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Chapter One

 


The rays of the early morning sun slowly
made their appearance in the dark alleyway, and the darkness fled
to the shadows. Drake Bouvier stood in the doorway of the
warehouse, rubbing an amulet between his fingers. A witch, Desiree
Dupuis, had blessed many such amulets for Drake. The amulets gave
vampires the ability to withstand the sunlight without harm. Drake
was torn as to whether to risk walking into the sunshine, or to let
someone else be the guinea pig. After all, he was king; what if her
spell didn’t work? “Desiree swore to me that this would work,” he
remarked under his breath.

His bodyguard, Sean Devereux, rushed to the
open door. “Did you call me, sire?” Glancing at the open door
nervously, Sean was careful to keep away from the light.

Drake continued to stare at the brightening
alleyway and sighed heavily. “No, Sean. I was talking to myself.”
He tore his eyes away from the alleyway to look at Sean. “Mica and
Desiree haven’t left yet, have they?”

“They left about fifteen minutes ago,
sire; when you told them that they could leave, Mica wasted no time
in getting her out of here.”

Some of the tension eased out of Drake’s
mood and he laughed. “He was afraid I would change my mind and
command his mate to stay here. He really does hate it here.”

“I’m glad,” Sean grumbled under his
breath.

Drake laughed harder. “He only goads you
because you won’t stand up to him, you know. It’s the same with
Desiree. She intimidated you earlier because you let her.”

Sean’s mouth dropped open. “Did you see what
she did to that witch hunter, Hargrove?” Drake nodded. “She turned
that poor bastard into a rat.”

Drake stopped laughing and frowned at the
mention of Jason Hargrove. That witch hunter had been a thorn in
his side for the last week. “I would have killed him!”

“I know you would have.” Sean shook
his head and then leaned against a far wall. “But that witch
Desiree creeps me out.”

Drake lifted an eyebrow at Sean’s comment.
“Get a spine, Sean.” Drake was irritated at his bodyguard’s fear of
a mere woman. In his opinion bodyguards were supposed to be
fearless. He himself was the king of all the vampires in Louisiana
and was reputed to be ruthless and unforgiving. The vampires with
good sense feared him; those that didn’t died. If Sean hadn’t been
so loyal and followed orders so well, he would have disposed of him
years ago. He glared at Sean and continued, “Underneath it all,
she’s still just a woman.”

“Humph…a woman with a mean temper and
a taste for vengeance.”

“Desiree and Mica are well matched.
Our kind only finds one mate in a lifetime. With Mica preferring
the life of a rogue, it’s amazing he found a mate at
all.”

“What are the odds of finding a woman
with the same temperament?”

Drake shook his head. “I don’t know, maybe
one in a million.” He smiled. “They make a formidable team. I’m
glad they’re on our side.”

Sean laughed. “And it doesn’t hurt to have
both of them under your royal thumb of command, either.”

Drake chuckled and nodded in agreement.
“True—true.” He turned his head to stare out into the now bright
alleyway. He crossed his arms over his chest and leaned into the
doorframe. He wanted to step out into the sunshine. It had been
over three hundred years since he last felt the rays upon his face.
His kind had been cursed to stay in the shadows or die a fiery
death in the light. That was the reason that he had captured
Desiree in the first place. She possessed great powers as a witch,
and he had commanded her to come up with a spell to free him from
the darkness. The amulet he now wore around his neck was the fruit
of her efforts. He knew that it should work. Desiree had given Mica
and Denise amulets and they worked for them, but still….

“Sire, why are you standing in the
open doorway? Are you trying to kill yourself?”

“Hardly,” he remarked dryly and pushed
himself away from the doorframe. “I’m trying to decide if I trust
Desiree’s witchcraft enough to step out the door.”

Sean’s eyes rounded. “Did you let her cast a
spell on you?”

He nodded as he continued to stare wistfully
out into the bright street. “I would give my right arm to be able
to go outside now. Can you imagine the possibilities for us? To no
longer be creatures of the night? From the day I became a vampire,
some three hundred years ago, I have missed the sun.”

Sean crossed his arms over his chest and
raised an eyebrow skeptically. “If you would give your right arm,
then do it. That would be one sure-fire way to see if her spell
worked or not.” Drake hesitated and Sean rolled his eyes and
goaded, “Now who needs to get a spine?”

Drake growled, grabbing Sean by the throat,
and slammed him hard against the wall. “You do not speak to me,
your king, in that manner!”

Sean swallowed hard. “Uh, I’m sorry sire. I,
uh, spoke out of turn. It won’t happen again.”

Drake released his throat. “Speak to me in
that manner again, and I will throw you out in the sunlight without
an amulet,” he grumbled sourly, then paced back and forth in front
of the door for a few strides in agitation.

Sean rubbed his throat gingerly. “I meant no
disrespect.”

He glared at Sean, then shook his head.
Looking back at the open doorway once more, he took one tentative
step. Finally, taking a deep breath, he closed his eyes, spread his
arms wide, and stepped out into the sunlight. He stopped
hesitantly; surely he didn’t step far enough. He took one more
step, and when nothing happened he opened his eyes. Drake was
standing in the full sunshine. Laughter rumbled from his chest.
“Desiree, I could kiss you!” he shouted into the empty
alleyway.

“I told you, sire, Desiree left with
Mica.”

Drake rolled his eyes and frowned at his
bodyguard. “I’m beginning to understand Mica’s opinion of you.” He
shook his head and proceeded to walk out of the alleyway toward the
street.

“Sire, where are you going?” Sean
shouted, somewhat panicked.

“I don’t know,” he shouted back. “I’ll
be back when I get back.”


Chapter Two

 


Sherry Lambert opened her eyes to the phone
ringing shrilly in her ear. She picked up the alarm clock and
looked at the time…7:30 a.m. Closing her eyes, she blew her hair
away from her face in exasperation. “Who could be calling me at
this ungodly hour in the morning?” Opening a bleary eye, she glared
at the LCD but didn’t recognize the number. Patience at this time
of the morning was a stretch for Sherry. “Hello?”

“Hello, Sherry?”

Sherry yawned into the receiver. “Yes, this
is Sherry. Who is this?”

“Sherry, it’s me, Desiree.”

She sat up quickly in alarm. “Desiree, is
there anything wrong?”

She heard Desiree laugh softly into the
phone’s receiver. “No Sherry, nothing’s wrong. You told me I owed
you the whole story when I got back. Well, I’m back.”

“Boy, you’re up early.”

“I haven’t been to bed
yet.”

She blinked hard a few times trying to wake
up, and stifled another yawn before she spoke. “Okay, so tell me
what happened?”

“Not over the phone. I want you to
come to me, so that I can show you where I’m living
now.”

“You’ve moved?”

“Yeah, I lost that dumpy
apartment.”

“Oh—okay. Do you need me to come over
now?”

“Yeah, we need to talk about coven
stuff, too.”

“That’s good. Everyone’s been asking
about you. Where are you?”

“It’s the beige two story stucco
mansion just off of Bourbon Street, in the Vieux Carre
area.”

Sherry’s mouth gaped. “That two
story mansion with the
manicured lawns? Did you say mansion?”

Desiree laughed. “Yes, that would be the
one.”

Sherry threw back the covers in excitement,
draping her long slender legs over the side of the bed. She had
been dying to hear this story since Desiree had woke her up at two
o’clock in the morning a couple of nights ago. “I’ll be right over.
I’ve got to hear all about this.”

“Good, you can eat breakfast with me.
Bye Sherry, I’ll see you shortly.”

“Bye, Desiree.”

She clamped the cell phone shut, then ran
her fingers through her silky brown, shoulder length hair and eased
out of bed. Once on her feet, she stretched her slender five foot
nine inch frame. As her mind raced over the telephone conversation,
she put a pout on her beautiful heart shaped face, dolefully
shaking her head as she glanced over her shabby furnishings.
“Huh—she said mansion. If I was to be so lucky,” she mumbled under
her breath. Making her way into the kitchen, she put on a two-cup
pot of coffee to brew, then glanced wistfully at the loaf of bread
next to the toaster. She was hungry, but Desiree had promised her
breakfast.

Shadow, her black cat and familiar, jumped
up on the counter to greet her. Sherry smiled and scratched the cat
behind the ears. “How’s Mommy’s baby this morning? Hum?” Shadow
immediately began to purr and rubbed up against her affectionately.
Sherry laughed. “Okay, okay, I’ll feed you. Come on now, get down
from the counter. You know better.” She picked the cat up off the
counter, kissed the top of his head, and placed him on the floor.
She opened the cabinet and took out a can of cat food, emptied the
contents into the cat’s dish, then placed the dish on the floor.
“Here you go sweetie, enjoy.”

Sherry poured herself a cup of coffee and
took it with her into the bedroom. Taking a gingerly sip, she let
the hot liquid warm her, then smiled in appreciation. Placing the
coffee cup on the dresser, she ran her hands briskly over her
chilled arms. February in New Orleans was cold and the hot coffee
did its job.

Sherry stepped into the closet to thumb
through her clothes. Shadow had followed her to the doorway, then
jumped on Sherry’s bed, staring expectantly. Sherry glanced at
Shadow, shrugging at the cat’s expression. “What does one wear to
visit a mansion?” she asked the cat. Shadow tilted his head and
stared at her with his large, green, intelligent eyes. “It’s just
Desiree, silly. It’s not like I have a hot date or anything.” She
stopped and sighed. “I wish I had a hot date. I could use some fun
and excitement for a change.” She reached into the closet and took
out her white miniskirt and black formfitting sweater. Turning to
her cat with a big smile, she said, “What do you think, Shadow? Is
it nice enough to wear to some fancy mansion uptown?”

Shadow lowered his head, narrowing his eyes
in disapproval.

Sherry lifted her eyebrow at her pet’s
response, pointing her finger at the finicky feline. “You, sir,
need to stop looking at me like you don’t approve. I think I’m
going to be meeting her rich new boyfriend. I don’t need to show up
in blue jeans and a ratty sweatshirt.” She bit her bottom lip and
smiled at Shadow excitedly. “Maybe he’s got a handsome, rich
friend. A girl can dream.”

The cat sneezed, jumped down from the bed,
and left the room with his tail raised haughtily in the air. Sherry
narrowed her eyes at Shadow’s abrupt exit. “Traitor,” she grumbled
under her breath.

Tossing the outfit on the bed, she reached
for the coffee cup. Wrapping her fingers around the cup she noted
that it felt cold. She hesitantly took a sip and scrunched up her
face. “Yuck!” She took the cup back into the kitchen and dumped it
into the sink, and clucked her tongue as she watched the dark
liquid flow down the drain. “I didn’t need it anyway,” she shrugged
to herself, and reached over and flipped the switch off on the
coffee maker. “Desiree said we would be having breakfast. I’ll just
have coffee with her.”

As she pushed away from the counter,
her stomach growled. She looked up at the clock; it was
8:15. I better hurry; Desiree doesn’t like
to be kept waiting, she thought.

Rushing back to the bedroom, she peeled her
sleeping shirt off as she went, then tossed it into the laundry
basket as she hurried by. A quick shower and fifteen minutes later
she was out the door.

***

Parking her old beat up Ford in front
of the mansion, she gaped at the house through her cracked
windshield. The house was huge—a two story beige stucco, just as
Desiree had said. This place must have
fifteen bedrooms, and
probably just as many bathrooms, she thought. Drawing
her lips together in a thin line, she said, “I bet a butler answers
the door, too. This better be the place, or these people are going
to think I’m nuts.”

About the time she opened her car door, the
front door opened and Desiree stepped outside. Her friend had thick
auburn hair that framed her heart shaped face and fell past her
shoulders. She had large brown eyes, high cheekbones, and soft
plump lips. She was wearing tight hip-hugger jeans, a tight red
form fitting sweater, and a black leather jacket.

Desiree smiled hugely as she approached
Sherry. “It’s about time you got here.” Her voice was full of
excitement.

Sherry stepped out of the car and smiled
back. “What do you mean? I took the fastest shower in history.”

“I’m just teasing you—and—well—I guess
I’m excited too.”

Sherry walked up to Desiree and gave her a
hug, then her friend ushered her into the house. She looked around
the lush massive room with wide eyes. “So, is this guy the same guy
you were with in Tennessee?”

“Yeah, it’s the same guy.” They walked
over to the couch and sat down.

“If I remember correctly, his name is
Mica, right?”

Desiree nodded, her eyes sparkling with a
happiness that Sherry didn’t miss. “There doesn’t seem to be
anything wrong with your memory,” Desiree said. “Oh, by the way,
thanks for calling Agatha. I don’t think she would have let me in
her shop if you hadn’t called first. She took one look at Mica and
almost didn’t open the door.”

That’s an odd thing for
her to say about her boyfriend, she thought, so she
raised her eyebrow skeptically, and said, “Okay—now you really have
me curious. Why wouldn’t she let you in because of your
boyfriend?”

Desiree flushed, then looked away. “I guess
I need to introduce you to Mica before I tell you my story.” She
patted Sherry’s knee. “Sit tight, I’ll be right back.”

She was only gone a minute, but nothing
Desiree could have said would have prepared Sherry for the sight of
them walking back into the room together. Her mouth dropped open
when she looked up and saw the six foot seven god before her. He
was all muscle. His wavy black hair framed his ruggedly handsome
face, and his eyes, a startling blue, were framed by lush black
lashes. Sherry caught her breath when he smiled, had to consciously
close her mouth before they considered her rude, then did a double
take when she suddenly realized he had fangs.

Desiree looked up at Mica and grinned.
“Sherry, this is Mica.”

Sherry swallowed hard. “Desiree—uh—I think
your boyfriend here is a—a—a vampire.”

Desiree laughed at her reaction. “Yes, he
is.”

The color drained from Sherry’s face.

“Sherry, I think I need to tell you
the story from the beginning. I think you’ll
understand.”

Sherry cleared her throat and couldn’t quite
meet Desiree’s eyes…she suddenly feared for her best friend.
Witches didn’t associate with vampires, unless—her heart sunk at
the only conclusion she could come to. “Desiree, you aren’t a
vampire now, are you?”

Desiree laughed harder. “No, not
hardly.”

She let out her breath in a rush. “Good.
That’s a relief.” She looked into her eyes. “I want the whole
story.”

Desiree looked up at the ceiling as she
thought back. “Wow, it’s only been a week.” She then tilted her
head and began. “Some of this story will be a little unbelievable,
but listen with an open mind.”

Sherry gestured to Mica. “I doubt it
will be that unbelievable.
You have proof sitting here in front of me, so just spit it
out.”

“You know my situation, Sherry.” She
nodded. “Word of my true age leaked out. My former landlady snooped
through my things and discovered that I was a hundred and
twenty-five year old witch and started running her trap.” Sherry’s
mouth dropped open as Desiree continued. “About a week ago I
received a summons for a command appearance from Drake Bouvier, the
local vampire king.” Desiree laughed. “You know me. I tried to get
out of it.” Sherry smiled. “Drake sent one of his guards to hunt me
down.”

“So this vampire king, Drake, sent
Mica after you?”

She chuckled. “Yes and no.” Sherry inclined
her head for her to continue. “Mica is not one of Drake’s guards.
Drake sent his guard Sean after me. Believe me, at the time, Sean
was intimidating as hell.”

“So, what did this Drake want from
you?”

“What he wanted had to do with the
phone call I made to you that night. Drake wanted me to cast a
spell so that they could withstand the sunlight.”

Her mouth dropped open again. “Desiree,
that’s not possible.”

“Sherry, as the leader of our coven,
haven’t I always taught you that with magic, anything is
possible?”

“Yes, but it’s never been
done.”

“Desiree has done just that,” Mica
said.

“Okay, I’m confused. If Mica’s not
Drake’s guard, then how did you two meet?”

“Drake didn’t give me much choice
about casting that spell for him, but I somehow convinced him to
let me go back to my apartment to get my things. I was all packed
and ready to go when Jason Hargrove, the witch hunter, snuck up
behind me and knocked me out with chloroform.” Sherry’s mouth
dropped open again as Desiree continued. “Jason trussed me up like
a Thanksgiving turkey and carted me off to Salem to
burn.”

“Oh my God, Desiree…how did Jason find
you?”

“Again, I blame my nosy landlady.
Drake sent Mica and his friend Caleb to rescue me.”

“Is Caleb a vampire too?”

She shook her head. “No, Caleb’s a
shape-shifter. I’ve seen him turn into a ferret and a black
panther.”

Sherry noticed how close they were sitting
next to each other, and she smiled. “It looks like it must have
been love at first sight.”

Mica laughed at her assumption. Desiree
flushed and laughed lightly. “Hardly,” Desiree said. She glanced up
and winked at Mica. “Oh, I admit there was a mutual attraction from
the start, but in the beginning I was afraid of him. He was moody
as hell and became angry because he thought I was judging him
because he was a vampire. Not to mention the fact that he wasn’t
looking for a relationship.” She shrugged helplessly. “Sherry, you
know me. I don’t like to be ignored.”

Sherry laughed in agreement, shaking her
head. “Okay, what took you so long to get back?”

“Mica wanted to flush Jason out, so we
hid in the Forbidden Caverns for a few days.”

“So you two took the advantage of
being alone with no interference.”

Desiree flushed again, then cleared her
throat. “Hardly.”

Sherry raised an eyebrow at that. “What’s
that supposed to mean?”

“I mean it wasn’t all smooth sailing.
Caleb was attracted to me too.” Sherry’s mouth dropped open yet
again. “Caleb is not one to take a straight no for an answer.”

“Did they fight over you?”

“Yes and no.”

“Okay, I’m confused again.”

Mica laughed. Desiree cleared her throat.
“Caleb took off to a bar and got drunk. While he was there he
managed to find an unusual drinking partner.” Sherry nodded for her
to continue. “Caleb didn’t know he was partying with Jason
Hargrove.”

Sherry rolled her eyes. “My God, girl, what
happened then?”

“I cast that spell for Drake, and gave
an amulet to Mica. The spell worked beautifully. Caleb came back
from his binge and was acting weird. We all went to a truck stop to
take showers and Jason started stalking us. We hurried back to the
cavern, only to discover that Jason had struck again and torn the
cave apart looking through our things. Mica went outside to run a
patrol, and Caleb decided to take advantage of Mica’s absence and
tried to force himself on me.”

Sherry grimaced. “I take it that that didn’t
go over too well.”

“No, it didn’t. I rammed my knee in
his groin, then he decided that he was going to attack me as a
panther. That’s when they fought. Mica kicked him out and put him
on a bus back to New Orleans.”

“Wow, I bet you were glad that was
over.”

She laughed at her assumption. “It was far
from over.” Sherry tilted her head in question. “It seems that when
Caleb was drinking with Jason, Jason gave Caleb the bright idea to
call one of Mica’s old girlfriends to run interference. Denise
showed up within hours after sending Caleb away.”

“Oh no, not the long lost girlfriend
routine.” Her shoulders shook with laughter. “Did you fall for
it?”

She nodded. “Yes, I did.”

Mica put his arm protectively around Desiree
and spoke. “I almost killed Denise over that. I tried to convince
Desiree it was all a lie, but she wouldn’t listen to me. You see,
Desiree had put herself in a protective circle and I couldn’t get
anywhere near her.” Sherry laughed. “I had to convince Denise to
tell Desiree the truth.”

Sherry looked into her friend’s eyes,
grinning slyly. “What did you do to her?”

She laughed. “Nothing at first, but when she
laughed and thought the whole situation was funny….” She bit her
lip and looked a little guilty. “I threw a fireball at her.”

“Good for you. Did you knock her on
her butt?”

“No, she dodged it.”

“Well, did you at least make her
leave?” They both shook their heads no. Sherry’s eyes rounded. “Why
the hell not?”

“Because she was a vampire and the sun
had come up, and it really wasn’t her fault. Caleb had called her
and talked her into it,” Desiree remarked, and Sherry rolled her
eyes. “Besides, that wasn’t the end of the mess.”

“No, let me guess…Caleb came back,”
she remarked dryly.

“Yeah, he got back just in time to
hear me tell Denise that I didn’t have any feelings for
him.”

“Ouch, I bet that didn’t go over too
well.”

“No it didn’t.” Desiree blew out a
breath, then frowned. “I like Caleb as a friend, and I didn’t like
hurting his feelings.” Mica squeezed her hand for support. “Caleb
can be annoyingly persistent. If you push him away, he just keeps
coming back for more.” She held up her hand and counted off on her
fingers. “I had punched him, took him down with a knee to his
groin, and took him down with a fireball, and he wouldn’t take no
for an answer. Mica had to threaten to kill him for him to take me
seriously and stop. Most guys see me coming and run in the other
direction. I am not used to being pursued that ardently. It was
kind of creepy.”

“Wow, that was some
adventure.”

“It didn’t end there.” Sherry rolled
her eyes again and waited for her to continue. “We had decided
enough was enough, and it was time to come back to New Orleans. We
packed the Express Van, and all I had left to do was to retrieve
the blessed amulets I had hidden and we were going to be on our
way.”

“You didn’t leave as
planned?”

“We didn’t get the chance. Jason
Hargrove struck again.”

Sherry grimaced. “What did he do this
time?”

“Mica is a rogue vampire. It means he
lives here in Drake’s domain under Drake’s good graces. He is
allowed to live away from the rest of the pack as long as he leaves
his services open to the local vampire king. We weren’t in Drake’s
domain, which means by vampire law he could be killed by another
clan on sight. Jason turned him in to the local vampire clan and
they took them all prisoner. They were to die at dawn when the sun
rose.”

“They didn’t take you?”

“No, I was in my circle and they
couldn’t touch me.”

“We need to get together and cast a
spell to take care of Hargrove. He’s a pain in the ass.”

Desiree winked at Sherry. “I took care of
Hargrove. He can’t hurt any of us ever again.”

“Did you kill him?”

Desiree laughed harder at Sherry’s reaction.
“No, I turned him into the rat he is, and I put a twist on the
spell
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