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Chapter One

 


My name is Kaylin Harper. I am
five-foot-six, have long blonde hair, and blue eyes. I am on the
slender side, though I don’t work out much. I’m a writer, mostly of
paranormal romance. I do this because I can’t imagine doing
anything else. Not writing, for me, is like smokers not having a
cigarette. It is literally an addiction, and when I’m away from my
laptop, I’m cranky. When I know I’m going back to it, like when I
get up in the morning, I get this fluttery, excited feeling in my
stomach. I was made for it.

But my other reason for writing, or rather,
writing books like that: I’ve always had a thing for the bad
guy.

Like, I was reading this book recently, with
a demon, a devil, and an angel, all male, who were working around
this female character who loved the demon, a good guy. The angel
was neutral, but I kept holding out hope. The devil, however, was a
bad guy. B-A-D. And through the whole thing, it was him I lusted
after.

When watching movies, I find the bad guy
hotter than the good guy, even if the good guy is Channing Tatum.
Vampires are my favorite thing in the whole world. The…
Whole… World. When I’m reading, I want the hero to be
a demon, a devil, a vampire, a werewolf, or a pirate. I like dark
hair, dark eyes, swarthy skin, facial hair, tattoos, piercings… The
list goes on and on.

I even prefer dark chocolate.

All of this doesn’t apply only to guys,
either. This goes for women, too. If I were into women- and,
admittedly, I am into chicks a little bit- I would want her to have
long, dark hair, dark, sultry eyes, and a badass attitude. A woman
who can handle herself in a fight, especially against a man, gives
me chills.

And I don’t mind a little forceful sex when
the mood strikes, in a somewhat inappropriate place, where people
could see if they really looked. I mean, I’m not into being slapped
around or doing it in the park in the middle of the day or
anything. But push me up against a wall and grope my chest, or take
me in the back of your truck on the side of the road at night, and
I’m all yours. Body, mind, and heart. That’s just how I roll.

Maybe it’s because I feel that the darker
they are, the harder they fall when they find that one person who
captures their heart. They love so deeply for that one being that
they would sacrifice anything for them, and protect them with their
life. Or maybe it’s because I always root for the underdog, and
I’ll fiercely defend anyone in need of help. Maybe it’s because I
think that every being, human or non, has the capacity to love, and
deserves to be given that chance. If the person giving it to them
is me, all the better. I can love just about anyone.

I’m also a big fan of redemption. Send me a
thousand-year-old vampire with a lust for murder, and in turn I
will kill him with kindness. Give me a physically and emotionally
scarred recluse, and I’ll show him that love isn’t about what’s on
the outside, and that he can believe in my affection. I’m
determined, and not above using my feminine wiles and sexuality if
I think it’ll help. Or save my life.

But despite my love of all things dark, I
hate unnecessary cruelty. I can’t stand bullies, physical or
emotional. Been there, done that, burned the t-shirt. I don’t
tolerate cheating, even in video games. Abuse of any kind makes me
nauseous. I just can’t wrap my brain around purposely wanting to
hurt another, including animals.

Now, I am not without my own faults. I read
too much, don’t work enough, and can’t cook worth a damn. I wear
glasses because I’m too lazy to put it my contacts. I’m not a
snappy dresser; my favorite color to wear is black. I like my long
blonde hair, but typically pull it back in a ponytail because I
wasn’t born with the girly gene that says I must style it every
morning. I don’t wear makeup. Ever.

I like dirty jokes, and am often
inappropriate about where or how loud I tell them. I’m a
touchy-feely kind of person. I laugh too loud… at everything. I’ve
been shushed more times in my life than I care to remember, because
it annoys the hell out of me. I have a tendency to be obnoxious.
I’m naturally flirty, and frequently intentionally provocative, a
habit I’ve learned only recently to curb. I got sick of people
looking at me weird when I was playing around.

I can make a five minute story into a three
hour one. I don’t always think before I speak, I can talk a lot
about nothing, and I can usually forget what I was going to say in
less then ten seconds, then remember three hours later and confuse
the hell out of you when I slip it randomly into a different
conversation. I yell when I’m pissed. And I cry a lot.
Really easily.

My one hope was that the one who fell for me
would love these things about me, instead of treating them as the
curse they generally are. I’ve been in relationships where these
things didn’t come out right away for one reason or another, and
drove my boyfriend away PDQ.

Not many people can put up with me. I’m the
friendliest person you’ll ever meet, but at least one of my
idiosyncrasies will drive you insane within a couple of hours.
Remember that whole thing about me making a five minute story into
a three hour one? That’s pretty much what I’m doing right now. I
could have just said I like dark, scary guys, and I have a lot of
flaws. But I didn’t. Instead, I listed how and why I liked them,
and told you all of my flaws. I want you to relate to me as a
flawed individual. So pick any of the above quirks that apply to
you, and remember: You are not alone.

Now, the reason I’ve told you all this is
because I happened to chance across one of these dark, scary beings
not all that long ago. Well, two, actually.

See, I was walking down Lincoln Avenue in
Steamboat Springs, Colorado, window shopping as I sometimes liked
to do on Saturdays. I passed Fuzziwig’s candy store, and had just
crossed the street with the light, when I noticed two men ahead of
me, arguing in front of a bookstore I frequently visited. Because I
have a short attention span, I have a tendency to gloss over my
surroundings, cataloging details for later while seemingly not
paying any attention whatsoever.

This applies to all things in my life, from
people to places to books. And likely I would have glossed right
over these two, as well, if they hadn’t both been completely
gorgeous.

One of them, the one with his back to the
store, had long blond hair that hung straight as a ruler to the
middle of his back. From where I was standing, it looked like his
eyes were green. But not just green. Like, green that was almost
yellow, like new spring leaves. He had a goatee, and at least two
earrings that I could see: a small gold hoop, and just above it a
diamond that winked at me as he moved in agitation. He wore a black
suit that looked as if it had been made for his tall, muscular
frame. Very good-looking; I have a thing for long hair, too.

The other man was the first guys complete
opposite in coloring. He had black hair that was just as long, and
as far as I could tell, dark blue, maybe violet, eyes. His facial
hair was cut into a thin, neat box, you know, where it frames the
mouth all the way around. Two silver hoops graced the ear I could
see, the one on top slightly smaller than the one on bottom. He
wore a black t-shirt and blue jeans. His impressive arms were
crossed angrily over his wide chest, and what I could see of his
right arm had a black tribal tattoo going up from mid-forearm to
disappear beneath his sleeve. The fierce glare he was giving his
companion actually gave me chills. I couldn’t help but think as I
got closer, ‘Cha-ching!’, because he was frickin’ perfect in the
looks department.

I was nearly upon them now, about ten feet
away. While I watched, entranced by the amount of gorgeous before
me, the one with black hair snapped something out with a snarl.
Instantly, the blond one snaked a hand out and smacked the other
upside the head, hard enough that my teeth rattled from
several feet away where I’d stopped in shock.

The dark one seemed not to notice, and
muttered a few quiet words. Whatever he said, it couldn’t have been
good, because the blond guy planted both large hands on the
brunet’s chest and shoved him hard, sending him stumbling back. I
bit back a shriek as he tried to catch himself, but his foot
slipped off the curb and he fell onto his back in the middle of the
closest traffic lane.

He pushed himself up on his hands, his butt
and legs still on the ground, and glared at the blond dude. He
glanced to his right, saw a car coming straight for him around a
curve in the road, and swore.

He has to move, I thought. He’s not getting
up fast enough. He’ll be hit! Without thinking I started forward,
my hand extended as I shouted to him to move. But I knew I’d never
get there in time. Even if he stood on his own right then, he’d
never clear the curb before the car smacked into him.

I was only a couple feet away when the blond
guy stepped forward and offered his hand, and the brunet smirked.
What are you doing?, I thought. He’s the one who just pushed you
into traffic! But the brunet grabbed the blond’s hand, and the
blond hauled him effortlessly to his feet and back onto the curb
just before the car passed, honking loudly, close enough that the
almost-victim’s hair lifted as it passed.

By then I was right on top of them- Oh! If
only…- my hands fisted on my hips and my best glare in place.
Neither of them noticed me, though, as they grinned amiably at each
other as if nothing had happened. Being ignored makes me
insane, so this pissed me off worse than seeing the blond
push him like that in the first place. And I let them know it.

“Are you insane?” I shrieked, close enough
that they both grimaced at the high-pitched sound before turning to
look at me.

I was momentarily stunned speechless by
their beauty. Both had the same high cheekbones, the same full
lips, the same arched eyebrows. They actually looked… sinister.
Like they’d been born from the same evil womb. They could have been
brothers. For all I knew, maybe they were.

Really, beauty was the wrong word. It was
more like a handsome, rugged, masculine, virile type of… You know
what? It was just… incredible. Just seeing their faces straight on,
side by side as they sneered at me, made my insides go liquid.

“What the hell is your problem?” the blond
asked me, startling me out of my sexual distraction.

It took me all of a second to remember why I
was angry. “Me? What about you? What the hell is wrong with you,
pushing someone into traffic like that? He could have been
killed!”

For some reason, he seemed to think that was
funny. Though he didn’t laugh outright, one side of his mouth
lifted slightly in a dark smirk. “I think he would have been
alright.”

I advanced on him, forcing my way between
the two of them to shout up at him. My 5’6” had never felt smaller
to me. He had to be a foot taller than me. But I held my ground.
“You think that’s funny? What if he had been killed? Huh? What
then, tough guy?” That worked a little bit. At least his smile
disappeared behind a sneer, though I couldn’t tell for sure if it
was the thought that his friend could have been seriously hurt, or
the ‘tough guy’ comment that did it.

The blond guy lifted bored eye to his
friend. I couldn’t see him as he was standing behind me, but I
could feel his amusement. Green-gold eyes came back to me, and one
golden brow arched imperiously.

Then, from behind me, came a voice so deep,
it rumbled through me even though I wasn’t touching him. “What is
it with women? Why do you think we want you interfering with every
little thing that goes on?”

I gaped and spun around, had to force myself
to focus when I smelled him- Oh, gods! Sandalwood!- and saw that
the tattoo on his arm went all the way up his arm and reappeared on
his neck and continued halfway up. Luckily I was angry enough to
make it easy. “Excuse me? I was trying to help you.”

One raven brow winged up. “Oh, is that what
you were doing? My apologies. It seemed like you were interfering
where you weren’t needed or wanted.”

I heard a dark chuckle from behind me, and
turned so I could see both of them at the same time. Shaking my
head in disgusted anger, I said, “You guys are fucked. Like,
totally insane.” Then I spun on my heel and turned my back on them,
going into the bookstore that I loved so much.

Just as the door started to close behind me,
one of them- I think it was the darker one because his voice made
my body vibrate- said, “Next time you want to save something, go
find a cat up a tree.”

I turned slightly, holding the door open so
I could retort, “The next time you two want to have a lovers’ spat,
do it in private.” Then I closed the door and turned my back,
smirking at the way both of their faces had gone just a few shades
paler, their eyes darker.

Now, I have no problem with gay people; I
have two close cousins and two friends who are homosexual, both
male and female. But those two were so hyper-masculine,
clearly heterosexual, and ridiculously good-looking, so I knew that
a remark like that would affect them. Really, it had been the
perfect comeback to the cat insult. Although, if I had seen a cat
up a tree, I would have tried to save it…

I grabbed an iced coffee from the cafe
inside the bookstore, then walked back to the Paranormal Romance
section. Why they felt the need to hide it at the back of the store
is beyond me. It’s like they felt it was too dirty, worse
than regular romance, and deserved to be shunned to the ends of the
Earth.

I rolled my eyes at my own fanciful
thoughts, not unusual for me, and walked to the middle of the
aisle. I was alone, again not unusual for me. Not just in this
aisle, which was always empty, but for the most part, in life. I
was a loner. It was a choice.

My work, an author, didn’t require me to
leave my house often. I tried to make myself leave the house for
several hours at least twice a week, unless I was in the middle of
a book and I just couldn’t pull myself away. Which happened more
often than not. My best friend, Kitt, made me go out to dinner with
her once a week
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