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      Parking my car in the circular driveway, I sit forward and look up at the castle in front of me. Gray stone gargoyle statues, which are hundreds of years old, are perched on the edge, the details so realistic it makes them look like they might come to life and swoop down on uninvited guest. There are two round turrets on either side of the castle, and a huge wooden front door right out of a horror flick.

      As thunder sounds and lightning streaks across the sky, I jump in my seat and cover my heart with my hand. “This isn’t a horror flick, Isabel. This is real life, and in real life, you need this account. Otherwise, you’ll have to go home.”

      With the thought of tucking my tail between my legs and admitting to my parents I messed up, I grab my purse off the passenger seat and push the door open. As soon as my foot touches the asphalt, I see the front door open and a good-looking man with rusty-red hair and broad shoulders step outside wearing a green-and-blue plaid kilt. Lord, he looks like he just walked out of a painting from hundreds of years ago.

      “I’m guessing you’re Isabel. I’m Angus.” His Scottish brogue is so thick it would normally take me a few moments to decipher what he said, but I’ve been here long enough I’m used to it.

      “I am. Nice to meet you.” I walk toward him and jump a little when another rumble of thunder fills the air.

      “You’re American,” he states, sweeping his gaze over me like he might find an American flag pin attached to my jacket.

      “Yes.” I walk up the stone steps toward him.

      He shakes his head. “Lass, what are you doing all the way out here?”

      I don’t tell him I followed a man I thought I was in love with, because that information is unnecessary and still makes me feel like a fool. Instead, I push my shoulders back and give him a partial truth. “I love this country. I always wanted to live here.” Since I could remember, I’ve always felt an odd connection to Scotland, like I was meant to be right where I am now. If I’m honest, the castle before me seems almost familiar.

      “This should be interesting,” he mutters, turning for the open door behind him. Having no idea what he means, I follow him inside and barely hold back a gasp from the beauty I see—stone walls covered in priceless art, and antique furniture that looks just as perfect as the day it was made. It’s like stepping back in time to an era long forgotten. “Cameron is in the study working. I’ll take you to him.”

      “That won’t be necessary, Angus,” a deep, dark voice rumbles in a Scottish accent, sending a chill down my spine.

      When I lock eyes with the man standing a few feet away, who’s wearing a custom-tailored suit that contours to every inch of him, my knees get weak. He’s tall, probably over a foot taller than me, and so broad he seems to engulf the curved door way behind him. His long hair is so black it’s almost blue in the soft light, and his eyes seem to glow from within as they roam over me.

      Standing before him, fear fills me and my blood starts to rush through my veins. There is a darkness surrounding him that seems out of place and almost otherworldly. We stare at each other, and I fight the urge to run, even as everything in me screams to do so. His nostrils flare then I swear I see his eyes flash like the lightning erupting outside.

      “You can go. Your services are no longer needed.” He turns away from me and begins to walk off.

      Part of me wants to accept his dismissal without a fight, get into my car, and drive as far away from him as I can. Another piece of me knows if I do, my dream of living in Scotland will come to an abrupt end, and that’s unacceptable.

      I need to be here.

      Something inside me needs to be here.

      “Why?” He doesn’t acknowledge my question, so I walk toward his retreating back, pulling in a breath as I state, “You promised me this account over the phone and by email. We had a verbal and written agreement. You cannot just dismiss me without reason.”

      I see his big body still, and when he turns to face me, he’s suddenly much closer than he should be. So close I can smell the scent of him. Not cologne—him. So close I can feel his breath against my face and his warm, hard body pressed against mine.

      “You want to know why?”

      The question is growled, and I swallow as I nod.

      “You stay and I’ll fuck you.” The harsh words vibrate with truth and I gasp. “I’ll not just fuck you, little one.” He dips his head and runs his nose up my throat, over my beating pulse and inhaling a sharp breath there before moving his mouth to my ear. His large hands lock onto my hips, holding tight as he continues speaking. “I’ll take everything from you. I’ll drain you dry until there’s nothing left.”

      My mind fills with vision of him and me doing things I’ve never done before. Dirty things. Wicked things. Things that make my clit pulse, nipples harden, and wetness pool between my legs. Visions that are so realistic I’d swear they already took place. “Run, sweets. Run before I don’t allow you to run from me anymore.”

      With my hands shaking, I lift them to his chest and push. I know my strength doesn’t move his heavy weight, but he releases the hold he has on me instantly and takes a step back. Breathing harshly, I examine his handsome, chiseled features, his dark lashes, full lips, and ticking jaw. With power I didn’t even know I had within me, I lift my chin and square my shoulders. “You promised me this account. I expect you to hold up your end of our deal without any of the...” I feel heat hit my cheeks. “Without any of the... the other stuff you mentioned.”

      “Bloody hell,” I hear Angus hiss behind me, but I keep my gaze locked on Cameron’s.

      He finally pulls his eyes from mine to look over my shoulder, and then he begins to speak rapidly and angrily in a language I don’t understand. Angus replies in the same dialect and tone to whatever he said, and then Cameron gives me a sweeping look that I feel everywhere. “You’ve been warned, little one.”

      And with that particularly scary sentence, he walks off. No, not walks. He stalks off, his heavy footsteps sounding loud, like the crazy beat of my heart.

      I sag against the wall behind me then jump when fingers wrap around my forearm.

      “Come on, lass. Let’s get you settled. I’m guessing your overnight case is in the car. I’ll bring it to you once I’ve shown you to your rooms.”

      Lord, how on earth did I forget I’d be staying here, residing in a castle with a man I don’t know, while I prepare all the antiques in the place for sale through the auction house I’m working with. Easy, I guess, since I hadn’t met Cameron Campbell in person until a few moments ago. If I had, there’s no way I would have accepted the terms of the contract.

      “Okay.” I blow out a breath. “Thank you, and yes, my bag’s in the car,” I state shakily as he leads me up a winding stone staircase to the second floor.

      When we reach a door at the end of the hall, he pushes it open and allows me to step inside before he follows me in. “You’ll sleep here, but as stated in your contract, you have full access to the entire castle, except for Cameron’s rooms and his office.” I give him a nod to let him know I heard him. “Are you sure about this, lass? You can go if you need to.”

      “I’m not leaving.” Again, my voice is stronger than it should be under the current circumstances, or maybe I’m just that desperate.

      He nods. “Dinner is at six. You have some time before then to get settled. If you’d like, I’ll show you around after I drop your bags off with you and speak with Cameron.”

      At the mention of Cameron, hundreds of questions float to the tip of my tongue, but I don’t ask them. Instead, I place a smile on my face. “I’d like that very much. Thank you, Angus.”

      He doesn’t respond with words; he lifts his chin in acknowledgement then leaves, shutting the door behind him. 

      Alone, I walk around the room, taking everything in. The canopy bed in the middle of the room is surrounded with wispy curtains. On the bed is a deep red velvet cover with golden sheets that look like silk. The paintings hanging on the walls all have ornate antique frames, and the dresser and chaise are the same dark, decorated wood as the bed.

      Without anything to do, I go to the chaise and sit. I pull my cell phone from my purse still wrapped around my shoulder and tap the screen to bring it to life. There’s no cell service. I don’t even have one measly bar to make me feel better. I drop my phone to my side with a groan while laying my head back.

      “You’re an idiot, Isabel,” I chide myself, wondering why this feels more like a new beginning rather than just a new job.
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      His eyes roam over my naked body cast in firelight, and I writhe under his gaze. “Beautiful, little one. You’re absolutely beautiful. Perfect for me in every way.” I feel his words whisper against my skin as his hard, naked body moves to settle between my parted legs. His lips trail down my neck to my breast, and when his hot mouth closes around one hard nipple, I gasp then moan, sinking my fingers into his hair.

      “Don’t stop.”

      “Never.” He bites down, and his sharp teeth sink into my flesh, drawing blood and making me moan.

      I come awake on a gasp with my pussy pulsing, and I sit up before I roll to my side, flipping on the bedside lamp. Once my eyes adjust to the light, I tug the top of my nightgown down and examine my chest. Logically, I know I won’t find a mark, but then again, the dream felt all too real. Even now, I could swear I smell the fire and him.

      I fall to my back, squeezing my eyes closed. I should not be dreaming of Cameron, a man I met just once briefly. I really shouldn’t be dreaming of him doing those naughty things to me, but I am. Every night and day for the past three days I’ve been in his home, he’s invaded my thoughts and dreams.

      I sit up in bed then toss back the covers and stand. I grab my robe off the end of the chaise and tie it around my waist. I need a glass of water. Really, I need a drink—a hard one—but I doubt I’ll find alcohol in the kitchen downstairs, since none has been served with dinner. With my hand on the handle of the door, I pause, not wanting to unexpectedly run into the owner of the house.

      “Ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous.” I remind myself Cameron hasn’t been around since our first meeting. I haven’t seen him at all since the day I showed up. He’s like a ghost, a figment of my imagination. With that reminder, I open the door and step out.

      The soft bulbs above me light my way as I head down the stone stairway. When I reach the kitchen, a room Angus showed me my first night, I go to one of the front open cabinets and grab a glass. I turn on the water then fight the urge to jump when a presence fills the room. I know it’s him without looking. I know, because equal amounts of fear and desire fill my veins.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

      “You didn’t.” I turn to face him and my mouth goes dry. Dressed in nothing but a pair of black silk pajama bottoms with his hair tied away from his gorgeous face, he looks like he walked right off the pages of some kind of women’s only magazine.

      “Your heart says otherwise, little one.”

      I frown at his odd statement. “Pardon?”

      “Nothing.” He comes closer to where I’m standing. “You can’t sleep.” It’s not a question.

      “I had a nightmare,” I lie with a shrug. If all nightmares were as pleasurable as mine, I’d never fear sleeping. Heck, I’d try to sleep forever.

      “What kind of nightmare?” His eyes search mine as he studies me.

      I lift the glass in my hand to my mouth, taking a sip of cool water before I answer. “The usual kind, about things that don’t exist.”

      “Things that don’t exist?” He comes even closer, and I fight the urge to retreat.

      “It doesn’t matter.” I wave my hand out in front of me. “It was just a dream.”

      “Some say dreams are our souls seeking what they desire most.” He wraps a hand around my hip, the warmth soaking through the layers of thin material covering me. “What do you desire, Isabel?”

      My pulse skitters as a rush of heat pools between my legs and my nipples pebble. Looking into his eyes, I want to tell the truth, to admit I desire him. I want to tell him all the things I imagine him doing to me.

      “Do you desire my mouth?” His eyes drop to my lips briefly. “My hands on your beautiful body?” The warmth of his palm slides up my side and his thumb curls under my breast.

      A whimper I can’t control escapes my throat as “Cameron” leaves my lips.

      “I could make you come so easily. I could give you more pleasure than you’ve ever dreamt of, with just one touch. All you have to do is say the word.”

      Say the word. I want to. I want to tell him to give me whatever he’s willing to give, but something within me has me fighting the urge. “Let me go,” I demand softly, and I swear I see his eyes flash from within with golden light once more.

      Seeming stunned by my request, he tightens his hold on me while pressing his body into mine. “You want me to let you go?”

      I lick my lips with our eyes locked and nod.

      “No.” The one word is growled with both frustration and anger.

      I lift my empty hand to his bare chest and start to push him away, but stop when he dips his head and captures my mouth. His taste as he thrusts his tongue between my lips is familiar. It’s euphoric, like sunshine and chocolate, like every joy I’ve ever experienced rolled into one. My nails dig into his flesh, and I kiss him back, soaking in the feeling of his embrace.

      Just like his taste, his hold brings back memories that don’t seem to be mine, memories of a man and woman in love. Images flash through my mind, none making since, all from a time hundreds of years ago.

      “Gods.” He pulls away and is suddenly across the room, breathing heavy as he thrusts his hands through his hair.

      With my hands shaking, and feeling more alone than I ever have in my life, I lift my fingers to my lips. “What was that?” My voice is softer than a whisper as I try to understand what just happened, what I just saw.

      “It cannot be.”

      “What was that?” I repeat, staring at him, and he lifts his head to look at me. The look in his eyes is filled with such pain I feel it like it’s my own. The glass in my hand slips from my grasp, shattering at my feet. I start to move, but before I can, I’m lifted off the ground and held tightly in Cameron’s arms. “Where are you taking me?” I wrap my arms around his shoulders.

      “To bed.”

      My stomach flutters as his lips touch my temple. I hold onto him as he carries me up the stairs, and only release him when my back touches my mattress. “Cameron.”

      “Not now, love. We’ll speak tomorrow.” He kisses my forehead and then pulls the blanket up over me. I watch him as he scrutinizes me and can tell he’s torn. When he turns out my lamp, the urge to ask him to stay is on the tip of my tongue. I bite it back, confused by all that has happened. “Sleep well, Isabel. Tomorrow will come soon enough.”

      With that, he leaves through the door. I roll to my side then pull one of my pillows to my chest. I hold it close as my mind spins with a million questions.
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      Exhausted from not sleeping last night and disappointed that I haven’t seen Cameron this morning, I make my way through the castle to the library. Once inside, warm sunlight beats against my skin through an open window and I scan the room before me. There are hundreds of priceless antiques in this room alone. Books, paintings, and furniture—all of them needing to be assessed and documented for auction.

      As much as my mind is on the job before me, I cannot stop thinking about last night, about the kiss Cameron and I shared, about what I saw and felt when I was in his arms. Shaking off the memory, knowing it’s too impossible to believe, I look around the room once more for a place to begin.

      A small wooden box on top of a desk in the corner catches my attention and I make my way toward it. When I’m close, I run my fingers over the intricate engraving of flowers and leaves that were painstakingly rendered by hand. Heart suddenly pounding, I click open the hinged lock and hold my breath, lifting the lid. Folded inside neatly are dozens of silk ribbons, all different colors and sizes. I lift a deep red one and slide the soft silk through my fingers before bringing it to my nose. I’m not sure what I expect to smell, but the only scent is from the wood it’s been enclosed in. Still, there’s something familiar about the ribbons and the box.

      “That’s not for sale.”

      Jumping, I spin around to face Cameron, who is standing just inside the room, his hair tied back, dressed in slacks and an emerald green dress shirt.

      “It shouldn’t have been left in here,” he adds.

      “Sorry.” I turn, tucking the ribbon back into the box and closing the lid, oddly happy that some stranger won’t have the opportunity to bid on it at auction.

      “Don’t apologize.” He’s suddenly right beside me, resting his hand over mine on the box. “Why, with everything else in this room, did you seek this out?”

      “I... I don’t know.” I look up into his eyes. “It just caught my attention.”

      “Does it seem familiar?” His dark eyes search mine, and I shake my head then nod. “Yes or no, little one?”

      “Yes... kind of. I don’t know.” I pull my hand from under his then rub my forehead. This is all so strange. Everything about him and this place is oddly familiar, but how could that be?

      “Who does it belong to?” I question, not expecting him to answer.

      “My betrothed.” His eyes leave mine and he opens the lid off the box. Reaching inside with one finger, he picks up the same ribbon I held moments ago. “When I was courting her, I knew she enjoyed trinkets, so I made the box for her then over time filled it with ribbons and such.”

      With my throat clogged, I ask, “What happened to her?”

      “She was murdered on the eve before our wedding.”

      I cover my mouth with my fingers as tears pool in my eyes.

      “It was a long time ago, sweets, and the men who killed her are all dead and forgotten,” he tells me.

      Without thinking, I step toward him and wrap my arms around his waist. He’s saying it was a long time ago, but he doesn’t seem to be much older than I am at twenty-three.

      His hand trails down my back and then he tugs on the end of my long braid, forcing me to look at him. “Do not cry for me.”

      “Okay,” I agree stupidly as more tears fall.

      With a shake of his head, he places his lips against mine and kisses me. The same feelings as last night rush over me and I kiss him back, soaking in everything about the moment. He begins to walk us backward, and then before I can prepare myself, I’m scooped up into his embrace.

      I let out a small yelp of surprise then moan, as he trails his mouth to my ear and hisses, “Tell me I can have you. Tell me you want me, Isabel.”

      Like I’m someone else, like someone else has taken over my body I whimper “Yes,” and he carries me into a room that is not my own. The bed is large enough for five people, and the furniture and art is just as dark as the owner. He lays me on the bed, and I gasp as he rips my top over my head and quickly removes my bra. When his fingers undo my jeans and pull, I don’t hesitate to lift my hips.

      Lying naked before him, with him still clothed in a dress shirt and slacks, I feel suddenly exposed and shy. I start to cover myself, but stop when he demands, “Don’t.” His voice softens. “Do not ever hide from me.”

      I lower my hands and watch as he stands back to undress. Completely naked, I scan his muscular, scarred torso as he climbs onto the bed. He spreads my knees, sweeping his gaze over every inch of me. “Beautiful, little one. You’re beautiful. Perfect for me in every way.”

      My mind whirls with memories as he lowers his head to capture one nipple. I expect to feel pain then pleasure but am surprised when he releases my breast to skim his lips down my stomach. My fingers grip his hair and my head digs back into the pillows as he spreads me open and licks me, pulling my clit into his mouth. The suction, the smell of him, the feel of his hand holding me open, causes me to crumble to dust. I come on a scream, thrashing my head.

      When his mouth leaves me and his weight settles over my body, I wrap my arms and legs around him, holding him as close as possible. “Look at me, love.” I force my eyes open and look into his. “It’s going to be okay.” With that odd statement, he thrusts inside me with a long, brutal stroke.

      I whimper in surprise when he breaks through my innocents then dig my fingers into his back as he stills.

      “Mine, only mine,” he snarls.

      “Yes, but don’t stop.” I lift my head and he lowers his mouth to mine. The kiss is just as claiming as his hips thrusting into mine. I’ve never thought of being owned, but with every kiss, every stroke, I know. I know that something bigger than me brought me to him and I’m meant to be his.

      I ride out the waves of ecstasy and come on a cry when Cameron thrusts one last time deep inside me. As his heavy weight rests against my chest and his heartbeat pounds against mine, I wonder what this all means. Wonder how it’s possible to feel the things I feel for a man I don’t even know.
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      Fingers trailing lightly down the side of my face wake me from a dreamless sleep. I slowly blink my eyes open and smile softly when I see Cameron with his elbow in the bed and his head in his hand, his eyes on me.

      “How is it possible that you’re just as beautiful sleeping as you are awake?” he asks, and I touch my blonde hair, sure it’s a mess, and find my braid undone and my hair down around my shoulders. “I released your braid while you slept. Your hair is long.” He runs his fingers through it then looks at me. “It looks like golden silk, almost the same shade as your eyes. I’ve never seen eyes as beautiful as yours before.”

      My hair is golden-blonde, the same with my eyes, a trait neither one of my parents have. Both have almost black hair, similar to his, almost like the woman I saw in my mind last night when we kissed. His fingers trail the side of my face to the tops of my breasts, and my cheeks get warm.  “I should get up. I need to work,” I say, not actually wanting to get up at all. Really, I wouldn’t mind staying right here for the rest of my life.

      “If you think I’d let you out of this bed today, tonight, or tomorrow, you’d be wrong.” His hand captures my hip as he starts to lower his mouth to mine. A sharp knock sounds on the door, and I jump as he curses something I can’t make out. He looks at me, touching my cheek with the tips of his fingers. “It’s just Angus. Give me a moment and do not move. I have plans for you.” He kisses me swiftly before pulling the blanket up high around my neck.

      I smile to myself as he gets up, and watch him pull on a pair of sleep pants. When he opens the door, I frown as he and Angus seem to argue in the same language they used days ago. I sit up in bed, trying with all my might to decipher what is being said. Cameron closes the door and turns to face me with a grim look on his face, making me brace.

      “What is it?”

      He doesn’t answer my question. Instead, he comes toward me and places his hand in the bed near my hip. “I must go.”

      “What?”

      “I have to leave. I’ll be back tonight. I’m sorry, love.”

      I melt toward him on the word love, and whisper, “All right.”

      “While I’m away, stay inside and work as normal. I’ll be back this evening.”

      “Is everything okay?” I search his face, trying to figure out what happened.

      “It’s just work. Everything is fine. I’ll see you tonight.” He kisses me quickly, seeming distracted, and then leaves me in bed. After he’s dressed not even a moment later, he kisses me once more and leaves the room. I get up and dressed then go back to work, wondering what’s going on.

      When a loud knock sounds not for the first time on the front door, I pull myself from the library and head down the hall. As I reach the wooden door, I drag open its heavy weight. Standing outside on the stone steps is a handsome blond man wearing a suit.

      “Where’s Cameron?” He eyes me with curiosity then his nostrils flare. When his eyes flash and his jaw tightens, a sense of foreboding slides down my spine.

      “He’s out, but will be back this evening.” I shut the door slightly, blocking him from entering. “Can I help you?”

      “Give this to him. It’s a message from the king.” He thrusts a piece of rolled parchment toward me and I blink as he turns around and heads for an idling Benz, pulling out a cell phone and putting it to his ear.

      The king? The king of what? I look at the rolled paper with a wax seal in my hand then quickly shut the door.

      I pace in the entryway, my mind running over everything that has happened. I must pace for longer than I think, because the door soon opens and Cameron walks in. When our eyes lock, I first see relief then I see fear in his gaze.

      “What happened?” He comes toward me.

      I hold out the rolled paper with a red wax seal. “This is from the king.” The words seem ridiculous as I say them.

      “You spoke to someone while I was away?” His words vibrate with fury and I take a step back. “Godsdamn it.”

      “What happened?” Angus asks, stepping inside.

      “The king,” is all Cameron says, and Angus pales, glancing at me.

      “What’s going on?” my voice whispers into the quiet that’s settled over us.

      “Without a doubt, the king knows by now that I’m sleeping with a human,” Cameron hisses, and I stumble back a step on the word human. His eyes bore into mine. “Don’t look so surprised, little one. You know what I am. Somewhere deep within you, you know exactly what I am and who you are to me.”

      “No,” I deny, shaking my head and walking backward, my vision growing dim.

      “Yes, little one.”

      “No,” I repeat, and the darkness grows until everything goes black.
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      I slowly come awake and lie still with my eyes closed. I can hear the sound of voices speaking quietly and urgently, and I know even without understanding the language that Cameron and Angus are somewhere in the house, talking about me. This moment isn’t like ones I’ve read about, when someone wakes up not remembering what took place before they passed out. I remember everything, every detail, including Cameron stating I know exactly what he is. And I do know, somehow I know that he’s not human but a vampire.

      Having read hundreds of books and watched thousands of movies on the subject I try to understand how it’s possible that Cameron came to me in the light of day, without disappearing into ash. Or how he was able to make love to me without taking my blood. Fear creeps down my spine on that thought, and I carefully sit up in bed. I need to get away. I need to pull back from Cameron before he does what he threatened to do that first time we met—take from me until nothing is left.

      Seeing I’m in my room, I move to my purse still sitting on the chaise where I left it my first night and I quietly dig through it until I find my car keys, credit card, and passport. Once they’re in my grasp, I look at the door. There is no way I’ll be able to leave without being caught if I go that way. I close my eyes as a sudden pain hits my chest and radiates through my heart. If I leave, I’m leaving Cameron, leaving the man who made love to me and touched me like I’d always been his.

      Vampire.

      That word screams inside my skull, reminding me of what I could lose if I stay. I open my eyes and look at the window behind me then shove my card and passport into the back pocket of my jeans, keeping my key in my hand. Even on the second floor of the castle, I know the drop from the window isn’t life ending. I also know my car is still parked outside. If I can make it, I’ll be free.

      I carefully go to the window, push it open, and pause, waiting to hear if anyone’s coming. Not hearing a sound except the blood rushing through my veins, I stick my head out and look down, feeling dizzy by the distance.

      Do it. Just do it, I tell myself, right before I leap from the window. The ground rushes up at me, and I land with a jarring thud that makes me see stars. Ignoring the pain radiating through my body, I push myself up off the ground and run. I run as fast as I can until I reach my car then fumble with my keys before I hit the Unlock button. Wrenching open the door, I get in, slam the door shut, and lock it. I hit the button to start the engine and don’t look as I put the car in Drive and speed away. My head and heart ache as I drive, both telling me to turn around, but I refuse to listen and don’t stop until I park in the lot of a hotel near the airport.

      Exhausted from crying and lack of sleep, I go to the front desk and rent a room. Then I go to the computer in the lobby and buy a plane ticket back home. 

      

      A noise wakes me from sleep, and I sit up in bed with my heart pounding. Daylight shines through the gaps in the curtains, and I search the room with its help. I spot Cameron lounging in the chair across the room and I study his body language along with the look in his eyes as he stares back at me.

      “What are you doing here?”

      “I think you know the answer to that question.” He sits forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

      “To kill me?” The question is whispered, and I watch him laugh. “I don’t know what you could possibly think is funny right now.” I tug the blanket I’m holding higher around me.

      His expression gentles. “I’d never harm you, love. Never. I’d rather end my own life then hurt you.” 

      The words ring with truth and I relax slightly. “Then why are you here?”

      “You’re mine.” The statement is final and claiming. “You’ve always been mine.”

      “I... I don’t even know you.” I lie, I do know him, I know everything about him or the him he used to be.

      “You know me, my sweet Isabel. You know you’re mine, know just like I do that our souls are intertwined and have been for hundreds of years.”

      “It’s not possible.” The lie is thick on my tongue. “It’s completely impossible and insane.”

      “As insane as it might be, you know it’s the truth.”

      I close my eyes, wanting to block him out, to escape what he’s saying, but I know. I know that somehow I’m the woman he was going to marry hundreds of years ago. I know we are meant to be. 

      I open my eyes and look at him. He looks normal, even with his outrageous beauty, even with the air of darkness that surrounds his presence. “Are…” I pause, trying to get my thoughts in order. “Are you really a vampire?”

      “Yes.” He stands, and I clutch the blanket to my throat like it might protect me as I search his mouth for fangs. He smiles. “I will not take from you until you say you want me to. And believe me there will come a time you beg me to take from you.”

      I ignore that statement even though it makes my nipples and a few other places tingle and ask, “How are you not asleep right now?” 

      “What?” he questions, while he comes closer to where I’m sitting.

      “The sun is out.” I glance at the light coming in from the edge of the curtain. “Shouldn’t you be asleep right now?”

      He snorts—a sound I’m surprised to hear from him. “I won’t turn to dust in daylight, if that’s what you’re asking. Actually, most of the things you’ve heard are probably untrue. I’m just like you, except I need blood to survive.”

      “Human blood?” I grimace.

      “Yes. Human blood.” He nods. “There is a group of humans who knows of my kind, and they—” He looks away briefly. “—they make themselves available when it’s time to feed.”

      Nausea and jealousy at the idea of him feeding off a woman fills my stomach.

      Somehow reading my thoughts, he states, “It’s not sexual, not for me. For others of my kind, it can be, but—”

      “Not for you?” I finish his sentence, cutting him off rolling my eyes. Part of me doesn’t believe him, but somewhere inside me, I understand he’s fed to survive, fed off willing humans, because he’s had to. 

      He drags his fingers through his hair. “The act of taking has never been sexual for me. I’ve never even thought of where it could lead, until you.”
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      I study Isabel’s beautiful face as I attempt to read the thoughts in her head. As much as I feel I know her, she’s a mystery to me. I listen to the sound of her beating heart grow faster as I get closer to where she’s sitting in bed. I hate the small amount of fear I can smell and see in her eyes. I cannot imagine being her, being human and having everything I thought I knew erased.

      As much as I want to protect her from the truth, she has to face it. I cannot protect her unless she accepts what I am and who she is to me. As obscene as it is, I know she’s my beloved Isabel brought back to life. There’s no other explanation for the way I feel for her, and I know she feels things too, things that would be impossible without the connection we’ve always had.

      “How is this all possible?”

      I sit on the side of the bed and take her small, fragile hand in mine. The night she died was the same night I was turned. I tried to fight off her attackers, but there were too many and I lost her and my life in the process. I would have been happy to die that same night, but as my blood soaked the ground, the choice wasn’t left up to me.

      Samuel, who is now King of the Vampires, came across us, and knowing Isabel was gone and that he could not save her, he did what he thought was right and gave me his blood. For years, I despised him for his actions, and my only joy came in the form of revenge, in taking the lives of the men who stole the one person I ever loved. But as years turned to decades, I accepted what was left of my life, accepted the monster inside me and the constant pain in my chest.

      Until her. Until she showed up at my home and fought me to stay.

      “I don’t understand how this is possible.” Her softly repeated words pull me from the painful memories and I look at her once more, vowing to protect her this time.

      “I don’t know, love. The only thing I know is that I’m yours, you are mine, and we have somehow been brought back together.”

      “I’m not her,” she states, holding my hand tightly and looking into my eyes. “I remember her, but I’m not her Cameron.”

      She’s wrong. She looks just like Isabel, except for her honey eyes and golden hair. “You remember me?”

      “Yes.” Her eyes close. “I somehow remember you, and I remember her, but the memories I have of us together are like a dream. None of them are solid. None are a clear picture. I’m not her, the woman you love, Cameron. I’m so sorry.”

      I wipe the lone tear from her cheek then lean toward her and wrap my hand around her soft jaw. Studying her face and eyes, I wish I could take her pain. When she melts into me, I place my lips against hers. Just like in the kitchen, I watch visions of us together spark to life, visions of our happiness, of our time together. When she gasps, I know she saw what I did and hate that she had to witness it.

      “You fought my father for my hand in marriage. You… you tried to protect me from those men who killed me.” A sob rips from her chest, and I pull her tightly against me.

      “This time, little one, I swear nothing will harm you.”

      It’s a vow, one I will fulfill no matter what it takes. I don’t care who I must go up against, who I have to fight. I will keep her with me. I will keep her safe. I will give her the life we wanted and the happiness I promised her.
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      I sit in bed, watching Isabel sleep at my side, and make a call I never thought I’d make. Clemence Rumes, the king of the werewolves, hasn’t been an ally of mine or my kind for centuries, but he’s the only one who might hold the answers I seek to the questions I have. I hold my phone to my ear and wait as it rings.

      “Do I even want to know why you are calling?” The question is growled, and I bite back the urge to growl back.

      “I’m looking for answers.”

      “And you called me for those?” he laughs, and I can picture him sitting on his throne, his long hair as dark as mine, accentuating his hard features that have been frozen in time.

      “I’ve heard rumors over the years that your people believe in reincarnation.”

      “They are nothing but rumors or old wives tales told to make people feel better after they experience loss,” he states, and I close my eyes.

      “They aren’t rumors or wives tales.” I open my eyes and look down at Isabel, who cried herself to sleep in my arms after our kiss.

      “What happened?” His tone is no longer mocking.

      “I cannot say. I just need to know what the story is.” I refuse to put Isabel in any more danger. I already have a fight on my hands with Samuel. I know his messenger scented that I had mated with her and passed the news on to the king. When I thought Isabel was asleep, I got a call from one of his men informing me that I had been summoned. That’s why I didn’t hear her escape and why it took me hours to track her scent to the hotel.

      “It’s never happened, but some believe that if true love exists between a man and woman, their souls will find a way back to each other.” True love, a love like Isabel’s and mine. “It’s said that three lost souls exist, that upon the reuniting of the first souls the others will come together then worlds will collide and a war will come. Cameron, tell me what is going on.” His tone is begging.

      “Nothing. I need to go.” I hang up.

      I can’t think about a war right now. All I can think about is Isabel and getting her safe. We can’t stay in Scotland. I need to take her to one of my other homes. Preferably one of the ones I own surrounded by water. There, I’ll be able to have men guard her around the clock while I meet with Samuel.

      I call Angus and tell him what needs to be done, and after I hang up, I roll toward Isabel and rest my mouth to her ear.

      “Wake up, love. We need to go.”

      “Go away. I’m sleeping.” She snuggles her face into my chest, and I wish I could allow her to sleep, allow myself this moment to hold her.

      “You can sleep on the plane,” I state, and her muscles bunch.

      “The plane?”

      “Yes.”

      She sits up and avoids looking at me. “So I’m leaving then?” Her heartbeat sounds heavy and her shoulders seem to slump.

      “We’re leaving.” She looks at me curiously, hopefully, and I realize she thought I was sending her away. “We cannot stay here in Scotland. The man who came to my house to deliver the scroll works for the king, the king of the vampires.” Her eyes widen. “I know he scented our mating and informed the king.”

      “Why would they care?” She scans my face.

      “Because your kind is not allowed to know about us, and we are not allowed to be together.”

      Her eyes close and her head drops forward. “You’re in trouble.”

      “Yes, but more importantly, you’re in danger.” I despise the fear I see in her gaze when she looks at me, but she needs to know the truth.

      “Where are we going?”

      Hope soars in my chest at her easy acceptance. “To an island I own in the Caribbean Sea. A place where I can have you protected while I leave to take care of a few things.”

      “What? You’re not staying with me?”

      “I’m sorry.” I reach for her, and she closes the distance between us, latching onto my face with her hands gripping tightly.

      “You can’t leave me. I’ll come with you. I’ll swear to them I’ll never tell anyone, that your secrets are safe with me.”

      My long-forgotten heart aches. “I wish it were that easy, love, but it’s not. My people will demand the law be upheld and they will not let this go unless I can convince them that you have somehow come back to me.”

      “You can’t leave me, not after... not after we just found each other again.”

      “I must.” I say holding her face. “I’m sorry but I must.”

      Her eyes search mine. “Then give me a week, one week with you before you go,” she pleads.

      My jaw tightens along with my arms around her. “One week,” I agree. The king’s message asked that I meet him in two weeks to discuss an issue he was having with a rogue vampire. I can give her a week and still meet that obligation.

      “Thank you.” She covers my mouth with hers, and I groan right before I roll her to her back and take everything she so willingly gives.
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      “How is it possible for you to be out in the sun like this?”

      At Isabel’s question, I look down at her face peering up at me. It’s been three days since we left Scotland for my house on an island in the middle of nowhere, and in that time, I haven’t thought much about what’s to come. I’ve spent every waking moment enjoying her, our time together, time that was taken from us.

      “Unlike what’s said about my kind, we don’t live in darkness. We live just like humans except much longer.”

      “And you drink blood.”

      “Yes,” I agree with a wicked grin, watching her eyes darken with desire as we both recall just how much we enjoyed my feeding this morning.

      Her fingers graze my cheek and her expression fills with worry. “The week’s almost over.”

      “Don’t, love.” I take hold of her face. “I need to enjoy this moment with you. Please give that to me.”

      “Okay,” she agrees quietly.

      I lift up and touch my mouth to hers. “Tell me what brought you to Scotland?” I lie back in the sand, and she settles her warm body covered with nothing but a few scraps of fabric against me. The only reason I’ve allowed her to be out near the beach wearing that, is because I can smell the men I hired, and I know they’re a good distance away from us and will never see what is for me and me alone.

      “A guy.”

      My nostrils flare and jealousy turns my stomach. “A boyfriend?” The question is spoken between clenched teeth.

      “No, he wasn’t my anything, but I wanted him to be. So when he asked me to come with him to Scotland, a place I always wanted to go, I accepted.”

      “Where is he now?” So I can kill him, I think, but do not say out loud.

      She laughs, and I peer at her through narrowed eyes. “You have nothing to be jealous about. I never even kissed him. And besides, he’s in love with someone else.”

      “I’m not jealous,” I deny.

      She chuckles again, her long, blonde hair flying back, gliding down her shoulders and across my chest. “It’s okay that you are. I remember.” Her expression softens on mine.

      “Remember what?” I question. Each day, she’s remembering more and more about our past together.

      “You acting like a caveman whenever a man tried to speak to me. I remember you glaring any time a guy even looked at me for too long.”

      “You’re mine.”

      “I know, and you’ve always made that clear.”

      “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

      “I don’t have dark hair or green eyes anymore,” she whispers, looking away.

      “No,” I agree. “Now your hair looks like the sun, like it was spun from the finest silk.” I weave my fingers through the long, silky length and pull her mouth toward mine, forcing her to look at me. “Your eyes are also different, but your soul is the same. The woman you were then and the woman you are now holds my heart. I love you, Isabel.”

      I lick across her mouth, tasting her tears as we kiss.

      “Take me inside and show me just how much I belong to you.”

      I don’t hesitate. I get up and lift her off the sand then carry her inside.

      When her body and mine become one, I lose myself inside the only woman I’ve ever loved, knowing that nothing else but the connection I feel with her matters.
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      “Are you sure it’s wise to leave tomorrow?” Angus questions quietly, and my hand balls into a fist. The week has gone far too quickly, has seemed like nothing more than a flash of light across the night sky. I look out the window of my office to where Isabel is currently asleep in one of the hammocks on the deck under the shade. The book she was reading lies against her chest, her long lashes resting against her cheeks, her hair down around her now tan shoulders. I don’t want to leave her, but since being here, I’ve received a message from Samuel every day, each sounding more impatient than the last.

      “You know I do not have a choice. I need to go, need to attempt to explain things. We can’t live here forever. Eventually, they will come for me and her.” That thought causes fear like I’ve never felt—not for me, but for her.

      “Forever? Do I need to remind you that she’s a female a human female? Not only is it against the law for you two to be together, female humans haven’t been turned in centuries.”

      I turn to glare at him. “Don’t,” I hiss. “Do not remind me of that now, not when I’m about to leave.” I cannot stand the idea of losing her again, of watching her age, watching her grow old. She’s brought it up since we’ve been here. Brought up what will happen when her hair grays and her body slowly withers away. As I told her, I can’t think about that truth—not right now. Not that I haven’t done some research on the matter. So far, I’ve found nothing of value. Everything is mixed up with folklore and myths. Some say if she takes my blood she’ll live longer; others say I just need to feed from her daily and that will extend her life. I’m hoping while with Samuel I can speak to Nual, the man who is responsible for keeping the records of the vampires and their lines. Maybe he will know something. Maybe he will be able to tell me if a vampire and human have ever mated and gone on to live for centuries.

      “I care about you, friend. I also care about her. I want you both to be ready to face that future when it comes,” he states softly.

      I study him. He’s the only vampire I ever turned and he doesn’t look much older than the young man he was when I came across him dying from the plague. He had been alone for months, his family all dead from the illness that took so many. He’s been at my side for what feels like forever, and unlike me, who would have been happy to leave this life behind after losing Isabel, he was glad for a second chance and has repaid a debt he didn’t owe millions of times over.

      “I know. I know you care. I just…. I’m praying I can find some sort of answer while I’m away.”

      “Maybe the wolves know something. Maybe you could speak with them.”

      “Possibly.” I shake my head, unsure I’d be willing to answer the questions I know would be asked. “Is everything ready for my departure?” I need to change the subject.

      “Everything is set and the hundred guards you ordered will be arriving this evening.” He must read that their presence doesn’t make me feel better. “Like I promised, I’ll stick by her side. No harm will come to her during your absence. I swear on my life.”

      “Thank you.” I wrap my hand around his shoulder and squeeze while holding his gaze.

      He bumps his fist on my arm then takes a step back. “Go wake her. You have tonight together, make the most of it.” With that, he turns away and walks out of my office.

      I look out the window once more then to the sea beyond the beach, which seems endless as I gaze upon it. The future for Isabel and me is unknown, but for a while longer, we have each other. On that thought, I leave my office and go to where Isabel is still sleeping.

      I remove the book from her grasp then pick her up.

      “Cameron?” She wakes, blinking up at me as I carry her toward our bedroom.

      “I need you, love.” My voice is rough with unspoken fears.

      Her beautiful face fills with understanding and she leans up, offering me her mouth. I take it, trying to show her what having to leave is doing to my soul, to explain without words what she means to me. I lie her down on our bed then slowly untie the strings keeping her from my gaze. First the ones behind her neck and back then the two at her hips. Only once she’s bare to me do I kiss her again. I trail my mouth and teeth down her neck, pausing to sip from her throat.

      When I reach her breasts and the strawberry tips, I lick and suck until she’s writhing under me, begging for more, saying my name like a prayer. I move slowly, down her stomach until I’m between her legs. I savor every inch of her, memorize her taste, the sounds she makes, and the way she feels under my mouth. As she begins to come, I thrust two fingers inside her then turn my head to her inner thigh and drink greedily. Her taste is more decadent than the sweetest wine and the most delicious cake I’ve ever had. She tastes like the sun and the moon. Like worlds colliding. Only when she’s come down from her orgasm and I’ve had my fill do I move back up her body.

      I pause briefly to touch my lips to her stomach, hoping beyond hope that we’re somehow able to create a child one day. A child that would be made from an undying love, a child that would know how precious life truly is. When my mouth captures hers once more, I feel her legs and arms wrap around me and I thrust inside her warmth. Where her taste is sweeter than anything I’ve ever eaten, her tight walls wrap around me, feeling like home. She is my home, the only place in the world where I truly belong.

      I thrust harder, roaming my hands along her body before sinking my teeth into her neck that she offers to me. We come as one, our bodies and souls connected in a way that defies logic or reason. As my weight settles on top of her, I move my hand to rest against her flat stomach between us and close my eyes. I’m not sure how I know, but I do.

      I know my greatest joy and deepest fear has just been brought to life.
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      I cannot look at Isabel’s face as I board my plane. I know if I do there’s no way I will be able to leave. We woke early this morning and made love as the sun rose above the horizon then spent time in bed, interwoven under the white sheets. I held her to me, held the life I could somehow feel inside her womb. I didn’t tell her my suspicions. I didn’t want her to worry over it. I close my eyes. I can still hear her pleas for me to stay or to take her with me as my heavy steps led me away from her. I block everything out as I settle into my seat. There’s no turning back. I need to face everything to come head on.

      Hours later, when the captain announces we will soon be landing, I watch out the small windows as we touch the ground. Black SUVs and cars surround the plane and I wait, holding my breath as the door is opened and armed men sweep inside. I do not put up a fight as they search and cuff me with silver and lead me toward one of the cars parked near the plane.

      “Where are you taking me?” I finally ask one of the vampires holding a gun to my chest. A gun I’m sure is loaded with silver bullets—the only thing that can possibly kill my kind.

      “To the king.”

      I lift my chin and wait. I knew this would happen. I just pray Isabel and the life we created are safe.

      When we reach Samuel’s castle on the outskirts of London, I’m led inside and delivered to the throne room. Samuel is seated in the middle of the vast space on a throne made of red velvet and jewels, surrounded by men and women, all of them vampire. Some of them I know. I study his face. Like me, he hasn’t changed much over the centuries. He’s still good-looking with shoulder-length blond hair, skin tan from the sun, and bright blue eyes.

      “You finally came.”

      “I don’t think you left me a choice.”

      “You know the law,” he states harshly, never taking his eyes off mine.

      “Yes, but there are things you don’t know, things you and I don’t understand.”

      “What things?”

      “Isabel has been brought back to me. She’s somehow been brought back into this life. This time and place.”

      “Do not come here thinking you can tell me stories and that I will allow you to keep her,” he growls.

      “I’m not telling stories,” I growl back, taking a step toward him, ignoring the guards getting closer to me with their guns raised. Most who know my name know exactly what I’m capable of, have heard rumors of the time I fought at Samuel’s side. I fought along with him to place him on the throne he sits on now. Helped rid the world of the tyrant king before him.

      “Impossible.”

      “It’s not.” I pull in a breath trying to control the rage I feel. “Somehow, my beloved Isabel has returned. Somehow....”

      Murmurings erupt behind me and he stands. “Quiet!” he barks then looks at me. “You know I cannot let you go or let her live just because you have come up with this story.”

      “Touch her and I will destroy you.” My voice is deathly calm, and he studies me for a long moment before looking over my shoulder, lifting his chin.

      “Take him to his room. Maybe with some time he will realize what he’s done. And accept what must happen now.”

      Men surround me then cart me away. I don’t say a word. I keep my chin high and attempt to come up with a plan.

      

      
        
        Samuel

      

      

      I stand watching as my friend is escorted away. The look on his face moments ago is one I’ve seen before. Hopelessness is an ugly, empty emotion that has lived and breathed within my own chest for centuries. I lost my own wife and our unborn child on the same night I was changed and forced to face forever without her, just as Cameron was forced to live his eternity without his beloved.

      Cameron’s words ring in my ears as I take a seat on my throne, trying to recall if I ever remember telling him about my wife, or telling anyone about her for that matter. Beatrice was mine and only mine, the only light in my life, the only good thing I ever did. I turn the heavy wedding band, now on the opposite hand, and stand. Only one person will know if what Cameron spoke of is possible.

      As much as I doubt, I hope, because I’d give anything to have my Bee back at my side.
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      “Have you heard anything?” I take a seat on the couch across from Angus, pulling my knees to my chest.

      “No, lass.”

      My heart and head ache. It’s been over two weeks since Cameron left, and I feel like a part of me is missing. A vital part I know I won’t be able to survive without. How did he live after I died? How did he carry on everyday? I close my eyes for a moment, praying for some kind of relief.

      “Are you all right?”

      I open my eyes at his question. “I need him, Angus.”

      “I know,” he agrees quietly.

      “You don’t know. You don’t understand that I feel… I feel like a piece of me is slowly dying. I know it’s crazy, but I...” I pull in a shuddering breath. “I don’t think I will be able to survive much longer. I feel exhausted and hungry, but I can’t sleep or eat without him.”

      “Isabel—”

      “I need to go to him. I need him.”

      “No,” he denies, and my muscles bunch as they fill with raw anger.

      “Am I a hostage?” I snap.

      “You know you’re not.” He sighs, shaking his head.

      “Then take me to him.”

      “I cannot do that. You know I can’t. He’d kill me for putting you in danger.”

      With a rage I’ve never felt before, I stand and look down at him. “I’ll kill you if you don’t.” I walk away, ignoring his look of shock. Once I’m at the door, I pause. “Figure out what needs to be done. I’m going to pack.” Without another look in his direction, I storm out. If I have to swim the entire ocean to get to Cameron, I will. I’ll do whatever it takes to be by his side. And once I’m there, I will start a war to stay there.

      Sitting on the plane six hours later, my mind is filled with triumph and fear. The good thing is I will hopefully be seeing Cameron soon. The bad, I’m walking right into the arms of people who want me dead. I can’t think about what might happen to me. Not right now. Right now, all I can focus on is the constant pain inside me that seems to grow with every passing minute.

      “Are you happy now?” Angus asks, taking the seat next to me.

      “Happy?” My happiness got on a plane and left me behind. No, I’m not happy.

      “We will both end up dead for this,” he adds.

      “As my great-grandmother once said, ‘It’s impossible to tell the future, but even if the odds are against you, you still should fight for what you want.’”

      “Then you should prepare to fight, Isabel, because the odds are not in our favor.”

      “Whatever.” I close my eyes, attempting to block him out, even though I know he’s looking at me.

      “We will arrive in London in a few short hours. I hope by then you’ve come up with a plan.”

      I don’t have a plan. All I have is pain right now. I don’t sleep on the flight. I stare out the window and watch the day turn to night. When the captain announces we will soon be landing, the ache in my chest eases like it knows Cameron is near.

      We take a black SUV from the airport, and I give Angus my plan on the way. He growls and curses, but eventually he gives in and ties my hands behind my back. When we arrive at a stone castle, I pretend to be unconscious as the guards question Angus, who’s in the driver seat. He tells them he’s bringing me to the king in exchange for Cameron. When they eventually let him through, I let out a loud breath.

      “Do not get your hopes up, lass. You’re about to meet the man in charge of your fate and Cameron’s.”

      I hold back a shudder as he parks, and then I allow him to lead me inside the castle. Just like Cameron’s, the place is filled to the brim with ancient artifacts, paintings, and a few statues. I keep my eyes down as we pass people. No, not people—vampires. When we reach a door, Angus says something I don’t understand to the men guarding it, and the door opens. I hold my breath as I’m led inside then stop only when Angus does.

      “She’s pregnant.” The statement seems overly loud, and I lift my head as Angus stiffens and I feel him look at me.

      What? My mind screams, but somehow I know he’s right. And with that knowledge, a new sense of determination fills my veins. When I lock eyes with the man in front of me, I blink. I don’t know what I expected the king of the vampires to look like, but he looks normal, handsome even. “It’s not possible. No child has been born from our kind in centuries.”

      “She needs to be with Cameron.” Angus’s voice sounds full of pain and worry.

      I watch the king, seeing his eyes flash, and then I whimper in relief when he orders I be taken to Cameron.
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      I feel delusional with hunger as I pace back and forth in my room.

      My room. I want to laugh. I might as well be in one of the iron-barred cells under the castle. There’s no escape. At least ten guards are outside the door, and even more outside the window, all of them heavily armed.

      More than once, Samuel has come to speak with me, to ask me questions about Isabel or to ask if I want to feed. Knowing there is no convincing him that Isabel has somehow come back, I’ve ignored his questions and refused to feed, even though he’s practically begged me to do so.

      He doesn’t understand. I can’t imagine taking from anyone but her. The thought alone causes bile to rise in my throat. I wish there was a way to make him see the truth, but I’m starting to believe I will die of hunger long before he will listen to me. I haven’t even been able to speak with Nual since I’ve been here. Every time I’ve asked for him, I’ve been told he’s away on an errand for the king.

      When a sharp hunger pain hits, I stop pacing and close my eyes to drag up Isabel’s beautiful face from memory. I take a few deep breaths as I recall every detail about her—the way she laughs, her smile, the light in her eyes when she looks at me. When the pain finally subsides, I go to the window and stare out into the dark, wondering what she’s doing right now and if she’s okay.

      Gods, she must be scared out of her mind. It’s been over two weeks since I left, and I haven’t trusted them not to trace the call if I use the phone in my room. I know they will eventually be able to find my island, even with made-up flight logs and false information given to the right people. Money has a tendency to make people talk, and I know with time they will offer the right person the right amount of money. I just pray that Angus is able to get her somewhere safe before then.

      When a knock sounds on the door, I start to tell them to go away. But before I can open my mouth to do so, a familiar scent fills my nose and I almost drop to my knees.

      When the door opens, the world falls out from under me. “No!” I roar, shaking my head in denial as I take in my beautiful Isabel standing feet away. Her hands are bound behind her back, armed men pointing their guns at her and me.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispers as her chin wobbles. “I had to come. I had to. Please don’t be mad at Angus I made him bring me.” 

      I move faster than a bolt of lightning and place her behind my body. I study the armed men in front of me, taking in every detail in the blink of an eye.

      “The king asked she be brought to you. You’re both safe for now,” the one who must be the leader says, and I bare my teeth, enjoying the fear I see in his eyes. I might be unarmed, but he has enough sense to know I could easily take him and his men out if provoked.

      I slam the door closed then lift Isabel into my arms. “What on gods’ green earth are you doing here?” I roar in fear. I want to throw her over my knees and spank her for coming here. I want to kiss her until she can’t breathe.

      “I can’t live without you.” Her hands capture my face. “I know you’re mad, but I can’t go another day without you. If you go, I go… I can’t be without you.”

      Her words are my undoing and I storm across the room and lay her on the bed. I take in her scent then sink my teeth into her neck. I drink, drink until I feel myself come back to life, drink until I’m full of her. It isn’t until she goes limp in my arms that I pull my mouth away and lick over the wounds. Fear that I’ve gone too far claws at my chest, but then I hear the steady beat of her heart like it’s my own. I pull her against me and relish the feel of her back in my arms, right where she belongs. Whatever happens, good or bad, we’re together.
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          Isabel

        

      

    

    
      I don’t open my eyes. I don’t dare disturb the dream I’m having, a dream in which Cameron is holding me, with his heavy hand resting on my stomach. Life. We somehow created a life. I can picture our little ones, a boy with dark hair just like his father’s. A girl with bright golden eyes. Tears leak from under my lashes, and my lips quiver as my mind moves through space and time, showing me what our future could look like.

      “Why are you crying, love?”

      I feel Cameron’s fingers against my cheek, wiping away tears, and I turn in his arms, shoving my face against his chest.

      “Isabel?”

      “I think I’m pregnant.” The truth rushes out of me like a harsh wave, and his strong arms wrap around me tightly. “I’m scared, Cameron. What will happen to us now?”

      His body stills and his muscles bunch. “Nothing will happen to you.” His tone is firm and unyielding. “Nothing will ever happen to you or our babies.”

      I want to believe him, but I know. I know he doesn’t have a say.

      I don’t tell him that. Instead, I wrap my arms around his waist and lift my lips to his. After we’ve both had our fill of each other, I lie in bed with the sun shining outside, trying to figure out what we should do next.

      

      
        
        Samuel

      

      

      

      “I’m sorry, your majesty. I wasn’t able to find anything.” Nual shakes his head, his long, gray hair brushing his shoulders. “Are you sure she’s pregnant?”

      “Yes.” I take a seat on the couch. I still cannot believe it, but I know she’s carrying Cameron’s child. The first child to be conceived by a vampire since I’ve sat on the throne. A miracle.

      “Perhaps it’s not his.”

      I want to lash out. I want to rip his throat from his body for even suggesting such a thing. I quell the urge, but just barely. Nual is the oldest of all the vampires left. He’s the holder of our secrets, of our lineage, and our story.

      “It’s his child,” I grind out.

      His all-knowing eyes study me for a long moment, before he asks, “Should I speak with Clemence?”

      The king of the wolves. A man I called a friend, but a man I now despise because of his reckless ambitions. Since the beginning, long before I sat on the throne, the world’s kings and governments have known about us, about the non-humans. For him, that’s not enough. He wants all the people of the world to know we exist. He wants us to be free to live in the open. He’s forgotten the slaughter, the burnings, the stench of death and despair caused by the fear of the unknown.

      I haven’t forgotten. I will never forget.

      I want to demand Nual find another way to get the information we need, but there is no time. My people will demand I uphold the laws and take Cameron’s and his beloved Isabel’s lives. Without answers, I will have no choice.

      “Go to them. Maybe they know something we don’t.”

      He nods once then disappears in an instant.

      Alone. I need time alone to think. I leave the castle, waving off my security. This isn’t the first time I’ve told them to stay behind, and they know I’m more than capable of taking care of myself. I get in my car and head toward London without thinking, like something is pulling me there.

      The streets are wet with rain, but still I drive, faster and faster. On a sharp curve in the road, my tires skid against the sodden pavement and I lose control. The car flips three times through the air. Metal crunches and the windows shatter as the car slides to a stop on its roof. Although I’m bleeding from my head and can feel my arm and two ribs are broken, I know I’m okay and will heal within minutes. I blink away the blood in my eyes as a woman comes into view, her face familiar but pale.

      “I called for an ambulance. Are you okay?”

      I reach for her, something about her bringing me back to earth. Back to life. “Bee?”

      Her eyes fill with confusion, but still she takes my hand through the broken window. The moment we touch, our life together before her death flashes before my eyes.

      “Impossible,” I breathe, in disbelief and awe.

      “What was that?” I hear her whisper, right before she’s shoved out of the way by a large man who says he’s a police officer. I fight my seatbelt and the man trying to hold me back to check me over.

      When I’m free from the wreckage of my car and him, I take off after the scent that’s disappearing into the night. I run to each parked car then down the embankment. I stop with a growl that rumbles through my chest.

      She’s gone with only a trace of her remaining on my hand. I ignore the people behind me asking nervously if I need medical care and look up at the night sky, holding my hand over my mouth and nose. I pull in a deep breath and lock onto the scent.

      As the sense of peace and long-lost dreams weave their way through my soul, I vow I will find her again.
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          Cameron

        

      

    

    
      I hear a group of armed men come to a stop outside the bedroom door, and I quietly and quickly lift Isabel into my arms.

      “What’s happening?” The shake of fear in her voice fuels the rage growing within me.

      “I don’t know.” I carry her to the closet, open it, and then set her on her feet. “I want you to stay here.”

      “What?” She looks at the door when someone knocks.

      I take her face in my hands, gaining her attention. “Promise you won’t come out until I come get you. Promise you’ll stay here and take care of our babies, no matter what you hear.” I ignore the look of surprise on her face. She saw our children in her mind, and through her, I saw them too. A boy and a girl, twins. I know the men outside can hear me, but I need to try to protect my family, even if I die in the process.

      “Cameron.” She latches onto me with fingers and nails, trying to pull me into the closet with her.

      “Promise me.”

      Her gaze locks with mine and tears fill her eyes, before she whispers, “I promise.”

      I let out a breath, kiss her, and then shut her behind the door. The old wood will not protect her for long, but it’s something.

      I go to the bedroom door and open it. I know my eyes are no longer dark but have changed to red when the men outside holding guns take a step back and lift their weapons in fear.

      “You and your mate are ordered by the king to come with us.”

      I look at the man speaking and bare my teeth, watching as he swallows hard.

      “The king only wishes to speak with you both,” another man says.

      “Then tell him to come to us.” My voice vibrates with anger throughout the hall.

      “The king of the wolves is here.”

      That news is a surprise, but I don’t trust them. “And?”

      “We won’t harm you or your mate, but you must come with us.”

      I search for a lie in his words. When I don’t find one, I rumble, “Swear on all you hold dear that she will be safe.”

      One man after another says the words before I close the door. I go to the closet and lift Isabel into my arms. I ignore her questions as I carefully carry her to the door and into the hall. When we reach Samuel’s chambers, I take her inside. I scan the men in the room—Samuel, Nual, Clemence, and three of Clemence’s men. I hear the door close behind us, but I don’t loosen my hold on Isabel.

      “She’s safe with us,” Samuel states quietly, eyeing Isabel with her face buried against my neck. “I swear on my life that as long as I live no harm will come to her.”

      I know that a vampire must always keep his promise, but I do not trust the other men in the room. I lock eyes with the king of the wolves.

      “We will not harm her, not now, not ever,” Clemence rumbles. 

      I drag in a breath then place my lips to Isabel’s ear. “It’s okay, love.” She holds me tighter before slowly letting go and lifting her face from my throat. When she wiggles to get down, I reluctantly let her.

      “It’s true. She’s pregnant, not only with one life but two,” Clemence says, and Isabel stiffens against my side.

      “Twins?” Samuel’s disbelieving eyes come to Isabel and drop to her stomach.

      “You can’t sense them?” Clemence questions the room, and I tense. “You can’t feel the two souls breathing life within her? She’s carrying the future of our kind.”

      “My kind,” Samuel snaps with rage, glaring at the wolf, and I step in front of Isabel.

      “Afraid not, my friend. She has wolf’s blood flowing through her veins, even if it’s been diminished over time.” Clemence looks at Isabel, his face going gentle. “She is one of mine.”

      Isabel holds me tightly as her fingers weave into my shirt and into my skin. I want to call Clemence out, to roar that he’s lying, but I know he’s speaking truthfully. Some part of me knows he’s right. “What does this mean?”

      “It’s time,” he says, looking at each person in the room. “It’s time for us to stop hiding in the dark. It’s time for us to step into the light.”

      “You’re reckless.” Samuel takes a step closer to Clemence. “I won’t risk my people for your impossible dream.”

      “She’s carrying the catalyst, so if you want it to or not, it’s destined to happen. You can’t tell me that you’re okay living a life constantly hiding who you are.”

      “I’m happy living a life in which the people I care about are safe,” Samuel growls.

      “Your majesty, I saw the scrolls,” Nual inserts, and Samuel’s gaze goes to him. “He’s right. It’s time. Cameron and Isabel are the first of three sets of souls to be reunited.”

      Fuck, so this is a prophecy. “I won’t risk Isabel or my children,” I state. “I won’t allow her to be a pawn in your games, or your feud.”

      “She won’t be a pawn or be put at risk. You have my promise,” Clemence swears, and I lift my chin at him then look at Samuel. I can tell he’s not happy, but I can also see he knows he doesn’t have a choice. Something bigger than any of us is at work.

      When Isabel gives my hand a squeeze, I look at her, seeing relief in her gaze. “Does this mean it’s going to be okay?”

      “Yes, love, it’s all going to be okay,” I assure, as I drop my forehead to hers. “You’re safe. Our babies are safe.”

      “I love you.” She leans up, pressing her lips to mine.

      I savor the kiss for a moment then pull my mouth from hers. I tuck her face against my chest and look at the men in the room. I tell them silently that I will help, that I will do whatever needs to be done to protect my family then I take Isabel back to our room. Once she’s asleep I get up and go to the door where Nual has been pacing for over an hour.

      “I’m guessing you have something to tell me.”

      “Yes.” He stops pacing and turns to study me.

      “Are you going to tell me?”

      “You should know as long as you’re feeding from her she will not age any faster than you or I. You wont lose her, Cameron.” Relief like I have never felt in my entire existence hits me with so much force, I almost sink to my knees.

      “Thank you.” I get out through the sudden tightness in my throat.

      His eyes move over my shoulder and I move to block his view of Isabel in bed. “You deserve the relief and happiness you’re experiencing. I have a feeling that from this moment on things are not going to be easy for you and your mate, for any of the mated pairs the prophecy spoke of.”

      “As long as I have Isabel nothing else matters.”

      “I believe that.” He nods. “Good night, Cameron, and congratulations.”

      ‘Thank you.” I watch him disappear.

      I close the door and climb back into bed. The moment I do, Isabel curls around me asking, “Is everything okay.”

      “Yes, love, everything is definitely okay.” I kiss the top of her head then I close my eyes. It takes me a while to fall asleep because my mind is overwhelmed with all that has happened. When I do drift off, I do so with the woman I have loved for hundreds of years in my arms, and our children growing safely within her womb.
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          Cameron

        

      

    

    
      My phone ringing wakes me, and I carefully roll away from Isabel and grab it off the bedside table. When I see Clemence’s name on the screen, I get out of bed while putting the phone to my ear, saying quietly, “Give me a minute.”

      “Cameron.” Isabel’s soft voice greets my ears and I look at my wife, the mother of my children. “Who’s calling?” she asks, getting up on her elbow and pushing her long hair away from her face.

      “Clemence.” I lean over her, brushing my lips against hers. “Rest. I’ll return shortly.”

      “Is everything okay?”

      I smile. “I don’t know. I haven’t spoken to him yet.”

      “Oh.” She drops her eyes to my mouth and I bite back a curse of annoyance. I’d much rather be waking to fuck my wife than deal with Clemence.

      “I’ll be back.” I kiss her quickly once more then force myself to leave the room.

      When I reach the end of the hall, I put the phone back to my ear. “What is it?”

      “He kidnapped a human.”

      “Who?” I question, going down the stone stairs to the first floor.

      “Samuel. He kidnapped a human woman,” he says, sounding furious.

      “Who told you this?” I ask, lifting my chin at Angus when he steps into my study and raises a brow.

      “My spies, who else?”

      “What else did they tell you?”

      “He’s disappeared with her. He’s obviously lost his mind.”

      I shake my head. The only thing that could possibly cause Samuel to act so recklessly is if the woman is his mate. “Where did he taking her?”

      “I don’t know. No one knows. You need to track him down.”

      “No,” I deny. “I’m not leaving my family.”

      Just two months ago, Isabel gave birth to our twins, Douglas and Isla, and since their birth, we’ve been staying in Scotland. It’s too soon for me to leave them.

      “Do you know what could happen if humans catch wind of what Samuel really is?”

      “I do. But I don’t think you understand what will happen to anyone who tries to get between Samuel and his mate.”

      “His mate?” he hisses.

      “Samuel isn’t reckless. There is no other reason for him to take a woman, especially not a human.”

      “Fuck.” I hear a crash through the phone. “We need to speak with him if he’s found his mate.”

      “When the time is right, he will come back,” I say then lift my head when I hear a small cry. “My daughter’s awake.”

      “Right, go to her. I’ll find a way to get a message to Samuel.”

      “Good luck.” I hang up, knowing he’d have better luck finding a leprechaun at the end of a rainbow. If Samuel doesn’t want to be found, he won’t be.

      “Samuel found his mate?” Angus asks.

      “He kidnapped a human woman. My guess is she’s his mate. We will have to wait to find out if I’m right when he gets back from wherever he’s taken her,” I reply then stand and go to the door. “In the meantime, I’m going to enjoy every moment I have with my wife and children.”
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