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What is romance without adventure and inrigue?
Travel into the misty world of the paranormal
in search of your perfect romance, or venture into
a futuristic time or distant past and discover
the thrill of a different kind of romance.
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Paranormal Romance
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The wolf's hunger will consume her, taking her fglace of dark desire and
forbidden love. He is the beast that haunts hditmgres, and the only one that can save
her from the evil that reaches for her from beytns world.
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Rating: Carnal — contains violence and graphic aegncounters, sex with werewolves in human form.

Wolf Dance — Realm of the Wolf

Dark, erotic dreams and eerie phantoms warn ofdddn passions. Long ago, the
Sungmanitundians withdrew into isolation; what dark secntse they hiding?

Laura Ellison was soon to find out. The compamg works for is planning to send her
to Wyoming, where they are preparing to clear-batland of th&sungmanituA fellow
employee has mysteriously disappeared, and thépotiae are baffled by a string of
strange murders.

The land of th&ungmanitua place of breathtaking beauty and menacing eviére
Laura will discover the demon who haunts her nigives, and the dark truth of who she
really is. Laura Ellison will defy all warnings arfal in-love with Justin Gray Eagle, the
sinister leader of thBungmanitiwolf People.
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Wolf Dance Excerpt

Chapter One

Surrounded by darkness, her heightened sensesipipkihe scent of damp earth,
and blood--so tangy--so sweet. It drove her intoiredless frenzy that threatened to rip
away her shell of sanity. Her nails tore at hestlen a desperate attempt to free herself
of her prison of flesh.

The beast was close--she could feel his hungefustisinstinct coursed through
her, screaming at her to run, but a dark part obal kept her rooted in the midst of the
inky darkness.

Though she could not see him, she could senseehimi@ss, and his hunger--a
hunger so powerful, so overwhelming that it seetoeskep through her skin, penetrating
into the core of her very being.

Large, powerful hands grasped her legs--spreadimg tagainst her will. Her
struggles were fruitless against the brute stretigthassaulted her. Sharp teeth nipped at
the tender skin of her inner thighs, and savaggéufiooded her body as sweet, erotic
pain.

The next moment she felt the sensation of a sopthet tongue licking at her
wounds, moving gradually toward that furiously bhngneed that she could not sate.

A woman'’s harsh voice came at her the darkndastal' Run you stupid girl!” the
voice hissed.

She could feel his hot breath close to her eany'8ith me,” he pleaded. Though
his voice was soft, there was also an underlyingnal like growl emanating from him.

Thick mist whirled around her, reaching into hestnits to suck at her life force.
In desperation, she clutched at her throat anddambtm breathe. A hand grasped her
shoulder and gently shook her.

Gradually the fog cleared and she forced her eges.ol' he purple hues of dawn
were creeping into the small dingy windows of hearglfather’s trailer.

“Laura, you are being haunted in your dreams.” @GpanBusby’s hoarse voice
pulled her further into the waking world. “You shdunot go on this trip.”

Laura sat up, rubbing her sleep-swollen eyes. &gt her feet, she walked the
few steps to the small kitchen of the crampedédralil

The coffee was fresh, as she knew it would be. & @oured herself a large cup.
Sipping the soothing liquid, she studied her gratitdr through the dim light. He still sat
on the edge of the couch where she had slept.

Once again worry gnawed at her. He was old andagio The right side of his
body no longer worked as well as it once had. Was the result of a stroke that had cut
him down only a few years ago. Since that time $exia cane to help him get around.

Each and every day since his illness had strudktd_bad thanked God that he
had been spared to walk the path of life with loenqdst a little while longer.

Long, thin wisps of gray hair framed the old maaéeply lined face. At times his
eyes gave the impression of staring off into spasehey were at this very moment.
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Laura thought it possible that he might be logigsight, but Grandpa would
never admit it. She had tried on many occasiom®twince him to move to Santa Fe
where he would be near her, but she had receiwedaime answer each time.

“I am Busby, born to the Bitter River People foe theer Clan. | arbinehand
will die in my own country.”

She understood him of course. He had raised héeitradition of the Navajo and
she knew that his homeland was very importantio Mevertheless, the thought of him
out here--all alone--troubled her. If something wabkappen and she lost her
grandfather--the thought was devastating. He wastig living relative, unless she
counted the distant relation of her clansmen.

Laura quietly sipped her coffee, letting the hquid soothe her dry throat. Her
grandfather’s dark eyes seemed to be analyzingdissecting her from the inside out.

“Grandpa, you know | have to go to Wyoming. | stegfere to let you know
where I'd be.” She tried to soothe him.

His old bones burned with age and he grunted withefffort of getting to his feet.
“Don’t know why you’d have a hand in that kind obvk,” he muttered.

Once again, Laura attempted to explain her motifes.my life, Grandpa, and |
cannot live my life in poverty on this reservation.

“I warned your mother of the consequences of ggttiixed up with @elagana
and now your father’s ways are bleeding into yquints” Busby painfully lowered
himself to the hard kitchen chair.

“I don't cut the trees, | just work for them.” Laupleaded with him to
understand.

“That is enough.” Busby'’s voice contained the stguality she knew meant he
was deeply concerned about something. “If you dggtre earth, bad things will come of
it. Already the darkness enters your dreams.”

The sun had finally made its majestic appearandd_anra opened the aluminum
door to let some light into the trailer. She brealtin the dry desert air. The tangy scent
never failed to bring back childhood memories. Mafdter memories were good, but the
constant lack of food and water cast shadows ore sirthose memories.

“l don’'t agree with what they do Grandpa, but ltjoan’'t stay here and marry one
of my mother’s people. Life is too hard here ancewhhave children of my own, I do
not want them to live through the ugliness of poyeXot if | can prevent it.” She tried to
explain her reasons, like she had many times before

The old man got to his feet and walked to the degrwhere she stood. “You
mean you want to hide your children from the trothvhat remains of thBineh” He
brushed past her and slowly descended the stepe trfailer. A few moments later he
disappeared into the junipers of the nearby hitem each morning he went to pray.

Maybe her grandfather was right?

Laura was not ashamed of her Navajo blood--shejwgasiot sure that she
wanted to share in their destiny, not when thers avife out there free of the dark
clouds that existed within the boundaries of thedj@reservation.

Her strange dream crept back into her thoughtstwomights now, she had been
plagued with the same nightmare. Heat flooded heeks as she recalled the details of
the dream, and how it left her feeling, but evenrertooubling than the desire the dream
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stirred within her, was the fact that she wasueth the vague feeling that she was being
torn in two different directions.

In the brightness of day the dream seemed tooutmlis to worry about, but she
had been brought up in a superstitious world, andbtinagged at her.

The woman in the dream called her a whavby? Why would she dream
something like that?

Possibly she was feeling guilty? Her grandfathel een needling her since
she’d started working for Duccini, and maybe it viaally starting to get to her.

Laura tried to shake the dark dream from her thtaugh she stepped into the
small bathroom. She hurriedly changed into a Ttsimd blue jeans, and then ran a brush
through her long, golden brown hair. As a resuinbgriting her father’s coloring and
amber eyes, Laura appeared to be more white tltbannShe wasn’t entirely sure she
was pleased with that fact or not. When she wdsld, ¢here were times she’d felt out of
place among thBineh and it had made her self-conscious.

Returning to the kitchen, Laura prepared the beesikbod that she’d brought
with her on the small, propane stove. Once sheidhed, she waited on the steps for her
grandfather to return. It was not long before heryad from the brush, and Laura
watched his slow progress across the desert floor.

She felt her throat constrict with emotion and uloeme tears stung her eyes.
The old man had made many sacrifices for her dheelyéars and no matter how she
might disagree with him, her heart would never ébrdpat. Laura recalled the times he
had pretended not to be hungry so that she wowd @aough to fill her aching stomach.

Laura set the food on the small wooden table aey skttled down to eat. There
were no further words between them.

Her eyes scanned the tabletop, taking note oféle@ douges and scars in the
wood. Laura’s gaze came to rest on some carvestdeDeeper than the rest of the marks
on the table, the letters L.E & K.B stood out.

Remembering the day she’d carved them into the watdher little pocketknife
brought back fond memories of her childhood swesthd@he days of innocence,
childish laughter, and Kenny Begay seemed worldsyavwom her life now.

Finished with breakfast, Busby sat at the tableramded his coffee while Laura
tidied up the kitchen. When the kitchen was cléanyra knelt beside her grandfather.

“I'll have to be leaving now. I'm due at the fietdfice the day after tomorrow,
but I'll be back soon, a couple of weeks ... mayBée made a feeble attempt to put
some cheer into her voice.

“The Indians up there, they have given your bosgityhts to cut?” His voice
betrayed his doubt.

“Yes, we received the release just a few days lagtearly states they have
signed off cutting rights to the land surroundingaBer Creek.”

“l find it a hard thing to believe that the Shosbamould hand over their land to
butchers of the earth.” He was clearly skeptical.

“They are not Shoshone.” Laura paused, trying toer@ber the name of the tribe
that had laid claim to the area. “I believe thely teemselvesSungmanituFrom what |
have been able to gather, they broke off from tlieim band years ago and settled a
small part of the land in the area--forming theimocommunity.”
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Laura was busy packing and failed to notice the hexygrandfather’s face had
drained of color or the way his features distometth fear.

“It's better if you do not go there, something’song about this. Why do they
need you there?”

Snapping her suitcase shut, Laura took a deephbasalt patiently tried to explain
the situation. “The people there are not real hagmut the situation and they need a
P.R. specialist to try and smooth the way for devhi

She felt it would be better not to add the fact tan Mitchell had disappeared
shortly after forwarding the release documentsddition to her other duties, she had
been instructed to find out what she could abourt Da.

Franklin Duccini was a shrewd businessman, andtsamaugh to know that
without Dan, there could be a problem. Bwngmaniticould contest the legality of the
release documents, and without Dan as a witnesgjsticould get messy.

“Grandpa, | have to go now.” She stood next to loiding her bags.

Busby took hold of her arm. “Be careful,” he whisgein a raspy voice.

Laura’s eyes widened in shock--a sudden rush ofdaaght in her throat.
“Grandpa, are you feeling well?”

Putting down her bags, Laura kneeled beside himinguher arm around his
shoulders. Never before had he been so adamartiysadner work.

He gazed at her with a wisdom that one can onlginbtith the passing of many
years. “You must promise me something, Laura.”

“If I can, Grandpa.”

“Stay far away from th&ungmanitu.. they are dangerous.”

“What do you know of them?” Laura’s curiosity wasaed.

The old man shook his head. “Stay away from theawra.”

* *k * %

The summer sun was climbing high in the turquokseasd the surrounding
desert shimmered with the rising heat. Laura dweest toward Arizona--she felt a slight
sense of dread as she left New Mexico behind her.

Laura took her eyes from the road for only a s@itond to fiddle with the knobs
on the stereo. When she looked back up her heapgd into her throat. In the middle of
the road stood an old woman--her bulkiness covesfta thin cotton blouse and blue
skirt. Streaks of gray ran through the black Haat tvas neatly bound in a tight bun at the
back of her head.

Her panicked consciousness took all this in asast®einstinctively slamming on
the breaks. The tires squealed and her red Brdimtoféthe road, missing the woman by
mere inches.

Still dazed, Laura scrambled out of the vehiclee Woman stood in the same
spot, as if the near miss had not affected hdrandast. The old lady just stood there--
staring with piercing black eyes that seemed tdlmatugh Laura’s soul.

Raising her hand, the woman pointed in the directiom which Laura had
come. “Go backPuta! The way you go leads only to darkness. Go baosrbef's too
late.”
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Laura felt faint. It was the same voice she hearder dreams. Shards of light
burst forth in her head and Laura squeezed herstyesn an effort to block out the
sudden ball of pain. When the throbbing finally sdled and she was able to pry her eyes
open, the woman was gone. Laura quickly scannedrdeebut the specter was nowhere
to be seen.

With her stomach twisting into knots, a wave ofseaiovertook her. Laura
leaned against the Bronco until the feeling begapesss.

Reaching inside, she grabbed a canteen of watking the cap off, she brought
the water up to her dry, parched lips. Laura tamlesal swallows before capping the
canteen and putting it back in its place on thertboard.

Circling the car, Laura checked for damage. Fotrlgaverything seemed to be
in order. Still too shaken to drive, Laura satha triver’s seat and rested while trying to
gather her wits. It must be heat sickness, sheladed. The woman could not have
vanished into thin air.
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http://www.newconceptspublishing.com/Lorraine-Ketynatml
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Paranormal Romance

Coming Soon

He is the predator and she is his prey. Vengeamgeshwithin the wolf's heart, even as his lust for
the sensuous Kayla Chandler threatens to consume Ishe is the woman he has been sent to kille.. th
one human that is a threat to the Realm of the Velald the only human female that can possess hiiy bo
and soul.

© copyright Lorraine Kennedy, September 2010
Artwork © copyright Jenny Dixon
New Concepts Publishing

Rating: Carnal - Contains some violence, graphiosgith scenes that include sex with werewolves in
human form and transformation.

Moon Calling — Realm of the Wolf

In the second book of the Realm of the Wadfasa new danger is lurking.

Five years ago, Kayla Chandler fell in-lovehwtihe mysterious and handsome Jace,
but just as they were ready to start their livegetber, he disappeared into thin air. The

only clues left behind are a puddle of blood, amebd figurine carved out of crystal.

Looking for clues to her lover’'s disappearan€ayla is drawn back to Wyoming and
the land of théSungmanitu.
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Vance is &ungmanityand a member of the elite warrior society knowihee Zen,
guardians oDuterlands He is sent to kill Kayla and eliminate the thre&her
discovering the truth of thBungmanitdegends, but he has his own reasons for wanting
vengeance on the luscious blond doctor ... he bedigvat she is responsible for the
death of his best friend, Jace.

When the wolf and his prey come together mgtmatters, but an all-consuming
passion that threatening to destroy them both.

Moon Calling Excerpt

Chapter One

Ten years after the Jaguar Wars

He’'d know her scent anywhere, it was forever engglam his memory. Being this
close to his prey was driving him to madness. Hig erupting, he let out a low--angry
growl as he watched her through his wolf's eyeghinfading light he could see her
leaning against the hood of the car, her gaze fotethe horizon.

The rest stop was miles from civilization, on aalate and rarely traveled
highway. Now would be the time, but he remainedlaidin the thick brush--watching
his prey.

He had been sent to eliminate her. The femaleangenger. They thought she
knew too much.

The persistent wind played havoc with her bloedges. It was easy to see that
she’d been out in the sun far too long, as herlaheere flushed red. Even from this
distance he could sense her fatigue, but still ared.

With her legs spread slightly, she leaned ovee&eh into her car to grab
something. When she did this, he got a good lodteainner thighs, and the way that her
tight--white shorts highlighted her slight--femieiphysique.

Lust tore through his body, confusing and enradnimg He howled in protest.
Human thought could easily intrude--even while lesw his animal form, but it battled
with the instinct of the beast.

Pulling out a sandwich, she started to eat asastardys of sunshine vanished and
the moon began its ascent. The wide-open expartbde d¥yoming desert provided a
view of the darkening sky for miles, the brightnesshe twinkling stars, drowned out by
the bright moonlight. A cloud passed--obscuringriwon, casting the night in deeper
shadows.

Painful hunger gnawed at his loins, and again he@dt The human female
froze, her senses picking up on the danger thia¢dlim the darkness, beyond the glow of
the lit parking lot. Her hand strayed to the hamdthat she’d stuck in the waistband of
her shorts, as if the feel of the cold--hard stesd comforting to her.

Far off in the distance, the mist was gatheringuadothe Shadow Mountains.

Still he watched and waited.
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Kayla pulled out her phone and looked at the tiniead been over an hour and
still there was not a soul in sight. Nervously, sirvected her gaze to the mountain range
in the distance. The peaks rose up from the désert-imposing--ominous. Fingers of
mist gathered around the base of the mountainshiregaup toward its peaks, glowing
eerily in the silver light of the full moon. Thei¢k mist hid the mountain’s secrets--
secrets that she could sense, though they somedemesl to stay just out of reach.

Shaking off her strange thoughts, Kayla decidedrsigét as well have a bite to
eat while she waited. Unwrapping the baloney amst sandwich, she nibbled at the
food without really tasting it. It had been foolighcome all the way out here in the
hopes that she’d finally get some information ahiade.

Her parents were expecting her back in Denver betid of the week, and this
little side trip had really put her off schedule.

Kayla's hand strayed to the carved crystal wolf thang on a silver chain around
her neck. She would never have believed the daflew anything about Jace ... if they
hadn’t have mentioned the crystal. No one coulceHanown how she’d gotten it. She’'d
never mentioned the details to anyone.

A brown lizard scurried across the blacktop neauféxet, causing her to nearly
jump out of her skin. Though the night was cooligige could still fell warmth radiating
from the dark surface of the parking lot.

The howling of a lone wolf caught her attention @hd stopped to peer out into
the distance. Unconsciously ... her hand rested @esniell, 25-caliber handgun at her
waist. It had been a last minute decision to bttiragong.

Normally she didn’t condone gun violence, but kad no intention of stupidly
walking into a trap laid out for her by Jace’sill The police would do nothing so it was
up to her to find out what happened to him.

Kayla checked the time once more and decided shafdfive more minutes and
that was it. She didn’t relish the idea of haviagitive through the Shadow Mountains
after dark, and the sooner she got it over witl,d#tter.

When she’d been here five years ago, she’d heandmufrom the locals. They
swore that unearthly creatures roamed those mawmntgider the cover of darkness. Not
that she believed such ridiculous nonsense, buace Biad disappeared in those
mountains--leaving behind only scarlet bloodstaamsl the crystal. Kayla didn’t believe
there was anything supernatural about Jace’s desappce, though she was confident
that the strange people he'd been involved withewesponsible for whatever had
happened to him.

Subconsciously ... Kayla reached for the crystalmdeeling comforted by its
warmth.

The caller had promised to reveal information abwoldt happened to Jace, but as
she looked around for any sign of life, Kayla beeasanvinced that the call had been
nothing more than a cruel joke. But cruel joke ot n. whoever had called her knew
something.

She’d hoped that her caller ID recorded the nurobéne caller, but it was only
zeros, no number at all.
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Maybe the police could use her cell phone rectvdsack the caller? She’d
contact them and give them this bit of informatibiot that it would do much good ...
nothing had so far.

With a forlorn sigh, Kayla scanned the area onktiage and got back in her car.
She had to be at the Tribal Clinic in the morniaigdl then there would be one more stop
in Montana before she could go home to Denvern8tiy enough ... the flu season had
started in midsummer this year, and it was ravighie children on the reservation.
Kayla was sure there would be a lot of cases tans#® morning, she’d need a decent
night’s sleep.

Her heart heavy with regret, Kayla decided it wae to leave ... not just the rest
stop, but maybe it was time to leave that whols@ge behind her. Easing the blue rental
car back onto the narrow state highway, she hestaight for the Shadow Mountains.
She would confront their dark secrets one last,tiooé on this occasion when she left
them behind ... maybe she would be leaving behindhape of ever finding out what
happened to the man she had loved all those ygars a

For five years she had searched for answers heuvas no closer to those answer
now than she was the day she’d discovered Jacéenmiss

As the mountain loomed closer, the mist begaratbay around her car,
obscuring the details of the road. Even the liglthe moon could do little to penetrate
the thick--almost radiant fog that had settled acbthe mountain. The road was barely
visible within the beam of the headlights. Kaylad# the gas, slowing the car to a crawl.

The mist that encircled the Shadow Mountains wasinasual. Even in the best
of weather, the majestic peaks were often hiddeh fog. Going through the mountains
was the shortest route to the Shoshone reservéimmow she wondered if it wouldn’t
have been better to go around them.

To soothe her nerves, Kayla forced herself to th&omething else, but the
direction her thoughts took wasn’t much better.

She’d been offered a resident position at a hdspi@alifornia, and there was no
doubt that it would pay so much better than whatwhs making now, but was it what
she really wanted?

Since the summer she’d met Jace, she’'d worked dbre@ch Medical Assistance,
a nonprofit program that sent doctors into imposteed communities to administer
medical treatment. Helping people had been herdifid moving her allegiance to an
establishment that cared more about money thangeopeft a sour taste in her mouth.

But it's what Travis wanted. He was accustomedigachies and luxury. He'd
made it clear that he wanted her to take thatfjtiely were to get married. Kayla
frowned at the thought of marriage. She’d growfki® Travis, but she wasn't so sure
she wanted to marry him, though he’d been turnmghe heat. He wanted them to be
married so they could settle down to a nice--mididies existence.

Isn’t that what most women wanted?

Leaning closer to the steering wheel, Kayla stlegy¢o see through the whirling
night mist.

She wondered if there was something wrong withftvenot looking forward to
marriage with Travis. Of course she missed Jachgrand it had taken her years to
even start dating again ... but was she ready tihei&not?
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Maybe ... but in her heart she knew it would not Il Wravis. Even if she took
the new job, it would be to get away from her pastt so that they could get married.
There was something about him that bothered her h&H lately noticed a mean streak in
Travis that he could not always keep hidden.

Jace had been different--so primal, but yet sdlgelh had been a whirlwind
romance, but he’d swept her off her feet just &k€exas twister. She’d never known a
man like Jace, and when he disappeared, he’ddetidngering for more of that
primitive passion his lovemaking had stirred wither.

Kayla’'s thoughts drifted to that moment she’d gmeking for him. There was
no way she could handle thinking of that horrikilght right now ... her mind searched
for something else.

From the side of the road she’d caught movementnore than a shadow within
the thick haze. Kayla was torn between slowingvita@cle even more, or speeding up to
avoid whatever was moving in the fog.

A nagging fear began to gnaw at her insides.

What if the stories were true?

After all, people around the Shadow Mountains dideha tendency to disappear
at a higher rate than in other rural areas. At lgat’s what she’d been told.

Her breath caught in her throat when she saw sangethoving in the middle of
the road ... just beyond the headlights.

Kayla instinctively hit the brakes. The rear-endref car fishtailed, and the wheel
slipped from her grasp. The next seconds were @ dftnovement before the car came
to an abrupt stop against a large pine tree.

Kayla’'s vision blurred as her head fragmented atuillion points of pain, and a cloak
of darkness enveloped her in comforting numbness.
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Futuristic Romance

Samura is searching for that elusive fantasy lowes has always haunted her
dreams, but what she finds is a Prince of the $tadsa deadly enemy to mankind.
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Song of the Annunaki

Investigating the bizarre disappearance déiogm, Samura Priestly stumbles upon a
truth that will rock the world ... or destroy ith& strange dreams that have plagued her
all her life are a part of the key, and not trutgains at all. For she has been 'visited'
many times in the past, taken, studied, and watokedby the creators, the Annunaki,
and more specifically Thian of the tribe of the iEsnl

But Samura's 'dream lover' is her enemy, amgrof all the Adamu, and he will not
allow his fascination with Samura to sway him frbis cause. Believing that the violent
nature of the Adamu will ultimately bring dangertie galaxy, the Enlils want to destroy
the inhabitants of Earth.
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Song of the Annunki Excerpt
CHAPTER ONE

Pulling the blankets up around her neck, Samtared wide-eyed at the mist seeping
from the cracks of the closed bedroom door, thisksting, swirling mist that pulsated
and breathed as if it were alive. Crawling acrbsshtardwood floor, the mist radiated a
greenish luminous light that cast the small roota ensurreal nightmare world.

The mist whirled and danced, forming the imafjetherworldly fingers that reached
from the floor to twist around her ankles and veist

She could not move. She could not so muclyasak in protest. The invasive mist
had robbed her of her voice, paralyzing her limhbisl she was no more than an infant at
the mercy of the unknown.

Behind the door, a bright light invaded thealest opening with the power of a
thousand suns, a brilliance that tore through kes,esending tendrils of excruciating
pain into her brain.

Samura could feel her body lift from the medt to hang suspended in midair. Long,
shimmering strands of dark hair hung from her headjing to rest on the pillow below
her.

The temperature in the room dropped, covdnergwith a chill that pervaded the
warmth of her white cotton nightgown to send stsuwéirough her body. Her breaths
were shallow, allowing only the smallest wisps @frmth to escape into the chilled
room, delivering puffs of fog from her lips.

Slowly her body began to move toward the dbtar. terror was absolute, its grasp
tightening around her throat until it was burrownt@wn into her stomach. The sickening
taste of bile reached up from her gut, consuming @aly with sheer willpower was she
able to force the feeling away.

The little white door that had offered so mgcbtection a short while ago was gone,
replaced with a cavernous hole. What lay behintldistorted doorway was the
unknown. What lay outside that door existed beyihedsight of many, visible to only
the few.

With liquid smooth motion, her body was liftegright until she was in a standing
position.

Samura’s soul screamed in protest as shedncbeer and closer to that void of
oblivion beyond the doorway. Her heart knew thagachrough that opening would be to
look upon the truth ... a truth that she was not greg to see ... a reality that could
destroy humankind.

A chorus of soft whispers drifted into her thesoothing her like an eerie lullaby.

“Go beyond the door,” the singsong voices drg8ee all that was, and will ever be.
See the truth.”

She had no control. She was gliding throughdior. A blast of air hit her, a billion
molecules of realities rushed past her and intontbedd she had always known.

Surrounding her was infinity. She looked uponntless galaxies that stretched into a
universe with no visible beginning or end.

Walking upon the stars was the most unusual @ugpearing so large as to dwarf the
planets beneath his feet. Long flaxen hair billowetlind him, lighting the dark sky with
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white-hot radiance. His handsome, breathtakingufeatwere soft perfection, framing
gray eyes that lit up like moons in the night heesve

His lips never moved but his powerful voicé@ed through the core of her being.

“Search not for answers. The truth will odlyminate your bondage. The nature of
your reality is naught but part of your dream wdrld

He stood near her now, no longer as massitieeasniverse but as a god in a man’s
body. The heat he radiated reached out to covdikleea warm blanket. His gaze pulled
at her essence, laying bare her entire being.

She felt naked beneath the onslaught of thos@ous gray eyes. He opened his
mouth but what came from his lips were not words,sbhaunting melody so ancient that
it rippled through her life force with a vibratimdectrical current. Like the song of the
whale it went out in all directions, to all poirg&the universe ... lingering long after the
sound had gone.

Her vision was blurred, but the sensationhefwaking world had wiggled into her
dream. The rough asphalt beneath her bare feeupgistripped away the fog.

Blinking rapidly, Samura first saw the sickigllowish glow of the streetlight.

Turning slowly, she recognized the deserted rodrbimt of her house. The world slept,
oblivious to the woman who stood in the middlets street, wearing nothing but a
nightgown.

The distant hoot of an owl spurred her intboscand she willed her legs to move.
The cool grass was soothing to her feet after wglkicross the sharp surface of the road.

She tried her door, and to her surprise, fatatl it was still locked.

Samura wondered how she had walked out dfidlise while she slept if the door was
still locked. She reached into the bush that st tacher porch. Under cover of the
greenery was a tin box that contained her spare key

Once safely inside, Samura shut the door @mdeld heavily on it, sighing with relief.
She had always been plagued with bizarre dreansdbhing like she had experienced
tonight. As far as she knew, she had never walkdwer sleep until now.

Looking down at the shining metal of the kelye concluded that she must have
locked the door behind her when she’d left the Bpakepwalking.

Without turning on any lights, Samura walkedva the hall to her bedroom.
Curiously, that door was still closed as well. Tingnthe handle, she threw the door open.
All was as it had been when she’d gone to sleegemxhat her blankets lay in a piled
heap next to her bed. The red digital display arbeelside clock told her it was 3:20 in
the morning.

* *k * %

Samura watched the empty seat of a child’sgwswaying back and forth in the hot
evening breeze. The fading light lent an eerie tover to the already ominous
atmosphere. Though empty now, less than an hoyrfagoeyear-old Tilley Andrews had
been the swing’s last occupant.

Looking back at her quickly scrawled note® slondered again how the scene
described by the child’s mother could have takewcl Realistically, it would have been
nearly impossible for the events to unfold the Wag. Andrews had explained.
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Mrs. Andrews had been sitting on a blankehwr younger child, only fifteen feet
from the swing. She claimed to have only lookedyafea a few seconds. Long enough
to give her fussing younger child a cookie, and nvéiee looked back, Tilley was gone.
The time span could have been no more than temdsc®en seconds that would now
stretch into eternity.

The child’s mother had heard nothing, notraaa, the sound of a struggle ...
nothing.

How could that be?

She had been sitting so close to where thd bhd been playing that she would have
heard someone approach, but she claimed she hedirfething. St. Augustine Park
comprised a fairly open area. There was almosthaoae that someone could have
gotten away without being seen by at least thelshihother.

Consequently, Tilley’'s mother was under a dlotisuspicion, though Mrs. Andrews
had been so distraught that she had had to be takka hospital and sedated.

Her story just did not add up.

Samura’s whirlwind of thought was interruptelden her partner gently laid his hand
on her arm.

“Sam, there’s been a similar occurrence atioee blocks from here. It apparently
happened within moments of this one. John and Maelon that one.”

Samura arched one perfectly shaped brow. “ida¥ve case similar?”

“It was a four-year-old boy named Charlie. Aating to the mother he disappeared
while taking a bath.” Mike Gibson’s voice made livious that he was still trying to
piece it all together.

Samura had always been good at masking hetic@moNone of the hurt and fear she
was feeling for these missing children could bedietd in her blue eyes. At times, her
eyes were like pools of florescent color and aemththey could have been likened to ice.
At this moment, she stared back at her partner @ygs so unreadable it would appear
she possessed no soul.

“Is there more to it?” She flipped the notebsbaut.

Mike ran his meaty fingers through his grayiommgwn hair. “The child was in the tub.
His mother left the bathroom and walked down thetbaget a towel from the linen
closet, and when she returned, the boy was goreeMmasn’t even a drop of water on
the bathroom floor to suggest that he had eveegattit. When the responding officers
arrived there was still water in the tub along vifth child’s toys.”

“What do you think?”

“The parents are part of some kind of cultj for some reason they need their
children to disappear in the eyes of the world.”

Samura smiled coldly. “That's something tokhabout, but my instincts tell me the
parents have nothing to do with the disappearahtteed children.”

“Oh, come on, Sam, these cases reek of ipsie There are no fingerprints,
nothing.” Mike shook his head.

Disappearances, which on one hand were coetplehexplainable, unless you
looked to the most obvious culprits. For Mike, ti®vious villains here were the parents,
or at least the mother. In each instance, Samrsasted that they look beyond the
obvious.
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“There’s nothing more we can do right now. Wdon't we let forensics do their job
and get out of here? Maybe go get a bite to eat.”

Samura was tall for a woman and barely hdiit toer head to look the six-foot Mike
in the eyes. “That’s okay, Gibson. You go aheatljust as soon stick around here for
awhile.”

Mike shrugged his shoulders, “Suit yoursélfskee you in the morning.”

Samura watched Mike Gibson drive away. Outlyashe was as calm and collected
as at any point in her life, but on the inside, s simmering with anger. Gibson was
an okay person, but in her opinion, his arrogamcklaziness interfered with his job.

Dismissing Gibson from her mind, Samura orgarafocused on the task at hand.
The search teams had fanned out from the playgrdooking for anything out of the
ordinary that might give them a clue as to what haopened to the child. The last of the
forensic team was now packing up to leave. Samunesvkhat they would probably not
find any viable evidence, since they hadn’t in lest five cases.

One by one, the cars pulled away until all et@sand quiet but the rush of the wind.
Reluctantly, Samura forced herself to remove heclbleather glove and grasp the chain
at approximately the same place the child woulceHzeld it. At first, there was the
familiar tingling sensation and then the flash loffugot and sheer terror--a horror so pure
as to consume one’s sanity--and then nothing. $tagaif the child’s soul had ceased to
exist.

“Officer Priestly!”

Samura swung around with a startled cry. Trenger stood only a few feet away, the
details of his appearance hidden in deep shadows.

She was usually so in tune with her surrouyglitnat rarely was anyone able to sneak
up on her, and never had it happened while sheowality.

Cautiously, Samura unsnapped her pistolnlkgttier hand rest on the handle. Fear
gnawed at her throat until it was so dry and patdhat her words came out more like
little croaks. “What can | do for you?”

“I know where the children are.”

Stunned, Samura tried to speak but couldrimdvords. As she always did in times
of crisis, she reached into the inner depths oble@ang and drew on the shinning white
energy that resided deep within her. Her shieldssied down and instantaneously her
professionalism returned. “Go on,” she told thargger in a low, even voice.

“l can tell you no more than that right now.”

“Are you involved in this?”

“No,” the man in the shadows answered withaasitation.

“If you know something that you are refusingdisclose then you will be an
accessory to a very serious crime. You will be ilegvme no choice but to place you
under arrest.” Samura’s voice never swayed oregltéom a level, professional tone.

“Samura, you cannot arrest me.” The stranges @bviously amused by her threat.

Samura paused. Who was this guy? A Fed whopwgsosely obstructing justice?
“How do you know my name?” The hard edge to hec&avas the only hint of her
anger.

“We know a great deal about you, Samura. Wenkthe date and time you were born,
right down to the very second. We know your fawwdblor, what your favorite toy was
as a child, and even who gave you your first kiss.”
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“You're lying.”

“How very disappointing. You are showing therywhuman trait of losing control. It
would seem that you have much work ahead of youl yet

Samura drew her pistol with a swift, gracehdvement. “You are under arrest! Put
your hands up where | can see them.” Keeping tind@reled at the darkened image in
the shadows, she used her other hand to freedsdijht. Switching it on, she directed
the beam in the direction of the dark figure.

He wore a black, hooded cloak that effectivaty his face. Lifting his head, he stared
directly at her with eyes of blue ice that straggeflected the light. Making no attempt
to comply with her order, he stood staring at hesmile playing on his lips.

“I've already told you, Samura, you have nthauty to arrest me.”

“Sir, 1 will tell you one more time to put yohands where | can see them.”

“Please put down your weapon and | will letiyn on a couple things before |
depart.”

Samura made no move to lower her weapon.

“Your time is very near, Samura. This has gsvaeen your destiny.”

Samura shook her head, confused by the maordsw“Sir, are you on any kind of
medication, legal or otherwise?”

“l am going to leave you with some facts.” stepped closer and Samura tensed.
“Your father is not the man you have always thought to be. Ask your mother ... ask
her about the lights in the sky.”

“You're out of your mind.” Samura fought to m&in control of her quaking
emotions.

“Oh, come on, Samura, you know deep downybathave always been different,
don’t you? You have always felt apart from the oglie

She flinched at this truth. Her vision filladth memories, images of birthday parties
that she could not bring herself to attend, sittmthe corner of the schoolyard and
having nothing to say to the children who talkedh¢o, their presence making her feel
self-conscious about herself.

“If you are to have any chance of finding #hekildren, you will have to accept who
you are.”

“| repeat, sir, you are under arrest. Put ywamds above your head where | can see
them.” Samura knew she should radio for help, hatwould have to drop the flashlight
in order to grab the radio.

In that instant, as she was contemplatingstieation, there was a blinding white flash
so bright that her vision consisted of nothing mityan black dots for several seconds.
By the time her sight returned, the man had gone.

Disgusted with herself, she radioed in givihg dispatcher the man’s description and
requested backup. Samura was convinced that di&’'thg¢en taken in by some cheap
magician’s trick.
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Paranormal Romance

No doctor could cure her lameness, and Aaril saved for years to travel to the man she’dohefan
Africa, Mabasa, believing he could perform a mieafdr her. Until the night she watched him perfdha
fire dance, however, and felt the fire he generati¢iin her, it hadn’t occurred to her that he wbalso
fulfill her desire for passion and fill her hearitlwvthe love and joy life had denied her.
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Mabasa’'s Fire Excerpt
CHAPTER ONE

The drum called out to her ... pulled at hereduced her until she felt that her heart
beat in time to its ancient rhythm. A stray bredaéied across the African Savanna,
touching her skin, soothing her after the day'sofus heat. Even with her hair pulled up,
she could still feel drops of perspiration on heckand back. April paid little attention
to her discomforts. Her attention was on the maa’avkentered the circle.

He wore nothing but a loincloth, revealing gveurve and contour of the muscle
rippling beneath his coffee colored skin. The mdorg) black hair was worn in
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dreadlocks, adorned with a multitude of coloreddse&lis smooth features were marred
by four stripes of white paint that ran from hisebead to the bottom of his chin.

In the center of the dance circle was a filgreen wood. The man stepped into the
kindling.

The drum grew louder, more erratic. There armgxplosion of color as dancers in
traditional dress began to move around him, theivements synchronized to flow in
complete harmony with each other.

At the center of the dancers, the man movedands above the wood and an instant
later fire erupted. The flames surrounded him,iigkat his exposed skin, but he seemed
not to notice. Within the fire he danced, his boatyving with the vibration of the drums.

April's gaze followed his every movement. Halgiher breath she waited for the fire
to consume him, disintegrating his flesh. It fedtisshe had been hit with an electrical
current, and she realized he was watching her ¢gfirdle flames. Their eyes locked and
for that fraction of a moment April became awarat the was probing her mind, his spirit
connecting with hers. Heat spread through her lasdsensual images intruded in her
thoughts, images of lying beneath him, her fleshirasy his ... moving to the most
ancient of dances.

The Fire Master pulled his gaze away as ifdssence had burned him in a way that
the flames had failed to. Through the blaze he hestc marveling at her simplistic
beauty that brought to mind thoughts of golden Bungsand images of carnal lust. There
was something about her that set his blood on fire.

He held his hands suspended above the flamtlwaered them as if he were pushing
down an invisible barrier. The fire was extinguidhklis body showed no signs of injury.
There had been little doubt in April's mindatlhe would walk away from the ritual
unscathed. It was why she was in Africa. When sfiestiheard about the Fire Master

April had dared not believe it. Nevertheless she:folowed the stories about him.

Mabasa was a master of fire ... and he was lathéahealer ... the word filled her
heart with a hope that had once lain dormant witlen Did she truly have the courage to
allow her faith to blossom?

Could Mabasa succeed where countless docor&lied?

Suddenly her resolve gave way to uncertaldad she been foolish to dream of being
healed? For the past three years April had savexd epare penny she’d earned so she
could make this trip, now she found that she hatiher nerve.

A finger poked her side and she looked atytheng boy who had been her guide.

“Talk to Mabasa,” Iniko said with a wide smile

April's heart warmed toward her guide. Sincevang in Africa, Iniko had been like a
breath of fresh air. She could sense that he wasgftheart, something she had rarely
come across in recent years. There was no doubthithparents must be extremely proud
of him.

She had hoped one day to have a child likeolrfhut those days of dreaming of a
family were long gone. April had years ago acceptedl she was damaged goods and not
wanted.

Iniko jabbed her again. “Talk to Mabasa.”

Mabasa stood just outside the entrance cditghikd roof lodge. Even from this
distance April could see that he was eyeing haously. Briefly she wondered if there
was something about her that stood out that mwarh the other tourists.
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Taking a deep breath, April tried to rise. iBgder struggle, Iniko held out his hand
to her. Smiling, she accepted his help only topbiat that she was steady on her feet.
April then rested some of her weight on a singldatr.

Frowning, Mabasa watched the scene unfold.pgresence had wrapped around him
since the moment he’d seen her. She had sparkedraigg in him that he’d long ago
forgotten. Mabasa had to cut short the show a®hlel ot concentrate with her so close,
watching him . . . silently calling out to him. Tingh he’d tried to block her out, his body
responded to her nearness and he’d been aframuidvbecome obvious to all who were
present.

Even now her soul was crying out to him toeeglaer pain and he’d known that she
would approach him, though he hadn’t known whatdfiction was until the moment
she’d tried to stand.

He’'d been taken back, for she was not thelwsestern tourist seeking a show, nor
was she like the aging and failing bodies that Ilsgame to him. No . . . she was like a
bird with a broken wing, still struggling to fly.

The woman reminded him of a porcelain doldh&en once in a Victorian antique
shop. Perfect pink lips and a heart shaped faceeflavith a mass of golden curls that
came to rest on her slender shoulders. Large, lumsiblue eyes watched him through
thick lashes. He saw no laugher in their depthly, silmdows.

Instinctively he’d wanted to reach out to hgck her up in his arms and carry her
where she needed to go, but could not bring hinteatiove from where he stood. Never
had the urge to ease suffering been as strongrasihow. A part of him that had been
buried deep within himself wanted to put the lightk in her eyes. She would have
beautiful eyes if they were filled with laughter.

Watching as she approached, Mabasa felt thdsnmf change stirring. This woman
would bring change, but would it be a good thing?she got closer, his stomach twisted
into knots. He had dreamed of her on many occasindsn his dreams she was like the
lioness hunting his soul.

The woman stood before him, tilting her heatbok up into his face. “I am April
Lawson.” She held out her hand to him.

Impulsively, be brought her small tremblinghtigo his lips and kissed it lightly.
“Mabasa at your service.” His lips spread into aesm

“I am in need of your services.” April pointealher leg. “I have brought money to
pay you,” she added quickly as if she was sure teidher down without it.

He did not look down at her leg, but insteadgaze remained fixed on her face as he
studied her in quiet contemplation. Mabasa feluaing sensation travel through his
body and he knew this woman was dangerous. Ndieirsénse that she would harm
someone, but dangerous to his emotional wellbemugt@ his control.

Instead of answering her plea for help disgdté motioned with his hand to a thatch
covered awning where people were eating. “You sheat Miss Lawson.”

April shook her head, but Mabasa took her remdiled her to the dining area. “You
will love plasas. It is my favorite stew.”

A woman in brightly colored clothing handed he earthen bowl full of stew. She
took several bites and Mabasa could tell that Afxeld the spicy food.

“This is great,” she told him in between bites

“I knew you would like it. The spice is goaat foringing life to the tongue.”
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“You speak English well,” she commented.

“| attended one of your universities for mgmars. You are American, yes?”

April nodded.

“I came back to Africa after getting my medidagree,” he explained.

“You're a doctor?” April asked with a crestéi look on her face.

Mabasa laughed. “I am a practicing physician,| need not be in your case . . . if it is
not a doctor that you are looking for.”

“Doctors can do nothing for me,” she said vatfrown.

“May | ask what is wrong?” He motioned towéder leg.

Her eyes clouded and she looked away. “Wheasl a young child there was an
incident and my leg was shattered. The doctorshdicbest they could to put it back
together, but | have been like this since.”

He sensed that there was a dark corner wherpainful memory dwelled and she
found it difficult to bring it out into the light.

“And you feel you need your leg healed to bpgy?”

She thought about it for a moment before fnahswering him. “I don’t know. |
guess | never looked at it like that. I've nevallefelt complete the way | am, but I've
had my moments of happiness.”

“Ah, is that not true for us all? Happinessnes in fleeting moments and we must
grasp those moments and treasure them.”

She smiled, brightening suddenly. “You ardatidMaybe happiness is not so much a
state of being as a way of looking at those paspwints in our lives.”

Mabasa nodded; satisfied that April had thétglibo look beneath the surface. It was
important if she was to be healed. Her injury wegsive and would take some time to
reverse, but he wondered if it was wise to spenchisoh time with her. When a woman
stirred his body and soul as this one did, he kih@vas time to step back.

It had been so long ago that he’d let his thleglieve that a woman could share his life
with him. He’d been sure that love would overcorheTdat was until Annette.

He’d been mystified by her reaction when held her he planned to leave the states
and return to Africa to help his people. She’d had her head that they would remain in
California and live the good life.

Annette had laughed at him when he’d askeddshare his life with him in Africa.
Her love had been superficial but it had taught &abthat the life he’d chosen must be a
solitary life. He could offer no woman a life oflury, only himself and his little house
on the savanna.

He’d grown accustomed to a solitary life, doyvall the sudden, was this woman
tearing at his mind and sending longing into hisd@

Those startling blue eyes watched him withthdia@h in them that he could feel her
burrowing into his mind.

He stood up abruptly. “Let us walk,” he tolerhholding out his hand to help her to
her feet.

April was surprised by his sudden shift in mpbut let him pull her up. They slowly
made there way out into the night. They walkedluhé village was out of sight, but the
drums could still be heard over the sounds of tghtn

The moon was bright and lit their way. Like tiouch of a lover, the warm breeze slid
across her skin, bringing to mind things betterdddne.
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“Do you believe that | can heal your leg?”

“Yes, | do.”

“Why do you believe this? Is it faith in aatger . . . someone you have never met
before tonight, or is it desperations?” Mabasastagped and was now looking down
into her eyes.

“It is both things | think,” she answered triutlly.

Her answer seemed to satisfy him and he smiled

“l suspect that your ailments go far beyondnjeg. Are you willing to let me help
you put to rest your pain?”

April nodded, uncertain that this man woulddnghe ability to ease the pain in her
soul.

“You must trust me, and this will not be easyce you do not know me. Can you do
this?” he asked.

“Yes,” she told him. The fact was that she hader felt so safe and secure as she did
in Mabasa’s presence. April had no idea why shelied way, only that she did.
Impulsively, she put her arms around his neck dadeggl her lips on his in a light kiss.

It was meant to be a friendly kiss of tharikg, when she felt him put his strong arms
around her waist and pull her closer, April wasedtinat she would melt right there and
then. His bare flesh sent shivers through her laodlyshe realized that it wasn't just a
passing fancy. She wanted this man in a sexual way.

His tongue entered her mouth and their innbkss very suddenly heated up.
Without warning he stopped, gently pulling away.

“Please forgive me, Miss Lawson. | had no t;ighe told her as he began leading her
back to the village.

“l kissed you first, remember?”

Mabasa smiled but said nothing and April waeddf his regrets were because he felt
it improper or did they come from someplace else?

“We will start tomorrow. Iniko will show yothe way,” he told her before leaving her
in the company of the little boy who had come logkior her.
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Paranormal Romance

Bonnie hadn't actually expected true magie Bad expected a ‘magical’ tropical
vacation, and she needed it.

When she discovered Tristan, the man shetedusver from afar for so long, had also
ended up on the island, she could hardly believdulcg—Dbut then she discovers he
thinks she tricked into it just so she could géb inis pants!
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Tahitian Magic Excerpt

Chapter One

Her body was on fire, burning with unfulfilleeed. Scenes flashed erratically before
her eyes. A moonlit beach, water ... and blue eyean@® flames licked at the darkness
... illuminating strangely exotic faces. The nightssaive with the resonance of drums,
her heart beating in rhythm to the strange and amtafg reverberation.

A soft caress on her inner thigh sent a tirggBensation to that swollen and aching
spot between her legs. Faster and faster the tmgngdidrums sounded until they
seemed to vibrate the very earth. A fountain oflsparupted from the fire, spraying the
sky with pinpoints of light. Suddenly her vision svélled with the grotesque image of a
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carved wooden mask. The dancer behind the maskesiayand fro as if he had become
one with the rhythm of the drum.

Bonnie Lee’s eyes flew open. She was drenghddsweat and still shaking. The
sound of the doorbell shattered the silence ohthese.

Damn! Who would wake her this time of the mog®? Most people knew she worked
late hours.

Leaving the comfort of her bed, she slippedhenrobe and ran to the front door.
Looking through the peephole she saw her sisterfmtient face. After opening the door,
she stepped aside to let Trudy enter.

“What's this about? You know | don't get ugstiearly when I've worked.” Bonnie
frowned.

“Chill out, sis. | brought some doughnuts sattwe could enjoy some breakfast and
have a sister to sister chat.”

For the first time, Bonnie noticed that Trudss carrying a box of doughnuts and a
large white envelope.

“What's that?” she asked pointing at the eopel

Trudy shrugged. “l found it on your porch. Wihgn't you open it while | make some
coffee?”

As Trudy was busy in the kitchen, Bonnie opktie envelope and slipped out the
contents. She had to rub her eyes to ensure thavah seeing correctly. Inside was a
piece of paper that read.

Come to the island of magic

Aside from the note, there was an airlinedtdlo Bora Bora and instructions for
taking a charter boat to the island of Hiva. Th&es nothing to indicate whom it was
from, or why she should go there.

“What is it?” Trudy called from the kitchen.

“Its airline tickets and an invitation to gw Tahiti,” Bonnie informed her sister as she
was walking into the kitchen. She sat at the tallilere Trudy had poured her a cup of
coffee.

“From who?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’'t say who it's fromHer dream from the night before crept
into Bonnie’s mind. “This is very strange. | hadr@am last night about being on an
island.”

“Jeez, who doesn’t dream about being on @amds?” Trudy smirked. “But hey ...
sounds like a blast. Could be from an incrediblyysguy who’s been stalking you.”

“Thanks a lot.” Bonnie’s voice had turned solhe last thing she needed was that
kind of trouble.

Her sister sat across the kitchen table frem $miling. “Oh come on Bonnie, live a
little. Go see who this mysterious person is.” Wadlue eyes sparkled with mischief.

They were two sisters who were nothing alikeidy was blond, beautiful and
bubbling with life. Bonnie on the other hand hadia}s been self-conscious. She felt she
was a little on the plain side and had definitedytgn none of the sparkle that Trudy
possessed.

Bonnie had always been shy. Afraid of lettirey true feelings show, especially with
men. Where Trudy had long blond hair, Bonnie waedark hair cut at shoulder length
and pulled tight into a bun. She wasn’t the typg&voman who cared to spend hours in
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front of the mirror. She would much rather spendtimee with a good movie or a book.
This was something that Trudy was endlessly refriogder for.

Bonnie didn’t very often take chances andth@nrare occasion that she did, it wasn'’t
unusual for her to end up getting burnt. Like vidm.

“Trudy, you just never know what this couldddgout. It could be dangerous.”

“But it could be exhilarating, too.”

“I don’t know.” Bonnie was doubtful. “I bet# Ken, trying to make up to me.”

Trudy pulled a sour face. “Girl, I'll be sogwy if you let that man back into your life.
It's high time you got rid of him for good.”

Bonnie knew her sister was right. She'd bestimd Ken for some time now and all
he’d done was make havoc of her life. This lasidect was all that she could take.
She’d made a surprise visit to Ken's office andkedlin to see his secretary on her
knees with her lips wrapped around his cock.

Surprisingly, Bonnie hadn't really been sadsteby the discovery. In fact, she almost
felt relief to have him gone. At first her relatgimp with Ken had been wonderful. A
whirlwind of romance with a handsome and worldlynmlaut it had quickly soured.

Bonnie should have realized that Ken was dueo league. She was a simple, down
to earth girl. Just a cocktail waitress workingaé of the many casinos that Ken’s
brother owned. From the beginning she’d felt thahkvas playing with her, but many
lonely nights at home had made her ignore hereglinfg. Now she wished she hadn't.

“Oh come on Bonnie,” Trudy urged her in theivdy voice she always used when she
was trying to get her way about something. “Thiand is supposed to be magic. If you
meet the man of your dreams when you're there| fa#flmadly in love with you.”

“What do you know about this?” Bonnie askeldyigg at her trouble making little
sister.

Trudy gave her that wicked little sister snatgain. “Okay ... | admit that | might
have something to do with it.”

“Spill it,” Bonnie told her.

“I was so worried about you being alone thatht to that old fortune teller.”

“You mean that old lady out in Prump that dime® spells?” Bonnie rolled her eyes.
“That’s all a bunch of nonsense.”

“I don’t know. She told me that Ken wasn't than for you. That she knew who the
man of your dreams was, and she would send youtbdthis magical island.”

Bonnie smiled tolerantly at her well-intemtéxl sister. There was simply no way the
man of her dreams was going to show up on thatdsld Ken Rosado was out of her
league, there was no doubt that she was light ygzag from the man she really wanted.

The first time she saw Ken'’s brother strotbiiigh the Branding Iron Casino, Bonnie
had just about dropped the tray of drinks she vedding. The man hadn’t even thrown
her a glance, but his presence was so powerfukttahadn’'t been able to get him off
her mind.

In contrast to Bonnie’s petite frame, Tristaas tall, with wide shoulders and a
muscular build that filled out his tailored suitsgerfection. Though Bonnie had never
seen him in anything but a suit, his bronzed, sssekl skin told her that he was a man
who loved the outdoors. He had that beach boy ¥ittk sun bleached blond hair and
sky blue eyes.
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Just the thought of what that hard body ofidudked like beneath that suit could send
her over the edge and right into a cold shower.nBowould often fantasize that she’'d
get a call to bring cocktails up to the penthoustesand, when she knocked on the door,
he would call for her to enter.

Taking the tray from her hands, he would bruglagainst her, letting her feel his rock
hard cock through his pants.

“I've always wanted to fuck you,” he’d whispsoftly in her ear.

For once, she’d shed her inhibitions. She damifasten his slacks and then, slowly
... with sensual movements she would glide one fimgeand down his shaft, paying
special attention to the swollen head.

The fantasy always left her panties drenchedpussy swollen and aching for
attention.

Her thoughts returned to the present and Bosmildenly felt deflated. The man
didn’t even know she was alive. On the few time'dl Bpoken to her at work, he’'d been
coolly professional. True, she’d met him at theersocial gathering Ken had taken her to,
but even then he’d barely spoken three words to her

There was simply no way Tristan would be at thland. Her sister wasn’t even aware
of her infatuation with Ken’s brother. No one was.

“Trudy ... | thank you for thinking of me, | igado, but ... it would be a waste of
time.”

“Bonnie Lee Harris. | swear that you are thestdifficult person I've ever met.”
Trudy was getting very irritated with her sistenismdrum personality.

“Even if there’s nothing to this magic islatiing, you could sure use the vacation
this summer. You haven't been anywhere for a loamg.t Trudy stood up abruptly and
put one hand on her hip. “Las Vegas is stifling tinhe of year. Why not go enjoy the
tropical breezes, at least? Besides ... that old wsservices cost me several months’
worth of pay.”

Feeling ungrateful and selfish, Bonnie stopand hugged her sister. “You're right, |
need a break from this place.”

“Then it’s settled. Your flight leaves Satuydado hope you have your passport in
order.”

“Well yes, | got it a few years ago in hopleattsomeday I'd win a trip someplace
exotic.”

“Looks like you've won your trip. Now let’s gt hope there’s some exotic guy waiting
there for you.” Trudy smiled.
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Phantom Rider Excerpt

Chapter One

Everyday for the past seven years, Angel handered what she would do if this
moment ever came. What would she say? How would¢sheol her violent hate for a
man whom she had never laid eyes on ... before now?

The stench of unwashed bodies and stale soaksed her to gag. She pushed the
feeling away.
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Angel pressed her way further into the crowdexn of the Bucket of Blood Saloon.
At least seven men stood around the gouged ancedoapoden bar, but Angel had
known instantly which of these men was the infamélusiter Night.

Hunter stood apart from the others, but it wase than space that separated him from
the other men in the room. There was somethingtafiouthat was forbidden, as if the
world was unwelcome to step into his personal spdeevas a loner and liked it that
way just fine. While practically every soul in th@om stole glances at his back, curiosity
was not enough for even the bravest present todaton the Hunter’s solitude.

With slow, determined steps, Angel crept aldeghe bar, her eyes burning with fury.

Known as The Hunter, he was said to be otheomost dangerous men in the west,
but at this moment that fact could do nothing ttedé&ngel. Hunter was her prey.

The man who she held captive in her sightsddéhis tall frame against the bar while
he nursed a bottle of whiskey. His leather pantstaaded vest molded to his muscular
flesh. Long, black hair fell over his wide shoulder

He took no notice of the young lady who sattenstool beside him, or of how oddly
out of place she was in her flower-print dress laonet.

“Hunter Night?” Though Angel phrased it asweestion, she already knew who he
was.

Slowly, he turned ice blue eyes in her dittibut he said nothing to confirm his
identity. Hunter waited patiently for the woman ideshim to state her business.

His casual indifference brought a flush of liliation to Angel’s face. This spurred on
her reckless intent. “My name is Angel Beaumont bbelieve you were an
acquaintance of my father, Trent Beaumont.” Angaited for a reaction, but the man
was completely unreadable.

Angel felt her temper seeping to the surfattl each passing second. “l would like to
ask you a few questions about my father if you tdamhd?”

Still Hunter said nothing, but he appeareti¢dooking at her with a touch more
interest.

“My father disappeared eleven years ago wdrildis way to Santa Fe to meet you ....
| demand that you tell me what happened to him!gélis anger toward this man was
causing her to lose sight of her good sense.

Finally he spoke to her. His deep voice cdrhis words softly so that no one close
would overhear. “Sorry Miss, but | never had theagure of meeting Trent Beaumont in
Santa Fe.” A hint of a smile played upon his lips.

"l believe you killed my father, Hunter Nightier voice quivered with barely
controlled fury.

His smile only widened, making it very obviahst he found the conversation
amusing. “Well, Miss, you would be wrong then.”

Angel tucked an irritating tawny ringlet baicko her bonnet. “Mr. Night, | demand
satisfaction on behalf of my father.” She spokewleds loud enough so that all could
hear.

For a split second, Hunter was caught off duard Angel felt a sliver of satisfaction
at the startled look in his eyes.

The room had become so quiet that Angel telk $ie could hear her teeth grinding in
nervous determination.
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When Hunter realized that her challenge wagusb mere words, he stood up to his
full height and looked down on her with somethirgvieen contempt and wonder.

“Miss, as much as | would like to give you #teention that you seem to be seeking, |
have to get riding.” He touched the brim of hisdbldat in a gesture of mock respect.

The urge to smack the smile right off his fa@es almost uncontrollable, but instead,
Angel spread her full, red lips into a dazzling lenaif her own.

“As you wish, Mr. Night, but our next meetingght not be quite as pleasant as this
one has been.” Angel turned away from him and Istladut of the Bucket of Blood. The
other patrons parted to make way for her departure.

Angel’'s stepmother burst out of the Silver ¥ &hloon and ran to where Angel stood
on the wooden plank sidewalk.

“Girl, have you gone plumb mad?” May Beaumsmthger flared. “I just got word
that my foolish stepdaughter was challenging thateiuto a gun fight!”

May Beaumont wore a low-cut, blue silk gowattimade her blue eyes look like
sapphires in her tired, but pretty face. A gusiviofd whipped through May’'s golden
ringlets.

“That man will not get away with killing pa&ngel's own anger returned to the
surface.

“Hang up your fiddle girl. That man you spedkhappens to be the Hunter, and there
isn’t anyone who has been able to take him dowri {dy’s exasperation with her
stepdaughter was apparent.

More from frustration than discomfort, Angelnked her bonnet from her head,
allowing a cascade of golden brown curls to fahéo waist. “I may be only a woman,
but | am also Trent Beaumont’s daughter, and higlerer will have some reckoning to
do.”

May shook her head sadly and gently claspegePsarm, leading her toward the
church where Angel had left the wagon.

When she had heard the whispers in churclthiatunter was in the Bucket of
Blood, Angel had been able to think of little elsé a confrontation. She had
shamelessly walked out of Sunday services in tlgli@miof Reverend Duncan’s sermon.

When they reached the wagon, May gently clgp®el’'s shoulders and peered into
her stepdaughter’s determined face.

“I have failed you and your father if you getgourself killed, Angel.” There were
tears in May Beaumont’s eyes.

Angel was riddled with guilt for the anguidiresknew her actions would cause her
stepmother. “You are the only mother | have evenvlkm and you certainly have not
failed me. What would have happened to me if yadiriat taken in Trent Beaumont’s
daughter?” Angel hugged May before climbing inte tiagon.

May put one hand on her hip and pointed aefirag Angel with the other. “You stay
away from that savage, you understand girl?”

Angel didn’t answer. Instead she smiled ard taold of the reins with both hands.
Waving to her stepmother, she led the wagon anddlteroan down Virginia City’s
main street.

A few moments later Angel’'s wagon left the tolehind and headed into the
Comstock Mining District. Everywhere one lookedyesi mines dotted the sage covered
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hills. Angel's thoughts were in a whirlwind and diedly noticed the break neck speed
in which the wagon was taking the steep declinenfkbrginia City.

Hidden in Devil's Canyon was the little twoora cabin that Trent Beaumont had built
for his family more than a decade before. Angéisughts drifted as she expertly
maneuvered the horse wagon onto the deeply ruétegba road.

The words May had spoken to her on the daglleeiff had brought them the news of
her father’s death replayed endlessly within herdni

“Your father chose the way he lived and dieel way he chose.” Tears rolled down
May’s cheeks. “Trent was a good man, though mostldvprobably dispute that fact. |
know he would rather have died than admit it to Ing,l think he never really stopped
loving your mother. The day your mother died pa#t of him died. | believe he lived by
the gun in hopes that some day ... someone wodldhisrmisery.”

May Beaumont - a saloon girl and the wife mbaitlaw - reached out and pulled her
husband’s only child to her bosom.

“Your pa was a very unhappy man and | beliewd&new exactly what he was doing
when he sought out the Hunter. You have been my balce you were in the cradle, and
that will never change. I'll raise you to be a tighung lady, | sure will.” May smiled at
Angel and wiped the child’s tears away.

True to her word, May had continued to be #hmioto her late husband’s child. She
had insisted that Angel attend school on a redadars and church every Sunday.
Though May Beaumont was shunned, she dutifully tAogel to services every week,
pretending that she did not hear the whispers aadrge looks of disapproval. Eventually
the town gained a grudging respect for May. Afieslae was attempting to raise Angel
in a respectful way.

Once Angel was old enough to attend churcheglMay let her off at the door and
picked her up after services. Though there wasyawaeious talk, Angel had learned to
ignore the clucking tongues of the town gossips.

Every day for the past eleven years, Angellvadl on the hope of one day finding
the Hunter, and now that day had come and he wmayd

Angel quickly changed out of her Sunday betst pants and a loose fitting shirt.
Securing her long hair in one thick braid, she &tk into one of her father’s old hats.
Underneath May’s bed lay one of the few things tkatained of Trent Beaumont. Angel
picked up the rifle.

Running her fingers along the cold steel eflbarrel a knot formed in her stomach as
uncertainty gripped her. Angel had never hurt agioliring thing in her life, and here
she was preparing to shoot down the man who h&atlkier beloved father.

Reaching up to the pantry shelf, she grableedit. This is where she had stored all
the money she’d saved for the past few years wilkking as a seamstress in Cora’s
Dress Shop. The bank notes amounted to approxiynatel hundred dollars. She felt
sure it would be more than enough to hide out fehde after she’d done the deed she
was setting out to do.

Quickly, Angel wrote a note to her stepmothelting her how sorry she was to have
slipped away, but it was something that had todoeed

Guilt gnawed at her for taking the old roarske placed some money on the small
wooden table with the note. Hopefully it would bwagh to help May buy a new wagon
horse. Angel knew that she would be gone for some, tfor after she took care of the
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Hunter she would no doubt be wanted by the lawlaWust throughout the west feared the
half-breed bounty hunter, but Angel knew she cduidg him down. She must.

* *k * %

On a distant bluff, a lone rider watched Arlgaving the sanctuary of her home. His
horse and clothing echoed the infinite blacknedsi®oéyes, where not even a hint of
white could be seen.

The sound emitting from the rider’s mouth wlzest of a hissing serpent. The Loa’s
solitary purpose was to take her soul into the wiesk ... into the bowels of misery. The
child called Angel would be his ... soon.

* *k * %

Angel lay on her stomach, peering down ih®gage and rock of the canyon below.
She knew Hunter would have to pass through thigarawhen leaving Virginia City, if
indeed he was headed north like the whisperedgbssi suggested. The talk had hinted
that Hunter was traveling to Wyoming.

The hours passed slowly until the setting@llate afternoon cast shadows onto the
canyon floor. Only one other person had passedigjirthe remote canyon while Angel
waited. Feeling drained and fatigued, Angel wondéfrshe had been mistaken, but just
then, a slight movement caught her eye. True thdk®ta heritage, Hunter rode through
the canyon silently, almost undetectable.

Positioning the rifle between two bouldersg@hpatiently waited until he was within
range. Her finger tensed against the trigger, batfeund herself caught up in a moment
of hesitation.

Her father’s face swam before her eyes andgheezed hard. In the instant before
the rifle erupted, Hunter leaned down, close tohhwese’s neck, whispering something to
the animal.

Hunter had his pistol drawn and returning bedore Angel had a chance to fire a
second time. Bullets ricocheted off a nearby bauldending fragments of stone in all
directions. Keeping low, Angle fired blindly intbe rocks where Hunter had
disappeared.

After nearly emptying the rifle, Angle realtzéhere was no return gunfire. She held
her breath, listening to the silence of the canyidrere was no sound but the screech of
an eagle in the distance. Scanning the rocks arhhbyelow, she searched for any
movement that might hint at the scavenger’s higitage. All was still.

Angel froze at the sound of a pistol's hamimeing drawn back. She didn’t have to
look over at him to know he held the hot barrehsfColt 45 close to her head.

“Drop it and get up slowly.” The fury in hisn@oth voice was like liquid fire.

She complied, turning to glare at him withe-didjed eyes.

Angel detected a very brief moment of shockisface, but it was quickly masked
by fury. An eternity passed and still Hunter saidhing—he just glared at her with the
intensity of a wolf that had just cornered a rabbit

A little bit of her fire ebbed. She was sunattshe was looking into the hard eyes of
death. She would disappear, the same as her fadder
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Hunter motioned to a path leading from thgeidlown into the canyon. “Start
walking,” he ordered.

Angel started down the tralil, never lookingk# see how close or far away he was.
She knew that the slightest movement on her parharnwould shoot her where she
stood. Just before reaching the bottom of the aanlyer boot caught in a tangle of
exposed roots and she was sent sprawling to theba&ad earth.

Hunter made no move to help her up, insteadoldeled his head indicating that he
wanted her to get to her feet. Bruised and scrafgegel rose. The sting of her wounded
pride hurt much worse than the lacerations on &gz &nd arms.

Following close behind, he never let her getarthan a foot ahead of him. Soon they
came to an outcropping of large boulders where étumad hid his paint. The horse stood
quietly and nearly motionless awaiting the halfdat’s return. Reaching to the side of his
saddlebag, Hunter grabbed hold of a tightly coileoe.

Angel caught herself watching the way his nesscippled beneath his copper-colored
skin. He wore the sleeveless leather vest opemsaxy the chiseled contours of his chest
and arms.

Flustered, Angel looked away quickly when stized that Hunter had caught her
staring.

A smile played at the corners of his mouthvéttheless, he grasped her wrists
roughly and secured them with the rope.

“Where are you taking me?” she demanded.

“Back to town,” he told her, while he was $gog the other end of the rope to the
saddle horn.
“What about my horse?” Angel’'s defiance relaup.

Hunter arched one brow and his mouth spretadaiazzling smile. “I do hope he
knows his way home Miss Beaumont, because you'ireggo be making the journey on
foot.”

Refusing to give Hunter the satisfaction ofrnuing over his harsh treatment, she
compliantly followed behind his horse without a waf complaint.

He rode at a good pace, but not so fast tlatv®uld fall or become over exhausted.
At least she could be thankful for this, and thet fhat he apparently had no intention of
killing her.

Angel pondered this fact for a brief momentit brushed it off when she realized that
he could not kill her. Too many people would suspwn because of their confrontation
in the Bucket of Blood earlier. Her legs felt likeébber by the time they reached the top
of the incline leading into Virginia City. All eyesrned to her as he led her into town
and straight to the sheriff’s office.

Hunter removed the rope from his saddle houhAngel’'s hands remained bound as
she was led inside the building to face Sherifk3aa.

The burly, gray-haired sheriff wore his whitat, day and night. Indoors or out, it
didn’t matter. May would chastise the man for ghertcoming, but he would just click
his tongue and declare that he would rather walled@own Main Street at noon than go
without his hat. Orley Jackson’s warm-brown eyespped up from the newspaper he
was reading when they entered.

A look of utter astonishment passed over Heziff's features when he recognized
Angel. “What in blazes is this about?”
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“Miss Beaumont took it in her head to ambughan my way out of town.” Hunter
untied Angel's wrists and led her by the arm togheriff's desk.

“That the truth, Angel?” Sheriff Jackson askedisbelief.

She confirmed the accusation with a nod otead, but quickly spoke up to defend
her actions. “He killed my father, sheriff.”

“Is that so?” He now looked at Hunter.

“It is not,” Hunter stated. “To tell the trythcan't rightly remember seeing Trent
Beaumont, except for maybe his image on a wantstepd

Hunter’s reference to her father’'s shady pastg Angel.

“Then explain this, Hunter Night.” Angel reachinto her shirt pocket and pulled out
a letter. The paper had gone yellow with age. K tt@ last they had ever heard of her
father, and Angel had made sure to bring it alohgmshe had set out to bring the
Hunter to justice.

Sheriff Jackson took the letter from Angelttbantained the last words of Trent
Beaumont. Sheriff Jackson struggled to read thedaditing.

Dearest May

| have gotten word from the Hunter. He speskas judge who will be lenient on me if
| turn myself in. He says maybe a couple of yaajail and then | can rejoin my family.
The messenger he sent talked of how | will meetrhBanta Fe and he will escort me to
this Judge Morris whose district is somewhere irabe | will then be free of the law and
we can go someplace where they will not make helliplives. We will no longer have
to hide from them. | will get word to you as sosn am able. Give Angel my love.

Trent

The sheriff read the letter again, this tmo loud so that Hunter could hear what the
contents were. When Sheriff Jackson had finished:ast his eyes on Hunter and
awaited an explanation.

“I have no knowledge of anything in that leti@nd | am not personally acquainted
with that judge or any other judge. I'm a bountyiter, and | make no deals.”

“You talk fancy for a breed, son.” The shesifared hard at Hunter.

“My education is of no matter in this.” Huntevoice turned cold.

The sheriff contemplated the situation a monbefore looking up at Angel. “As |
recall, Miss Beaumont, your father had a bountyigrhead, so even if this man did Kkill
him, | couldn’t very well arrest him for murder,dd I?” Orly was shaking his head.

“Am | to take it you want to press chargesiasgfathe young lady?” he asked Hunter.

The Hunter surveyed her from head to toe. Angexpectedly felt self-conscious and
wished her hands were free so that she could snbetturls that had escaped her braid.
She scowled at Hunter for his obvious scrutiny.

“Lock her up for the night. That should give plenty of time to get out of here
without being shot full of holes,” he said, smilingliciously at Angel.

Sheriff Jackson rose and, taking Angel byaira, led her to a back room where there
were four barred cells. Angel looked back oneftias¢ at the vicious heathen.
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Hunter tipped his hat to her. “Can’t say lteen a pleasure ma’am, but it has been an
experience.” He turned his back on her and walked o

Sheriff Jackson whistled between the gapssndeth. “Angel Beaumont, you had to
have been crazy as a loon to go after a man likeedNight.”

“I know he killed my father, Sheriff.”

The old man just kept shaking his head astiesd her in a cell. “I'm locking you up
for your own good Miss Angel, and when | do let yau, | don’t want you anywhere
near that savage.” The sheriff paused and waitedrigel to respond, but she said
nothing.

“You hearing me?” he asked again, louder.

“Next time we might be having to burying yawstead of locking you in here. I'll be
letting May know where you are,” he told her over $houlder as he was leaving the
room.

Visit Lorraine Kennedy at New Concepts Publishingotirchase this book.
http://www.newconceptspublishing.com/Lorraine-Ketynatml

Watch Book Video
www.lorrainekennedy.com/booktrailers.html

Lorraine Kennedy’s Official Site
www.lorrainekennedy.com




Romance Sampler Lowedaennedy 37

Paranormal Romance

For fifteen years something evil had stalkesl people of Sinister, Wyoming. Brody
Silver wolf had always known Jenna was the onlywhe had the power to stop it.
When she was drawn back to Sinister by the latestlen ... it was waiting for her.

© copyright Lorraine Kennedy, June 2008

© copyright Cover art by Eliza Black, June 2008
ISBN 978-1-60394-204-1

New Concepts Publishing

Rating: Spicy.

Soul Eater Excerpt

PROLOGUE

The steam swirled and danced within the iladge, filling his body with the sacred
medicine of the earth — cleansing his soul. Higtheeat in sync with the rhythm of the
drum, luring him to the underworld. The atmospheitdin the lodge changed as the
darkness retreated.

Her aura was bright — so bright that it seanéal his brain, tearing at his mind until he
was sure he would go mad. Just when he was cenitine could take no more, the light
dimmed to reveal her angelic beauty. It was herthe one he had to find, had to protect
against the darkness.

His need for her burned deep within his graitil it erupted into uncontrollable
desire. Her innocence was so complete that itg®anids of guilt into his heart.

He must find her, save her . . . but he couldke her innocence.
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The Soul Eater was taunting him, tormentirg wiith the girl's beauty. It wanted to
destroy her for she was a threat. Her light cotlalse away its darkness and starve its
hunger. The Soul Eater’s need for her was as s@erigs own, but it would devour her
soul, and the light of her power. The vision waderhanging until she stood before
him, seductively beckoning him to caress her ndlesih.

The mist crawled over her peach-colored siktigking her with its ghostly fingers.
Her, dark nipples stood erect, inviting him to néthem. Luscious full lips parted as she
gasped, revealing her pleasure at the phantomé&htou

Lust overwhelmed him. He could almost feel theesh wrapping around his swollen
thickness, squeezing until he erupted within her.

The Soul Eater would use his passions aghinsttease him . . . blind him with lust
until he was sightless to its evil . . . until leedot his purpose.

The shadows crept ever closer to his angehuhger would devour her as he
watched, helpless to stop it.

The vision changed abruptly. She was gonerahdr place was his little brother. The
sweet ring of the child’s laughter filled the ditappiness reflected in the boy’s large,
dark eyes.

Finally . . . a new bike! He’d wanted a newebfor a long time. He’'d take the dirt
trail and only be gone a moment. His parents wdtlren realize he was gone.

Night was falling quickly and with it would oze the coldness of the grave.

Couldn’t he see the darkness, the evil thadkstl him?

Watch out little brother! Go faster . . . dolet it catch you!

A slight uneasiness descended on the boy amqmbtaled the bike faster, but it was
gaining on him. The darkness was close to himolala rip the life from him in its quest
for the soul's essence.

The vision wavered and broke apart to beconeevath the thick mist of the inipi. He
was seized by violent trembling. Terror such abd never known before gripped his
heart.

“The evil of the Soul Eater reaches througtrydgream to touch your heart.” The old
shaman’s voice brought him out of his vision. Rakeart stared at him from across the
lodge.

“I saw her,” he told the old man. “It's comiadter her and it will come after my
brother.”

Raven Heart nodded.

“l didn’t see where to find her, though.”

The old man’s bony finger pointed toward theumtain. “You will find her in the
shadow of its lair.”

* *k * %

From this distance he appeared ethereal dtathes cast flickering light on his dark,
features. He stared into the fire as if he coul gmmething in the flames that was
invisible to everyone else. At the moment he wasea| but for how long?

Now that she was here, watching him from @anfgw yards away, Jenna Claremont
wondered how she would ever have the courage tmagip this fantasy man who had
trekked through her dreams for months now. Oneythias for sure, though, if she was
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going to talk to him, she would have to do so sd&fiore Angie returned from wherever
she had gone.

She wouldn’t stand a chance of even beingadtnext to Angie McNeil, who was
older than Jenna and one of those perky blondgusiaseemed to draw men like
magnets.

Jenna felt herself to be plain at best nexoimeone like Angie. She had a mass of
dark red hair, with a face marred by the occasifreakle. Would she stand a chance
with an older guy like Brody?

The first time she’d saw him was over a yegr at a local rodeo. Since then, Jenna
had been in his company several times, but not badehe paid her the slightest notice.
He often hung out with her older sister’s friendsowvere all college age and probably
much more interesting that Tina’s little frecklextéd sister.

Jenna frowned at the discouraging thoughtskidyat crowding in on her courage. She
had to do this. For such a long time she had besting for this moment. Now that she
was eighteen years old, maybe he wouldn’t thinkesfas such a child.

It would be crazy not to talk to him. Aftet,@&rody Silver Wolf was the only reason
she’d risked her father’s wrath to come to thigyar the first place. Jenna’s gaze
scanned the many little campfire's that dotted dfitrake’s beach, briefly wondering
how long Angie would be gone.

She knew Brody wasn’t Angie’s boyfriend, bbesl sure been clinging to his side
tonight. It grated on Jenna’s nerves when she thioofithe way the other girl had been
all over him since he’d arrived.

Jenna knew she was way out of her leaguasapdinty. Everyone was older than she
was. The only reason she’d even known that thesegoang to be a party at Mirror Lake
was because she’d overheard her sister talkingtabeith some friends. They had
mentioned that Brody was planning on going andslelt it had taken to make up
Jenna’s mind.

Shivering, she imagined her father’s angéeiever found out where she was tonight.
Though she turned of age a few days ago, herstdted her like his little girl, and Jenna
hadn’t been eighteen long enough for him to geodtite habit yet.

Brody was forbidden fruit, for many reasonst khe least being that he was ten years
older than she was and bad news as her father reftermed to him.

Jenna’s father had arrested Brody more tHawdimes and whenever she would ask
about it, Brent Claremont would just say that he wae of those hell-raising Arapaho's
from the reservation. Officer John Claremont obslgunad no idea that his eldest
daughter was often in the company of many peokéBirody, but he wouldn’t. Her
father would want to think of his daughters as @arfind chose not to see that which was
unpleasant.

Running her fingers through her unruly aubwesses, Jenna jumped to her feet and
made her way to Brody’s fire. When his gaze movedfthe fire to Jenna’s face, her
stomach twisted into knots. She’d have turnedatad run right then and there if it
weren'’t for the fact that it would have made herki@ven more foolish.

“Didn’t you ride in the rodeo last summer?"eSkas so nervous that her voice
squeaked when she spoke.

“Yeah, | did,” he answered while he studied Wwih open curiosity. “Jenna right?
Tina’s little sister.”
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“Yes,” she admitted. A frown touched her lighe had so not wanted him to
remember that she was Tina’s sister tonight. Just ghe wanted to be Jenna instead of
Tina’s little sister. But on the bright side, heesist remembered her.

Jenna sank into to the sand next to him.ifiklyou should have won.”

Brody’s lips broke into a smile. “I think ydwave to actually stay on the bull for a few
seconds before you can win.”

Jenna blushed, knowing that she’d just giveayathe fact that she knew very little
about bull riding. Remembering the bottle of watelher hand, she lifted it to her lips
and took several swallows of the lukewarm liquid.

“If you don’t watch how much you drink you rhignot make it home tonight.” Brody
regarded her with unmasked amusement.

“It's just water,” she assured him, her fakeestiing with embarrassment.

In that moment Jenna felt more like a littld than she ever had in her life. She knew
if she didn't take desperate measures the only iwppity that she might ever have would
slip right by her.

“Well maybe | could have a real drink and jgesthome with you then.” She smiled
impishly, scooting closer to him.

Brody’s gaze traveled from her flashing gregas to her graceful neck, coming to
rest on the cleavage visible above her silky blo&sen through her innocence, she
didn’t miss the flickering of desire in his darkesy

The look he gave her made her heart poundusbthat she felt sure it would burst
forth from her chest at any moment.

“Do you want to go for a walk?” Jenna asketbieshe lost her nerve.

Without a word, he stood up and held out hisdchto her. Jenna let him lead her away
from the crowd. They walked along the beach imsieuntil coming to a secluded cove.

Undercover of darkness he pulled Jenna to tiiaoshing her against his chest.
Holding her yielding body close to him sent flanaédust ripping through his body.

From the moment he’'d laid eyes on her he’d knoweis she--the girl from his vision. He
had yearned for this moment but dreaded it atdheesime.

His hunger for her sweet flesh consumed higarly clouding his reason until there
was no thought but her soft body beneath his.

Burying his face in her softly scented haimitespered. “Do you have any idea who |
am?’

She tilted her head to look into his eyes.sYy@u're Brody Silver Wolf.”

His teeth playfully bit at her ear as his hahd beneath her blouse to caress her back.

“Yes, but do you really know who | am?”

“I don’'t care who you’re.” Her words came amfittle gasps.

Going up on her tiptoes, Jenna put her ligsresg his. With a moan he invaded her
warm inviting mouth with his flickering tongue. Held her so close he could feel her
taut nipples beneath the thin blouse.

It couldn’t hurt to sample just a morsel ofat/lshe so badly wanted to give him.
Maybe . . . just maybe she had already lost heydence and it wouldn’t matter. He'd
only seen her from a distance a few times, andadeno idea even how old she was.

Your hunger will blind you, Brody. Obscure yaight to the evil that stalks her.
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Pushing the mocking voice from his head, Héegdiher even closer so that she could
feel his rigid flesh against her stomach. She mdameesponse, sending shivers through
his body.

“You're so beautiful, just like a little ddliHis voice shook, revealing the magnitude
of his passion.

Jenna let herself slip into the unfamiliarlifegs that gripped her. Whatever rational
thought she’d started out with was far out of sidfar the moment, nothing existed but
his touch. He was at the center of her universe.

Gently, he pulled her down with him to thetsand and with little effort opened her
blouse, exposing her small breasts. She felt Imig lair fall against her skin and his hot
tongue flicking across her tingling nipple.

Without a second thought she reached dowruahdttoned her pants. Grasping his
hand, she helped guide him to her throbbing wes$\ptigat was screaming to be touched.

“I want you,” she told him between little gasp

“Oh baby doll . . . if you only knew how badlyant you.” His deep voice was laced
with obvious passion.

He was up on his knees pulling off his siWvith uncertainty, she touched the firm
ridges of his stomach and let her fingers trail ddavthe hard bulge in his jeans. She
unsnapped his pants and gently slid the zipper ddwa molten fire in his eyes set her
blood boiling.

“I want you to be my first.” Jenna’s voice geied with yearning.

Brody froze. He looked as if someone had pibige water over him.

“Are you a virgin?” he asked.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“How old are you?”

“Eighteen” She wanted to lie, but couldn’tdgriherself to do it.

Brody hung his head, and for one terrifyingnmemt she wasn’t sure what he would
do. The fact that he was angry was unmistakabmknated from every fiber of his
body.

“Get dressed!”

To her surprise there was no evidence of lngonis anger in his voice, only regret.

“I’'m not a little girl Brody. We can do this . and | want to.” Jenna pleaded with him,
wanting him to crave her as badly as she did him.

He shook his head. “You’re too innocent toenstand. If we do this . . . it will
distract me.” Brody didn’t elaborate and she didiwther asking him to explain further.

So many feelings hit her at once. Her naietwas shattering into a million pieces
as wave after wave of shame washed over her. Shmhacently hoped that he would
fall in love with her and nothing else about hemudomatter.

Brody had already dressed, but Jenna waswtdre he’'d left her. Her devastation
was so complete that she couldn’t move. Brody plake her blouse and handed it to her.

“Get dressed,” he told her again, his voick. so

Jenna complied without a word. There was sbhimgtabout his manner that alarmed
her.

Brody looked away from her and out over trecklwater of the lake. For a long time
he said nothing, and when he did speak he did aovery low and dangerous voice.
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“Your father has been trying to lock me up for agdime. | guess now he will want to
get me more than ever.”

“I have no intention of telling my father.”l@a stood and straightened her clothes the
best she could.

“Someone should tell him.” He had risen widr and had her arm clasped in a steel
grip. “The next time you might not be so lucky. Tdwey may not stop, or worse he could
hurt you.”

Tears pooled in her eyes, blurring her visldar heart could take no more of this
pain. “There would have been no one else BrodyeBWolf.” Jenna’s words came out
in sobs. “Are you so dumb that you can't tell?wdoyou. | have since the first moment |
saw you. This would have happened with no one ¥lsa're the only man | have ever
wanted.”

She thought she saw a flicker of emotion s;xdark eyes. Could he actually care
about her?

“You're just a kid. You don’t even know whaive is. Believe me, when you’re older,
you will look back and wonder what you ever sawhis Indian anyway.” His words
were soft and spoken with a slight smile that wsnded to numb the sting.

Before he could stop her, Jenna brushedgssiith a kiss.

“You’re wrong Brody. | will love you until theay | take my last breath, but ... never
again will I give you the opportunity to hurt me.”

Jenna walked away, leaving Brody to watchdmeappear onto a darkened path.

“Walit, let me walk you home,” Brody called exfther.

She didn’t even break her stride. Jenna predierself she wouldn't look back and
she would never again let Brody Silver Wolf fillgeart with pain.

Blinded by tears, she relied on memory to fied way through the dark. Their house
was located on the edge of town, about a mile fimeriake. Jenna was so submerged in
grief that her father’s warning completely escapedmemory. That is until she realized
that she was utterly alone and surrounded by thefdeest.

The sun had still been up when she’d walketthé¢dake. The walk home was
something she hadn’t taken into consideration. @thér thought, Jenna had to admit
that wasn’t entirely true. She’d just been so d@dlhope for this evening, she’'d felt it
would be worth it.

Jenna froze, behind her had been the souadrdnch breaking. Holding her breath
she listened. The night was silent, unnaturallgrgil There wasn'’t even a hint of the
usual sounds of crickets or coyotes.

The conversation she’d overheard this moroarge rushing at her.

Another victim.

A drifter.

Found in the foothills.

This time there had been a witness, but af gaw was a shadow near the victim.

Again, there was that noise coming from beliiad the sound of rustling leaves in
the wind ... but the night was still ... without thégsltest hint of a breeze.

She picked up her pace until she was prabticahning, looking over her shoulder
every few seconds.
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Then she saw it, a silhouette in the moonlipht moved. A sound resembling a
squeal erupted from her throat and she shiftedsgearigh. Blinded by panic, she ran,
not knowing or caring where she was going.

She felt herself falling and at the same tbuening pain ripped through her ankle.
Then there was nothing but the terror of the daykré looming above her and the
coldness that wrapped around her throat. Her sasaattered the stillness of the night
before the gripping chill cut off her air and slaals into darkness.

* *k * %

Someone was shaking her and she began tovildiy at whoever had her in their
clutches.

“Jenna, stop it! It's me, Brody!”

“It took a minute for his words to penetrags terror, but finally she stopped
fighting, and her screams turned to unrelentingssob

“It was the killer.” Jenna told him while hieody trembled with shock.

He pulled her into his arms trying to warm.fé’s okay now. Whoever it was is
long gone.”

Jenna shook her head, “No, he might stilltoeiad. We have to get out of here.”

“I think whatever it was is gone. It took dffirough the trees when | got here.” He
tried to reassure her.

“I want to get out of here.” Still panickedestried to get to her feet, but collapsed
against Brody with a cry of pain.

“I think my ankle is broken.”

With gracefully swift movement, he picked lugrand cradled her in his arms. Brody
made his way through the woods with the efficieatyn animal, but Jenna didn’t miss
the way he kept looking around, as if they weredpdiunted.

“Is he out there?” she asked in a barely dadithisper.

“Yes, don't make a sound.” His lips were uiagt her ear.

Fear crawled over her skin like a million tisgyiders. She found it hard to even
breathe. Finally the dirt path gave way to a pawadl and the lights of town came into
view. Jenna knew he had to be tired by now, blkdm walking. Only a little ways
further was her house, she could see it from wtiere were.

She didn’t have to tell him where she live@r father’s police cruiser was clearly
visible in the driveway. Upon reaching the houseptt her down, but continued to
support her so she wouldn’t have to put any pressarher injured ankle.

“You know he’s probably going to try and fiadreason to put me in jail over this.”
Brody spoke in hushed tones.

“Wait.” Jenna stopped moving, forcing him mttie same.

For some time she stared at the darkened hoasenoving, not saying a word.

Finally, Jenna looked up into Brody's curiay®s. “Something’s not right.” Her
words cracked through the night.

“What is it?”

“It's only 10:30 and the house dark.”

Brody shrugged. “Maybe they are in bed.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “My sister never godsetl before midnight.”
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“Well, maybe she isn’t home,” he offered

Jenna shook her head. “No, she told me shestagig; g home tonight because she
didn’'t feel well, and besides, my dad never godseid until we’re both home.”

“Where does he think you're?”

“The movies,” Jenna answered guiltily.

“Sit here, while | check it out.” Brody help&ér onto the grass on the front lawn.

At the door, Brody rang the bell a coupleiofes and then waited. Nothing stirred
within the house. Once more he tried, this timgbended on the door, but still there
was no response of any kind.

Finding the door unlocked, he slowly pusheabin. Jenna watched as lights began to
come on throughout the house. A moment later hemnmedl.

“The house is empty. No one’s here at all.”

“That’s impossible. Their cars are here!”

Shrugging, he scooped her up in his arms amied her into the house. The warmth
of the lit living room should have quieted her tieimg, but it only grew worse. Brody
gently set her on the sofa.

“You have to get to the hospital and have tbaked at.” He motioned toward her
injured ankle. “Is there someone you can call?”

Jenna’s gaze was fixed on an area of the trgaewas soaked with blood.
“Something’s happened to them.”

He looked to where her gaze rested on thestavith a sigh, Brody picked up the
phone that was sitting on the end table. “I musinsane,” he muttered. “Never thought
I'd see the day | voluntarily called the policetlms town.”

The rest of the night passed in a haze ofiiff@sred and blue lights, the hospital,
doctors and an endless stream of questions frompdhee.

Three days later her Aunt Alison arrived frdexas, and there had still been no trace
of her family.

CHAPTER ONE
Ten Years Later

The early morning sun rose above the horizashtoud the surrounding aspens and
pines with its golden light, but the town of SieisiVyoming still lay deep within the
shadow of Eerie Mountain.

Jenna pulled to the side of the road and etutie town from the slight incline of the
highway. It had been ten long years since shettldges on her hometown, but ten years
hadn’t been long enough. Just the sight of Sinstet shivers down her spine.

So many times over the years she’d thoughoaofing back here to put the ghosts of
the past to rest once and for all, but each tineédstontemplated driving into this dark
little town, her stomach lurched and her skin woarlaw! with fear. For a long time she’d
wake up in the middle of the night, trembling framghtmares that wouldn't let her rest.

Had fate brought that unfortunate girl thro&jhister? Senator Brodrick’s
granddaughter had been on her way to Jackson blofeét up with some friends, but
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she had never made it. Her car was found abandeméak Indian Reservation and her
body discovered floating in the Sweetwater Rivarriginister.

The official report said that Mary Brodrick svanother victim of the Eerie Mountain
Killer, but Mary was only one in a long line of tims.

This was her first field assignment for thel BBd Special Agent Jenna Claremont
had been given this assignment specifically becatiber history in Sinister.

With cold determination, Jenna pushed thadieimages away and pulled back onto
the road. The streets were still quiet, almost tumadly so. Though the town had grown,
it couldn’t be called a city by any stretch of ithegination.

She was surprised when she pulled up to theepstation on the west end of town.
No longer was the station housed in the shablg fittd brick building she remembered.
What greeted her was a larger, ultra modern whitleling. She wondered if the Sinister
Police Department now consisted of more than fifiears.

Jenna had been sure she would know just @weuy soul in town, but she didn’t
recognize the uniformed officer at the front desk.

“I'm Agent Claremont with the FBI. Could yoetICaptain Findley know I'm here?”
Jenna flipped open her identification for the adfito examine.

A few moments later, Jenna sat across fronpénson who had been her father’s best
friend. The man who peered at her with eyes sqi tea fleshy overweight face, bore
little resemblance to the person she remembered.

“What a pleasure to see you again, Jennao8dojlowed right in your daddy’s
footsteps?”

Gordon Findley gave her a hearty welcome aswhige, but Jenna couldn’t shake the
feeling that something just wasn’t right with hexdts old partner.

“I would be happy to even be half the officey father was,” Jenna returned the
captain’s smile.

Captain Findley drummed his meaty fingerstendesk in what Jenna took as
impatience.

“What's the status of the Brodrick case?” deattempted a smile but just couldn’t
make the muscles of her face cooperate.

“Girl, it’s fantastic to see you again. Allgywn into a fine young woman, and an FBI
Agent to boot ... but | do have to tell you thatihthyour trip here was a waste of time.”

“Why's that?”

“We took the perpetrator into custody lasthmig/Ve’ll be bringing charges up on him
within the next day or two.”

“Really, after all this time?” Jenna’s gregmee widened in surprise and she couldn’t
help but wondered at the fact that the killer hialed the police for nearly fifteen years,
but was caught so quickly after this case.

“How did that come about?”

Gordon leaned back in his chair. “A witnesw $am leaving the area where the car
was discovered and tracks matching Ms Brodrickisngare discovered on a road leading
to this gentleman’s property.”

“How interesting. Do you mind if | take a loakthe case file?”

Jenna was quick to notice Gordon’s slighttldisin, but she was sharp enough to
keep it to her self.
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Skimming through the file, she stopped toestdrthe larger than life, crime scene
photos. The girl lay pale and lifeless againstaakét of dry leaves. Jenna felt her
stomach tighten at the sight of the close up ofjiH&s neck. Discoloration of the neck
and lack of blood attested to the Eerie Mountalileks MO.

After looking through the rest of the file d@was a little unnerved to see that there
was no autopsy report, nor a report on the arrastenthe night before.

“What happened to the autopsy report? Therst fveione by now.”

“No autopsy,” the captain smiled. “The causdenth is obviously loss of blood. |
saw no reason to waste the tax payers’ money ariagdan autopsy.”

Jenna peered at the man in disbelief. “An jpgyas an automatic when dealing with a
homicide case, captain. You must know that.”

Gordon shook his head. “City ordinance sags$ e only order an autopsy if the
cause of death is not immediately obvious.”

Jenna knew that the state law would definitelgrride that, but she refrained from
commenting further for the moment.

“What about the arrest report?”

Gordon lifted his hands in a gesture of halpfess. “The arresting officer hasn’t
finished writing it yet, but | can tell you what ymeed to know.”

“Okay, what evidence has been compiled agéessuspect?”

“Well, what I've told you. A witness seeingetBuspect near the abandoned car, and
possible tracks on his property.”

“That’s all?” Jenna asked incredulous. “You#ed something a little harder than that
to get a conviction.”

“Jenna, the investigation is ongoing.” Gorg@used, taking a tired, rattling breath.
“I’'m sure more evidence will pile up. Right now we'in the process of getting a search
warrant for the suspect’s property and residence.”

Jenna was angry at the department’s incompetdmit her features softened as she
remembered that she was talking with her fathex® briend.

“I'm sorry Gordon. | would just hate to seestmonster walk after all these years
because the investigation was bungled.”

“l can understand that.” Gordon smiled butdhele faded rapidly at Jenna next
words.

“I'll need you to have the body ready for tsport to the Medical Examiner’s office in
Cheyenne by noon.”

Gordon was shaking his head. “That’s compjateinecessary, | assure you. Besides,
it's Sinister’s jurisdiction.”

Jenna shook her head. “Sorry Gordon, witiabethat the car was found on a
Federal Indian Reservation, and that the murdelddeave possibly taken place there, it
is now FBI jurisdiction. We’'ll be taking over thevestigation. I'll need to interview the
suspect and I'll also need access to any additicamse files that may link the suspect to
other crimes.”

Mouth agape, Gordon stared at her throughemedi eyes.

“If it helps at all, | am sorry. I'm just dagnmy job,” Jenna said, attempting to sooth
him.

Slowly his mouth widened in a grin. “Of cousgmu’re. We're just not used to a little
sprig of girl coming in here and taking over ouses”
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Jenna knew that there was probably a lotutihtto Gordon’s words.

* *k k%

The interrogation room was bright with harlrdscent lighting, hardly an
atmosphere conducive to relaxing a suspect andgdkim off guard. The white clinical
walls gave one the impression that they were ataouhdergo some major surgery.

None of this penetrated Jenna’s shocked couaseess at the sight that greeted her
when she entered the small room. The man who stiteoother side of the table
appeared to be tired, but instinctively alert.

All the hurt, anger, and passion of that lagg night reached its ghostly fingers
through the wall of time to wrap around her thrdathna had to make a conscious effort
to breathe. It was finally the amusement in thaad @yes that broke through.

“Do you find something funny Mr. Silver WolfJenna’s words held a razor sharp
edge.

Brody shook his head slowly. “Only that yoeseto be following in your father’s
footsteps. How ironic is it that ten years ago swtaring at him from across a table.”

“Indeed, Mr. Silver Wolf. Why don’t you tell @ewhat did my dad arrest you for?”

“Oh, just about anything and everything thantwrong if I was within miles of
town. | guess something about me seemed to rubédi@laremont the wrong way.”
Brody gave her a crooked smile.

“l don't believe that.” Jenna’s voice held @@ of bitterness. Brody knew nothing of
her father.

“Relax Agent Claremont.” Brody leaned backhe chair as if relaxing was exactly
what he intended to do. “I didn’t realize it at timae, but | suspect that he must have
guessed his little girl's very grown up interestie.” The look in his eyes told her much
louder than words that he hadn’t forgotten theghhiby the lake and her indiscretions.

Heat flooded Jenna’s face, sending a torrehtimiliation through her that was
quickly replaced by anger. “That was a very lomgetiago and has absolutely no bearing
on either of our lives at this point.” Jenna’s iwas soft, but unyielding. “I would have
thought that you have a much more serious mattecd¢apy your thoughts.”

Brody's gaze traveled from her eyes to herttm@md down the curve of her neck. His
eyes glazed over as if his thoughts had venturedaiace that Jenna dared not
remember.

Her pulse quickened, and she was helplesalto it. Against her will, she felt herself
spiraling back to a time buried in the past. Irt ihatant she was a girl of eighteen again
and her whole world revolved around the man whanstiont of her.

It was an era of innocence and golden dreartisje when she had dared to dream of
her father walking her down the aisle and reludyguiacing her into the capable hands
of the most handsome man in Wyoming. It lastedfdy the briefest of moments before
Jenna slammed the door shut with an echoing crifkadity.

With new purpose, Jenna sat in the chair adrosn Brody and opened the case file
in front of her.

“What were you doing in the vicinity of thectim’s car, Brody?”

“That’s a confidential matter,” he answeredhout hesitation.

“Did you know Mary Brodrick?” Jenna’s curiogitvas piqued.
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Brody shook his head. “No never saw her leeiomy life.”

“Then | repeat, what were you doing?”

“And | repeat that is a confidential mattdrg said with a smile.

“Brody, do you realize how serious these chargre?”

“Yes, ma’am, | do.” Again he gave her a safils. “But Jenna, you're fully aware
that I'm not the Eerie Mountain Killer.”

Jenna watched him closely, realizing for ir& time that he didn’'t appear to be the
least bit agitated over his predicament. It waf s knew something that the rest of
them were completely overlooking.

How could she be sure that it hadn’t beenthian chased her through the woods on
that terrifying night? If she had to testify in auct of law, could she swear that it hadn’t
been him?

The fact was, if her testimony was based dgtor what happened and what she saw,
then she couldn’t swear it hadn’t been him ... buten heart she knew then and she
knew now that it hadn’t been Brody who had assdut&r that night.

“I'll admit that | think it highly unlikely tlat you're this monstrous serial killer that
has plagued Sinister for the past fifteen yearsybu and | both know that it isn't my
opinion that counts.”

“And so you'd let the man that you swore yolode forever go to death row?”

Jenna couldn’t believe that he could speakuch things with so much amusement
dancing in his dark eyes. Somehow he knew that iexer be convicted of this crime.

“Brody, it would be fine with me if you’d staferring to that naive little girl that |
once was, and just take my word that she doesist arymore.” Jenna pasted a hard
smile on her lips.

“Are you so sure of that baby doll?” Brody lgrdwn serious.

Jenna leaned over the table, bringing hecéede enough to him that she could speak
in a hushed tone. ‘I am quite sure, Brody SilverlWbhat girl is long gone, and I'm also
sure that everything we say and do is being caoigltamera. So if you don’'t want to
compromise this case, I'd keep it as impersonglossible. Otherwise you may risk
dealing with an agent that doesn’t feel you argunitty.”

Brody gave her a slight nod of affirmation.

Jenna stood up, but before leaving she tuibae# to Brody and assessed him in a
cool, professional manner. “I'll have to get a veatrto search any property or vehicles
you might have. If they don't find any further egitte against you, they’ll have to let
you go.”

She left the room, wishing she could walk adayn the emotions that were stirring
within her as easily as she’d just walked away figmody Silver Wolf.

* *k * %

The finality of the electronic cell door clang shut behind him was unnerving. The
new cells were constructed of solid steel with ohservation window cut in the door.
Brody calmed his nerves by reminding himself thattwould find nothing when they
searched his property.

That was unless they planted it? The unbiddenght crept its way into his brain like
poisonous worms.
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He pushed the thought aside, wondering whdrad come from. It was true that he
had a natural distrust of the Sinister Police Depant, but Jenna would play it straight.
Reclining on the small cot that was supposed ts ftasa bed, Brody closed his eyes and
indulged in thoughts of Jenna. Like so many timesr the years, images of her haunted
him relentlessly. How often had he regretted natkihg the fruit of her innocence when
it had been offered?

Brody groaned inwardly as the memories ofdudt lips became so vivid that he could
almost taste her sweetness. With his arousal begpaimost painful he attempted to
close his mind to the memory, but instead of tlklnothingness that he wanted, he
heard her hushed words on that fateful night.

| will love you until the day | take my lastdath.

Those innocently spoken words had hauntedfdirall these years. Had Jenna any
idea what she’d done to his life on that night? Hhe'd turned it inside out, and how it
had torn at his soul when she’d gone away?

He had long ago accepted the fact that tthe Vitaif had gone from his life forever,
but every time he looked at a woman, or yearnedh®touch of a female, those
bewitching green eyes had been there ... stalking pisading with him.

Another unwelcome thought intruded into hiagee Jenna showing up at this point in
time wasn’t an accident. The Soul Eater’s evil hemched out to pull her back within
reach of its grasp.

She was one smart woman. He doubted that sh&lwniss much. What if she got too
close to the truth as a few others had? What wioatigpen to her? He had no doubt that it
wanted her. The other victims had been mere ampsti#t is Jenna that it wanted.

Fear wrapped around his heart, squeezingydbinBrody got to his feet to
impatiently pace the confines of the cell like ge&d panther.
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The Pirate’s Dark Revenge Excerpt
Prologue

In a ghastly dance of nature, the winds te#isedlark swirling sea, prodding her
violent nature, daring her to erupt with her iaygfers of death. Streaks of blue lightning
illuminated the black horizon, revealing massesioiter clouds resembling Satan's own
minions.

Not even the fierce gales could drown outafjenizing screams of the dying, their
cries reaching out across the night in damnatiatheif betrayers. Fire erupted, a
macabre inferno that cast a hellish light on thelgscene of death.

The night trembled with the explosive firecoluntless guns, sending clouds of smoke
to choke the life from those who could still breath the acidic air. Another thunderous
explosion cracked through the night filling it witte sound of timber splintering into
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millions of pieces. The ship's golden figurehead w@nt spiraling into the shadowy
depths of the sea.
Dark emotionless eyes watched as the frothgikolvater swallowed the figure.

Chapter One

Rebecca woke with a start. Gradually, layémharky fog peeled away from her
consciousness until she became aware of her salirgs The gentle rocking of the boat
helped to sooth her tattered nerves. She had drnvilne Caribbean three days ago, and
every night since then she'd had the same dream.

Leaving the warmth of the bed, Rebecca slipped silk wrap and went above. The
deck of the Sea Brat was cool against her barededtthe soft tropical breezes caressed
her skin as gentle as a lover's touch.

She reached down between her breasts to thaatool metal of her grandfather's
ring. Briefly she wondered if it might have somethto do with her strange nightmares,
but she quickly dismissed the idea as absurd.

When she'd arrived in Jamaica to settle hendfather's affairs, she'd been given the
Sea Brat and the ring. That had been all of hardjedher's earthly possessions. Grandpa
had been an old salt, the sea was in his bloodtlikes hers. The Ashtons had been
seafaring people for hundreds of years, and likenany before him, the sea had finally
claimed old Captain Ash.

Tears pooled in her green eyes to roll dowrcheeks. Captain Ash had been her last
living relative, and now Rebecca Ashton was congyedlone in the world.

The memories flooded back ... the call informineg that the Sea Brat had been found
abandoned at sea, her frantic flight to the Caabband her stubborn inability to accept
the obvious.

They had done a complete sweep of the boahduifound no trace of any foul play.
The conclusion had been that old Captain Ash haglen of too much rum and fallen
overboard, but Rebecca was still not convinced.

It's the Ashton Curse. Rebecca imagined herdfagher's voice issuing that dire
warning.

"What utter nonsense." Rebecca reaffirmed tstredlef in the family curse. Sure
many members of her family had died at sea, butwha not really surprising when you
consider they had always been seafaring peopleh&iself was an archeologist
specializing in underwater excavations.

Rebecca reached for the chain that held heddmther's ring. It was the ring that
didn't make any sense. She knew it was her grameifatbecause he had taken it out once
to show her, but he never wore it. Captain Ashlfirbelieved that the ring was linked to
a pirate's curse on their family. He had alway4 kiep ring locked away in a box, but
when the Sea Brat was found, the ring had beewwdtsed on the deck.

Taking the chain from her neck, she attempbestudy the ring under the bright light
of the moon. Molded in gold was a sword crosseti witose and on the back were the
words, Dark Revenge and the initials J.S.

Rebecca shook her head. A pirate's curse, bdlaney.
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A nagging sensation kept intruding into herugiats. She could not feel that cold, open
void that should be there if he were truly gonés #lone made her wonder.

Had his obsession with the curse had sometbiisg with his disappearance?

Even if there were some truth to this pirateise, she didn't have a whole lot of clues
to go on.

She replaced the chain, then took a momennitstdoyeathe in the fragrant sea air and
gaze in wonder at the beauty of Kingston Harboebémthe full Caribbean moon.

As a scientist, Rebecca relied heavily on talegiact and was not given to flights of
fancy as her grandfather had been. To waste so yearg of your life searching for
phantoms was not Rebecca's style, and this washéig defiantly attached the ring to a
chain and hung it around her neck. The curse wig=utous, and she'd prove it.

"It be a lovely sight to be sure.” The deepemalice seemed to come from everywhere
at the same time.

Startled, Rebecca took a step back and waaud gone overboard if not for the boat's
rail. By the light of the moon she could make aw fdetails of the man who was
boarding the Sea Brat by way of the dock. He haplyeanned skin with longish black
hair, and he wore a bandanna atop his head aata paight have done hundreds of years
ago.
Her thoughts raced, and she instinctively bdckway from the intruder. What could
she use for a weapon? Was this even real or jash@ndream?

"Me deepest sorrows for bringing a fright to kss," he said with a smile.

"What do you want?" Rebecca feigned anger,ghdbe only emotion she could really
identify was fear.

"There's been tales that this vessel be fex"sal

The man took a few steps closer, and she coaddmake out more details. He was
strikingly handsome in a very rough sort of ways Eyes were so dark as to be
indistinguishable from the night. The moon reflecte them as it did in the black waters
of the Caribbean Sea.

Rebecca found it nearly impossible to look afvayn those hypnotic eyes, but at last
the warning bells of her subconscious penetratethioeights. "How can that be? I've
only just arrived in Kingston and have made nordifiplans to sell. Besides, it is the
middle of the night, do you expect me to beliea tfou are here to buy a boat?"

"Believe or not, lass, it be the truth," hedtber, gracefully lifting his right hand as if
he were taking an oath.

"Well, you heard wrong, Mister, now I'll have sk you to leave."

Rebecca noticed he'd made his way closer toendiee stood. Terror gripping her
heart, she groped around for something, anythiagghe could use to hit him with if he
should decide to attack her.

A strong gust of wind tugged at her wrap, weip@t her long auburn curls. Looking
down she found that her robe had fallen open teaiethe golden ring that rested
between her breasts.

His eyes scanned the contours of her body, wi&re outlined very revealingly by
the thin material of her nightgown. Rebecca feftseé grow hot with embarrassment
under his intense gaze.

Again their eyes locked, and she found it ingtmle to pull hers away. She could feel
herself sinking deeper and deeper into their depths
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"Now, Rebecca, if me intentions be to attackmngethinks | could have done so
already." His voice came to her as if from far away

"What do you want from me?"

"Perhaps that be for ye to discover, fair lady.

Rebecca felt a strong arm encircle her waisd, he took her hand firmly in his. She
could not scream ... she could do nothing, for theeshictively sinister eyes paralyzed
her.

From some far-off place her ears caught thedofi soft music, and the strange man
led her into a graceful waltz on the deck of tha Beat.

"Who are you?" Rebecca asked in an attemfatrte reality into focus.

Beneath a thin black moustache he smiledalengetwo rows of dazzling white teeth
with the exception of one gold tooth. "Think abdutove. Ye know who | am."

He held her tight as they twirled to phantonsimieneath the light of a full moon.

This can't be happening, it has to be a dré&ehecca told herself this over and over
again as they continued to dance. She had notigfest desire to wake or to resist
when she felt his lips claim hers and his tongwade her mouth.

It was as if someone else possessed herhangerson wanted this man. Wanted to
be here with him under the moonlight, wanted td fieearms around her and to make
love to him right out in the open.

He let out a deep throaty laugh. "Do ye waet little Rebecca?"

"Yes." She heard herself answer but at theesame wondered where the answer was
coming from.

"Would ye die for me?" he whispered in her. ear

"Yes," she heard herself answer again.

"Mayhap ye will, love."

"Take me now, make love to me now!" Rebeccaisevheld an urgency that came
from somewhere deep within her. She had simplypgtdrying to hold onto rational
thought.

For the first time the eyes that had held hemndfixed released their grip slightly. Their
darkness raged with battling emotions.

Rebecca felt herself falling to the deck arehtfeather light kisses on her lips.

She desperately tried to keep her eyes opsimatively knowing that she must, but
she found it an impossible task. She fell deepdrdaeper into oblivion.

* *k * %

The harsh tossing of the Sea Brat penetraeddep slumber, but it was the
roughness of the deck against her skin that sennimel into full consciousness.
Rebecca's aching muscles screamed in protest vieemniasd to move.

Her eyes flew open and were met by black atier@ng clouds. A storm was brewing,
and the sea had grown rough. The night before dxacle to her, and it was like being
splashed in the face with iced water.

Had it been another nightmare, only this tghe had walked while in a slumber? In
the midst of the dream had she lain on the declep?

With effort, Rebecca got to her feet, butsight that met her eyes sent her reeling
once again. In all directions there was nothingtbatsea.
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This was impossible! The Sea Brat had beenlfidocked in the harbor and had been
for some time. She had checked it herself on Ingfrriight aboard. It would have taken
the force of hurricane winds to send this boattowwea, and then it probably wouldn't
have been in one piece.

There was only one answer, her dream hadewt b dream, and her intruder had set
her out to sea. But who was he and what purposddwm@uhave to do that?

Those were questions she would deal with la¢éeause right now she was in some
real trouble. A big storm was brewing up fast, Ratbecca had no idea where she was.
There was no land in sight.

Below deck, Rebecca found her grandfathedi® rand switched it on, only to be
greeted with heavy static. Knowing she had to hywaay, Rebecca picked up the radio's
transmitter. "Mayday, this is the Sea Brat, maytay.

The static continued uninterrupted. Rebecogestd, and an unbidden sense of doom
settled over her.

Someone was walking over her grave.

She had no idea where the thought had come, toat she quickly pushed it aside.
She was in serious trouble if she couldn't raiseesme on the radio. If she set her course
east, she might possibly come across one of thg mkamds that dotted the Caribbean,
but maybe not in time to avoid getting caught ia storm that was creeping up.

"Hello down there!" a male voice called fronoab.

Rebecca froze, remembering her intruder oftgbt before.

Quietly, she searched through the galley shi found a large knife. Hiding the
weapon behind her, she started up to the decledbéa Brat.

Emerging from below, she came face to face wasithther stranger. The man stood on
the deck watching her, his features pasted witlixéune of amusement and anger. He
was dark skinned and wore his long black hair eadrlocks.

"Hey, mon, what ya doing out here on a daytike?" he asked.

"Who are you?" Rebecca demanded, still keefhiacknife behind her back and out of
the stranger's sight.

"Mon, don't be like this." He lifted his hanitisa gesture of helplessness. "I'm Chey,
yer grandfather be a friend of mine. Saw de Se&Baa gone and thought | best find ya
before ya was a victim of ole Davy Jones' LocKez ble Ash."

It was at this point that she noticed the mhoat secured to the Sea Brat.

What if he was a pirate and she was his nexinvias her grandfather had been before
her?

"What do you know about my grandfather's diggpance?" Her voice held more than
a hint of suspicion.

"Oh, | guess de old man was looking for Isla\debla and the Dark Revenge." Chey
shrugged his shoulders. "He was obsessed witlolddegend.”

"What is Isla de Niebla?"

"Mist Island," he answered.

"Go on ... where is this island?"

Again Chey shrugged his shoulders. "Tain'tlermaps, maybe it don't exist."

Chey appeared to be sincere enough, but tlaerdden a flicker of something in his
eyes when he had spoken of the Dark Revenge.

"l don't believe you! | think you know more thevhat you say."
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"Let's be getting de Sea Brat back to Kingstben I'll tell ya what | know. But it isn't
much," he warned.
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