock pronto or she was liable to bash me over the head with it. Jess was a sweetheart but needed her sleep and became downright violent when she didn’t get it. Just because I got up at the ass crack of dawn didn’t mean she needed to.




    I forced myself from my warm cocoon and lumbered over to my closet, stubbing my toe along the way. A few choice words, most of which would cause a sailor to blush, blew past my lips as I hopped in place, clutching my injured digit. Not a great way to start the day. After pulling on two sports bras (Yes, two. Big boobs + running = black eyes), a t-shirt, sweats, and sneakers, I snatched my keys out of my bag, pulled the stretchy keychain onto my wrist, grabbed my iPod, and headed out the door.




    Rays from the early morning sun bounced off the side of the apartment building and through the tall oak sitting in the middle of the courtyard. A blanket of yellow and brown leaves covered the pavement, reminding me that even though it wasn’t cold yet, it wasn’t summer anymore. Autumn in Hanaford Park, California, was my favorite time of year.




    The crisp morning air was refreshing, and my body came alive as I filled my lungs. Placing my earbuds in my ears, I scrolled through my playlists until I found what I was looking for: Linkin Park.




    Jogging across the courtyard and out onto the street, I decided to circle the outer perimeter of the campus, which conveniently sat one block away from my apartment. Yep. You read that right. School: one block away. Work: two blocks away. My entire life took place within a two-mile radius. I was a real globetrotter.




    I picked up my pace. Since today was the first day of class, I wanted to make sure I’d have enough time to shower and get ready. Rank armpits and greasy hair on top of a large ass were a definite no-no. I didn’t possess a magical shrink ray to reduce the size of my backside, but what I did have was a great sense of style, and I would make damn sure I looked put together.




    I circled the campus quicker than I anticipated (woo-hoo!) and decided to go another round before heading home.




    The unsettling sense that someone watched me struck halfway into my second lap. Pants-pissing scared, every hair on my body stood at attention and an icy shiver shot up my spine. I’d experienced a similar feeling of being watched the night before, but this…this was different. A sick feeling of dread slithered across my flesh, making me want to jump out of my skin.




    Wigged, I scanned the area and stepped up my pace. There were a few other students jogging, and a deliveryman pushing crates of milk toward the campus dining hall. None of them paid any attention to me, and once again I felt like a member of the forty-watt club.




    My imagination was obviously running wild, probably a result of the measly four hours of sleep. The urge to slap myself for acting like an idiot was strong, and I hauled ass across the street, through the courtyard, and into the sanctuary of my apartment.




    Once inside, I tiptoed down the hallway, doing my level best to be quiet and not wake Jessica. My efforts were in vain. I tripped over a random shoe and tumbled ass-over-tea-kettle onto the floor with a loud “Oomph!”




    The door to Jessica’s room flew open. “Ryann?” She flipped on the hall light and rubbed her eyes furiously. “Are you all right?”




    I lay sprawled out in the middle of the floor, unable to contain my laughter.




    “Ryann, are you really okay?” she asked, trying to hold back her own giggling.




    “I’m fine,” I replied, gasping for air as I continued to snicker. “Sorry to wake you…again. I left the hall light off, hoping to go unnoticed. I was tiptoeing to my room and tripped over this,” I said, holding up one of Jessica’s shoes, which as usual, were strewn about the apartment willy-nilly.




    She reached for the offending footwear with a sheepish look on her face. “Oh, God. I’m sorry. I thought I moved all of my shoes out of the hallway last night. I guess I missed one.”




    “Don’t worry about it,” I said, waving her off as I got to my feet. Glancing through my doorway toward my alarm clock, I saw it was a few minutes after seven. “Oh snap. I have to shower or I’m gonna be late. My first class is at eight.”




    After hightailing it into my room and grabbing a set of fresh chonies and my robe, I made a mad dash toward the bathroom.




    Thirty minutes later, I darted across the hallway into my room with my hair dried and styled, and my makeup done to perfection. Digging through my packed (yeah, I like to shop, sue me) and extremely cramped closet, I decided on a pair of low-rise Lucky jeans that looked great as long as I didn’t bend or move too much in them, and a white Hollister t-shirt. I slid my feet into my favorite gold pair of Steve Madden flip flops and frantically searched for my large gold hoops and watch to match. Slightly OCD about matching accessories, I’d switch out the tiny stud in my nose daily, just so it would match the rest of my ensemble. That particular piece of jewelry was safe today as the tiny cubic zirconia stud matched my outfit perfectly.




    “Ooh, cute sandals,” Jessica said, admiring my footwear from the doorway as she sipped her morning coffee. “And your hair…I absolutely love the cut. You didn’t tell me you were going to take that much off. I’d be too scared to cut mine that short.”




    My hands automatically reached for my new shorter hair. “Thanks.” I’d gone in before work the previous day and cut my longer, brunette locks into a trendier A-line style. My hair was now stacked in the back, angled down to two wicked points in the front, and sported several chunky gold highlights. My stylist, Jolene, was the bomb. Now, if I could do something about my shit brown eyes and oversized chest, I’d be in business. No luck there, though. The thought of touching my eyeballs turned my stomach, so contacts were a definite no-go. And yeah, I may know how to flaunt my girls, but given the chance, I’d gladly trade them in for a set of B cups. I wasn’t looking forward to my golden years when my twins would be hanging down to my knees.




    “When is your first class?” I asked.




    Jess looked at me like I’d flashed in from another planet. “English Lit at ten. Duh. We both have it, dummy. We picked our classes together, remember?”




    I bent down and snatched my bag from the floor, groaning, because it looked like I’d be vacuuming later in the day. “I’m functioning on four hours of sleep here, Jess. Work with me.”




    “Besides,” she said, scrunching her nose up and grimacing. “I am not a morning person, so I made sure my first class didn’t start until later. Honestly, I don’t know how you do it. Mornings are the worst.”




    “Coffee helps,” I said and grabbed the half full mug of java out of her hand, downing it in one large gulp. I stuck my tongue out. “Needs sugar.”




    Jessica let out a large gasp and yanked the empty mug out of my hands, while she glowered at me. “Ryann! That was…” She fidgeted in place, eyes darting left and right as she racked her brain for a put down. “You’re a…a…”




    I sighed. Watching her struggle was painful. Jess wasn’t proficient like I was in the insult department, and she fought to come up with something witty. Never one to back down from an opportunity to mock others, or myself, I jumped right in. “Crappy-ass roommate? Janky ho?” I tried to keep a straight face and failed. Jess flushed scarlet. A product of her mother’s good upbringing, curse words and slander didn’t come easy for her. It took two years of constant teasing to get her to say the word “ass” instead of “bottom,” and she still referred to her box as her “private place.”




    Jessica had been my best friend for as long as I could remember. We’d met in junior high at the town’s local All Star cheer gym. Though she wasn’t tall at five foot five, her shoulder length, blond hair and bright blue eyes gave her an open invitation into the popular crowd. Despite the opportunities afforded by her appearance, she was far from plastic. A spattering of freckles crossed her nose and her entire face lit up when she smiled. She alone knew of my all-consuming obsession with bags and shoes, and my love/hate relationship with dairy foods and carbs. I’ve heard it said, time and time again, how you could count your good friends on one hand. Jess was the first finger on my one hand, and I loved her dearly.




    With a snicker, I grabbed the empty mug, dropping it into the kitchen sink on my way out.




    I heard her holler as I reached the front door of the apartment. “I hope that coffee burned your mouth, stinker!” Ooh…scathing comeback!




    I laughed and threw her a quick wave. “See you at ten!” With a smirk, I closed the door behind me and burned rubber to class.




    ***




    Ninety minutes later, I strolled into the quad at the center of campus, taking a seat on one of the hard, metal benches. My stomach growled and I eyed the small coffee cart a few feet away, trying to decide if the mile-long line snaking its way around the quad was worth it or not. Frustrated, I craned my head to get a better look at what they were pushing and groaned. Frappucinos and…donuts. Why? Why couldn’t they peddle fruit? Hell, I’d even settle for a bran muffin. Regularity is a thing of beauty. But donuts? If I so much as sniffed one, my butt would take on beach front property, and extra Zumba classes were a no-go. I was Zumba’d out. I took a deep breath and sighed. Looked like I’d be practicing restraint.




    My cell phone buzzed, and I pulled it from my tote to see Jessica’s face flashing across the screen. “What’s up? You know, my mouth feels fine. Your coffee didn’t burn it at all.” I giggled silently to myself. My sarcasm had me on a fast track straight to Hades.




    “Where are you?” she asked. “We need to talk. I’m not so sure about our new roomie.”




    Sick of tiny, cramped dorm rooms with no privacy, and completely uninterested in rushing sororities, Jessica and I had pooled our resources and opted to rent an apartment. Our place was roomy, private, and conveniently close to campus and my work, which saved on the golden fluid flowing into my tank. They should throw diamonds into that shit for what they charge!




    Jessica’s mom, Karen, covered all of her expenses, insisting school should be her main focus until graduation.




    A product of the foster care system after losing my parents at the early age of two, I had no one to cover my expenses and had learned early on how to take care of myself. I’d worked since I was fifteen and managed to put a decent chunk of money into a savings account over the years, and even earned enough to buy a car. “I’m sitting in the quad. What’s the matter?”




    “I’ll tell you when I get there. I’ll see you in a minute or two.” She hung up before I could get another word out.




    I sat lost in thought for a moment, wondering what she wanted to talk about, when an icy chill shot up my spine. My lungs went on strike, struggling to pull in air, and I felt an overwhelming sense that someone or some thing monumentally evil lurked just out of sight, waiting to pounce. Swallowing hard, I turned, half expecting to see some crazed mental ward escapee jumping out at me, but, as before, saw nothing out of the ordinary. I let out the breath I hadn’t known I was holding. What the hell was going on?




    My phone buzzed again. I didn’t bother to look at the screen, assuming it was Jessica. “Hey. What did you forget?” I asked as I continued to scan the area. Something wasn’t right. The tiny hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, leaving me with a sick, nervous feeling in the pit of my stomach. I wasn’t expecting the voice that carried over the phone.




    “Hey, Ryann.” It was Stan, the new manager from the club. His high-pitched, nasally voice irritated every one of my senses and threatened to make my ears bleed. Despite his horribly annoying articulation, he was a friendly, albeit somewhat geeky, guy.




    My paranoia eased up a bit, and I relaxed into the bench. “Oh,” I said, slightly surprised. “Hey, Stan. What’s up? Do you need me to come in tonight?” I couldn’t think of another reason for his call. I liked Stan. He was a decent boss who always treated me with respect. If he needed me to work more hours, I was all for it. College tuition didn’t come cheap.




    He shouted through the tiny speaker on my cell. “Yeah, actually I do. There’s also a big shipment coming in this afternoon. Think you can come in early and help me with it?”




    His request took me by surprise. Servers didn’t normally help with the shipments, but hey, hours were hours. “Yeah. Sure. No problem.”




    There was an awkward pause. Stan’s heavy breathing sounded through the line. If I hadn’t known who was on the other end, I might have been creeped out. With Stan, I was more worried he’d maybe dropped his inhaler. “Stan, you okay? You sound…out of breath.”




    “Yeah, sorry. I’m fine. I’ll see you at five.” I heard the line click and go dead.




    What was up with the heavy breathing? I clamped my eyes shut and shook my head. On second thought, I didn’t want to know.




    “Who were you talking to?”




    I jumped in my seat with a loud yelp. I looked up to see a smiling Jessica staring down at me with a curious look on her face.




    I clutched my chest with my hand. “Wha—Oh, for…Crap. You scared me. That was Stan, the new manager from the club. He needs me to pick up an extra shift tonight.” I paused while she sat down next to me. I angled my body so I faced her. “About this morning. I’m sorry I woke you. You have my permission to kick my ass if I do it again.”




    She flashed me a wry smile.




    I tossed my phone into my bag and got down to business. “So, what’s wrong with the new girl?”




    Jess and I had enough money to cover our apartment ourselves, but, being the smart, cash-conscious girls we were, opted to take on another roommate. Splitting the bills three ways instead of two was better all around.




    Our new roommate, Martha, dropped off a bunch of boxes over the weekend, but had officially moved in this morning, while I was in class.




    “I knew something was up with her when she told me her full name. I mean, seriously…Martha Stewart? Who names their kid after Ms. Hospital Corners?” Jessica’s eyes grew wide, and her expression held a mix of annoyance and fear. I wondered why she would be afraid of our crafty new roommate.




    “She’s not that bad,” I said, trying to talk Jessica down. Truth was, our new roommate was more than a little odd, but out of the applicants we’d interviewed, she was the least offensive. “What did she do? Bake you a quiche and tell you it was a ‘good thing’?” I snickered at my own bad joke.




    “No,” Jessica scoffed. “You saw her. She’s nothing like her television counterpart.” She shook her head and raised her eyebrows. “To be honest with you, I’m not sure what we got ourselves into. She scares me. Have you seen her goth clothing? Who dresses like that nowadays, anyway? And that scary, emo haircut and black lipstick?” She made a face. “Honestly, I’m afraid to sleep with her in the apartment. She might perform some kind of weird ritual on us or something.”




    I choked back a laugh. “You’ve been watching too much TV. No more Buffy marathons for you. You never know, she could end up being really cool. You shouldn’t judge a book by its cover.”




    Jessica slumped back against the bench, folding her arms across her chest. “Geez…You sound like my mother.”




    “Besides,” I said, “she signed a contract. The room is hers for the rest of the school year.”




    “Humph,” she grumbled and looked away for a moment. “Hey, what time is it?”




    I looked down at my watch and felt my stomach lurch. “Oh crap. Class starts in five minutes. We need to book it.”




    My heart jumped in my chest as we approached the entrance to our English Lit class. Standing near the entrance to the lecture hall was none other than the Sex God. A leggy brunette stood plastered to his side, whispering something in his ear and giggling. Much like the night before, he looked completely uninterested in the female’s attention.




    His head snapped around and those gorgeous blue eyes of his burned a hole right through me. Recognition flashed across his beautiful face, and he treated me to a flirtatious smile and a slight nod of the head.




    I swear it was like I blew a head gasket the moment I laid eyes on him. My breath hitched and my heart stopped. I hated my body’s automatic reaction, but I couldn’t see how that could be helped. Dressed casually in a pair of worn jeans and a white t-shirt that hugged his muscular physique, he was the very picture of perfection.




    He called out to me from where he stood. “See something you like, love?”




    “Jackass,” I muttered under my breath. Turning my embarrassment at being caught ogling him into hostility, I threw him a few angry eye darts as I passed by. Just as I crossed the threshold into the classroom, he spoke again.




    “Oh, and to answer your question: my name is Quinn. Quinn Donegan.” He pegged me with another devilish grin.




    “I never asked you what your name was.” I stared at him, one eyebrow raised. I hadn’t said a word to him.




    “Aye, lass, you did.” He raked his eyes over me from head to foot, then strode into the classroom before me, pulling Lusty Long Legs behind him.




    I stood still for a moment, trying to process what happened. When, if ever, did I inquire about his name? I hadn’t. Pretty boy had lost his ever loving…




    I froze. Awareness crashed over me, sending a tingling shiver up my spine. I had asked his name last night, as I walked home from work. But I’d been alone, hadn’t I? How could he possibly know? “Quinn,” I whispered under my breath. Just the mention of his name sent blood racing through my veins.




    I traipsed into the large classroom, followed by Jessica, who looked as though she might burst out of her skin with curiosity over my brief conversation with Quinn. We took our seats near the front of the class, where she bombarded me with questions.




    “Who was that, Ryann?” Jessica probed. “He’s hot. Spill.”




    “Calm down.” I hushed her. “He’s nobody…just some random jerk-off that came into the club last night.”




    “Jerk or no jerk, he’s one fine specimen. Did you see the tatt on his arm? Sexy.” She gave me a playful swat on the back and turned around to look for him.




    I tugged at her arm. “Stop. Don’t look at him.” I didn’t want him to know we were talking about him.




    “Why not? He’s staring at you, Ryann, and good Lord…he’s beautiful.”




    I turned in my seat to see Quinn seated a few rows up and to the left. Jess was right. He was beautiful. I couldn’t put my finger on what it was about him that made him different. But different he surely was. From his smooth, sun-kissed skin to the lethal gait he carried himself with, Quinn was unearthly attractive and altogether mysterious.




    He stared at me with a wide grin on his face. Legs, who sat next to him, desperately tried to gain his attention and came up short. Quinn’s attention was focused solely on me.




    I turned back around just as the professor began the lecture.




    The following ninety minutes were pure torture. Concentrating on the lesson was impossible with Quinn’s eyes boring into the back of my head. I heard nothing but the pounding of my own heartbeat, and sat flushed and agitated in my seat, unable to do anything about it. I wanted to get the hell out of the building.




    Despite my disgust for the garbage that came out of his mouth, I couldn’t ignore the physical pull I felt toward him. It was strong, possibly the strongest attraction I’d ever experienced. I was appalled. How could I possibly lust after someone who had such little respect for women? Both times I saw him, he had a different girl draped across him and seemed indifferent to them both. What was that all about?




    Lost in thought, I didn’t notice class had been dismissed.




    “Ryann. Hello? Earth to Ryann.” Jessica waved her hands in front of my face. “Class is over. Did you hear anything the professor said?” There was a hint of worry in her voice.




    “Um…No?” I felt a little loopy and searched her face with a pleading look. “A little help? Please?”




    “No worries. Everything you need to know for the first assignment is right here,” she explained while handing me the class syllabus.




    I gave it a once-over and groaned. “We have to write a paper on a historical legend?”




    “Yep, and it’s due next week,” Jessica added. “Want to hit the library this afternoon?”




    I shook my head. “Can’t. I have to work tonight, remember? I need to get a nap in or I’ll never make it through my shift. I’ll have to go tomorrow before work.” I held up the sheet and gave her a nod of appreciation. “Thanks for filling me in. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m not usually so out of it,” I lied. I knew exactly what was wrong with me, or rather who. Quinn had my panties all tied up in knots, and I didn’t like it one bit.




    Jess and I parted ways. She had one more class to get to, and I seriously needed to sleep. I felt like a walking zombie and probably looked much the same. Lack of sleep made for tired, baggy eyes, and the last thing I wanted was to look like I could carry around extra luggage beneath my peepers. I made it home in record time. Man, I was thankful we lived so close to campus.




    Famished from not eating anything but a banana earlier, I raided my refrigerator, throwing together a sandwich in record time. I scarfed it down in three large bites, glad no one was around to watch me make a pig of myself. After downing a glass of water, I ambled down the narrow hallway that led to my room, threw open the door, and literally fell into bed. I eyed the alarm clock on my nightstand with contempt before rolling over and succumbing to sleep.




    Vaguely aware I was dreaming, I watched myself jog through the courtyard and across the busy street toward campus. My pace was impressive, and I smiled to myself as I completed the first lap in record time, continuing on for a second circuit.




    Approaching the halfway marker, I noticed a dark figure lurking among the trees. Whoever it was went unnoticed by Dream-Ryann as she jogged. I swooped down from above and closed in on the ominous figure to get a closer look. Terror covered me like an icy blanket, freezing me in place.




    The mysterious lurker was a man dressed in all black, complete with a trench coat that billowed in the early morning breeze. Except, there was no breeze. The air surrounding us felt unusually still. His coal black hair fell to his shoulders, and his skin was unnaturally pale, almost translucent in the early morning light. Black, spidery veins crept across his face and neck, but it was his eyes that frightened me the most. A pair of sinister black holes stared at me. Two gaping orifices ready to suck the very soul from my body.




    Dread wormed its way through my gut, filling every cell, every inch of me. Looking toward my dream self, I saw the fear in my eyes as I scanned the area looking for the source of my unease. How could I have missed such a sinister, creepy-looking character? I turned to face my fugly stalker and fought to pull air into my lungs. He trailed several yards behind me as I jogged toward my apartment. With terror filled eyes, I watched as he raised a long bony finger toward me and uttered a single word. “Mine.”




    I screamed and thrashed awake. Panting and out of breath, I looked at my clock. It read four thirty. I still had fifteen minutes to rest.




    The hell if I’m closing my eyes after that dream!




    I sat up, doing my best to shake off the fear and adrenaline pumping through me. Desperate to rid my thoughts of the creepy nightmare, I changed into my shiteous, booty-flashing uniform, grabbed my purse and left for work.




    ***




    Still anxious from my earlier dream, I crossed through the empty club and made my way into the staff room, tossing my purse into my locker and straightening my hair in the mirror. It felt odd showing up at the club so early. It wasn’t customary for servers to come in to help with the alcohol shipments. That job was primarily left for the bartenders or Stan, and I wondered briefly who I was covering for.




    Thankful for the hours, regardless of the reason, I made my way out of the locker room and over toward the back entrance where the shipments were brought in. I pursed my lips as I eyed a whole lot of empty space. There were no boxes, no load of goods, and not a soul around. The place was eerily silent.




    What is going on?




    “Hey there, Ryann.”




    I let out a breathy yelp and spun around to see Gabriel, the bartender, choking back a laugh, his golden eyes bright with surprise.




    People needed to stop sneaking up on me. “Crap. You scared me,” I managed to say while clutching my hands over my heart.




    His caramel eyes were full of suspicion. “What are you doing here so early?” His Latin accent was buttery smooth and altogether lovely. “Your shift doesn’t start until ten, and, come to think of it, isn’t today your day off?”




    “Yeah,” I said, starting to feel a bit uncomfortable. “Stan called earlier and said he needed me to cover a shift tonight. He said he needed help with a shipment this afternoon.”




    Gabriel narrowed his eyebrows. “Huh.” He shrugged. “Well, he’s in charge of the scheduling, so if he says we need an extra body tonight, then I’m sure we do. But I have no idea why he asked you to come in and help with a shipment. We’re not expecting anything until tomorrow. He’s new. Dumbshit must have got the days mixed up,” he said with a chuckle. “You might as well stay since you’re here and see if Stan will let you help us take inventory.”




    I nodded and made my way to the storage room where Stan was already at work, counting cases of beer and liquor.




    I shuffled forward, feeling awkward and uncomfortable. “So…there was no shipment today.” I felt like an idiot for pointing out the obvious and hoped he wouldn’t send me home. I needed a diversion after that creepy dream.




    Stan looked up from his clipboard and pushed his glasses higher up onto the bridge of his nose. “Yeah, sorry about that.” His voice cracked as he spoke. “Guess I got the days mixed up. But hey,” he thrust his clipboard in my direction, “you’re here. You might as well pick up some extra hours. Maybe when we finish with the inventory, I can show you how to mix some drinks?”




    “I’m cool with that,” I said, doing my best to make the most of the bizarre situation.




    He smiled, raking his fingers through his short, spiky hair, and tucked the hem of his polo shirt back into his saggy jeans. Stan was the quintessential wannabe. Impossibly tall and thin, he wore Coke-bottle glasses and tried way too hard to fit in with the rest of the staff. Though annoying at times, Stan was harmless and one of the only men in the bar who looked me in the eye instead of straight at my chest.




    With the two of us working together, we finished the inventory quickly. This allowed time for a fast meal, and gave Stan plenty of time to school me in the fine art of mixology before my shift started.




    Serious about his work, almost to the point of being anal, Stan threw out names of various drinks at rapid fire pace, eyeing me with eager anticipation until I shouted their various ingredients.




    “Masturbating Butterfly,” he squeaked, his cheeks turning a bright pink as soon as the vulgar name escaped his mouth.




    I knew this one. “Midori, Absolut Vodka, sour mix…» I paused, holding my hand up, warning him not to help me as the last two ingredients were on the tip of my tongue. “I know. Sprite and Jaeger!”




    Stan looked at me like a proud father whose child just brought home a report card full of A’s. “Very good, Ryann. I have a feeling you have a bright future in bartending. The club is about to open, so let’s get to work.”




    I fought the urge to stand at attention and salute him shouting, “Aye aye, Captain!” There was no way I was going to work in a bar for the rest of my days, but I wasn’t about to burst his bubble. I kept my trap shut and got busy.




    An hour into my shift, I delivered a huge tray of beer and Jaeger shots to a table of sorority girls who were already several drinks in and annihilated. I’d just set down my tray when a warm, familiar tingle shot up the length of my spine. Quinn.




    I whirled around to see him walking toward me, accompanied by the same pair of perfect, size double zero legs that sat with him during our English class that morning. My heart sank to the floor. Quinn obviously liked his women pencil thin.




    “Hello there, Ryann.” His thick Irish accent was music to my ears. Turning to face Legs, he pointed toward the same table he’d sat at the previous evening and said, “Sit.” Legs obeyed wordlessly as if she had no will of her own.




    Quinn turned to face me once again and let loose the full force of his glorious smile. “So, Ryann, how are you this evening?”




    What? What the hell is he up to?




    I wasn’t into playing games. Especially not with a gorgeous Casanova, regardless of how blue his eyes were, or how good his ass looked in his jeans.




    Gah. Be strong, Ryann. You are not attracted to this man.




    I narrowed my eyes as I drank him in. “Why are you here?”




    He pulled a brown bag from his back pocket and flashed me a toothy grin. “I was in the mood for some Ripple. If you’ve got the booze, I’ve got the bag.” Those gorgeous baby blues of his shone bright with humor.




    I choked back a laugh, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of knowing I found him funny. “Have a seat then. What can I get you and your mindless pair of legs?”




    Oh my God. I can’t believe I just said that. Get a grip, Ryann.




    “Mindless pair of legs, eh?” He chuckled, his eyebrows raised in apparent concern for the poor customer service I provided.




    Needing my job, I backpedaled. “Look, I’m sorry. That was out of line. When I’m around you, I get flustered. It’s no excuse, but it’s all I’ve got. Now, can I get you something to drink?” I hated my stammering, and flushed red, painfully embarrassed by the verbal diarrhea spewing from my mouth.



OEBPS/Images/EveOfSamhaimCover72dpi.jpg
EVE O

sambain





OEBPS/Images/O_logo.jpg





