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  A collision of fire and ice 
In the world of the supernatural, there were none more powerful than the Born – pure-blooded vampires, beautiful, wealthy, and cruel. They were at the top of the food chain for a reason and were governed by only one rule: never turn a witch. But when Greenlawn's resident magic wielder and pyrokinetic is mortally wounded in a skirmish with vampire hunters, Thane Stroud cannot stand back and let her die. The woman had fascinated him from the moment he'd first laid eyes on her and he refused to let her slip away before he figured out why.
Margot Elrich had felt like a freak her entire life. After all, shooting flames from the palms of your hands isn't exactly normal. She'd finally found some peace alongside the supernatural misfits and rogues at Greenlawn Hall and now she had to figure out how to be a vampire too? On the bright side, what better way to learn than letting the mouth-wateringly sexy, Thane Stroud tutor her?
As passion erupts between student and teacher, will her fiery touch melt the ice around the cold vampire’s heart or will her burgeoning powers burn them both to ash?
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  Chapter One


“I generally don’t like people – especially stupid people.”  – Margot Elrich

      [image: image-placeholder]Her home was under attack and Margot Elrich stood ready to kick some ass. The bastards had ruined what had been a fun evening. Food on the grill, a little karaoke, dancing, a whole lot of wine… She’d had a nice buzz going before these dipshits had shown up. It had been a little welcome home bash out in the rose garden for their resident vampire, Vivian. It was funny, Margot had never particularly gotten along with the spoiled, haughty former actress, but when word had come in that Vivian had been staked by an unknown assailant, Margot had felt some real fear for the other woman. All of them had. They’d practically been on tenterhooks as they waited for word to come in from the wolf shifter, Jules Kincaid, who had been charged with returning the runaway vampire. 
The relief Margot had felt when she’d seen Vivian walk through the doors unharmed had felt like a massive weight had been lifted from her chest and now these assholes thought they could come in and spoil her good mood? Not happening. 
“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” Adrian Lazar, panther shifter and the appointed guardian of Greenlawn called from his position to her left.
Margot squinted, wishing that she had the keen eyesight of a shifter that would allow her to see past the security lights on the grounds into the dark trees beyond. But all she saw was Jules, currently in his wolf form, running ahead of them, leading the charge.
“How many?”
“Seven that I can see so far,” Adrian bellowed back as they ran to join Jules in his headlong chase. 
Seven of the bastards. Great. And Adrian didn’t want her to use her powers and possibly expose them to the general public. That left her with knocking the shit stains back until the police arrived to arrest them. She was a magic wielder – a natural witch – and a pyrokinetic. Her fire was part of her and suppressing it was easier said than done, especially when her emotions were riled.
Despite the seriousness of the situation, her first sight of the attackers nearly had her laughing. They were not what she’d been expecting. Dressed all in black including knee pads, elbow pads, and tactical vests that she was pretty sure were used for paintball wars, their faces were smeared with black greasepaint under black knit caps that hid their hair. But what had her truly snorting with mirth were the ropes of garlic hanging around their necks and the wooden stakes and crosses gripped in their gloved hands. Wannabe vampire hunters. What a joke. They didn’t know shit about real vampires or they’d know that garlic and crosses were useless. 
She spotted a crossbow and at least one sword though, which upped the threat level, but Jules was already on one of them, making him scream, while Adrian was tackling the other. 
“Vampire whore!” one of them yelled as he raised his stake and lunged at her.
Well, someone had spent too much time jerking off to Buffy the Vampire Slayer reruns. A swift kick to the nuts with Margot’s steel-toed combat boot and the would-be slayer hit the ground hard, rolling side to side as he cupped the family jewels. Ha! No one calls me a whore, dick wad. 
Engaging the next one, she threw a hard right to the guy’s nose. His head snapped back and blood poured down his chin, but he wasn’t out of it yet. The bastard launched himself at Margot with a war cry, taking her down under his weight and they crashed to the ground. She struggled to throw off his bulk as he scrambled to pin her and finish what his buddy before him had failed to do. 
Ugh. He was bleeding on her. Nasty. 
Margot felt her hands heat with her beautiful blue flames as she gripped her attacker’s wrists to keep him from staking her. The man screamed as his sleeves quickly ignited and she shoved him off her.
“Stop, drop, and roll, asshole.”
Pushing herself up off the ground, she looked for her next victim, ready to show another one of those rat bastards why they shouldn’t fuck with her. She heard Adrian bellow her name, but thinking he was about to reprimand her for using her powers, she ignored him. 
Something hard hit her in the back, knocking the wind out of her as she lurched forward. Pain exploded between her shoulder blades, and she spun around to see the asshole she’d kicked in the nuts back on his feet, grinning at her with such a satisfied expression her blood boiled. 
Coward. Her fire took over as a wave of blue flame expelled from her body in a blast, scorching the ground around her as it enveloped her enemy.
She heard a blood-curdling scream through the roaring in her ears and saw the bastard flapping his arms like a bird as he ran away, flames engulfing him. She coughed up something wet and saw drops of blood splattered on her hand. She was breathing hard and fast but she couldn’t seem to draw in any air. It felt like she was suffocating. Margot’s vision began to darken around the edges and her knees buckled. She saw Adrian running toward her with a look of panic, but she knew he wouldn’t get to her in time. She was dying and she knew it. That pathetic waste of space had killed her. Well, didn’t that just fucking blow? 

      [image: image-placeholder]Thane Stroud closed his eyes, pinched the bridge of his nose, and stifled a sigh as his mother continued to bombard him with complaints about his father. Why the two of them stayed together after centuries of what could only be termed casual warfare was a mystery to him. The Born didn’t marry for love – it wasn’t an emotion they were capable of feeling. They married for powerful alliances and to produce strong offspring. Both of which his parents had done. They had no reason to prolong their torture – they could have long ago parted ways, sought less volatile companionship – yet for some reason, his parents remained joined in mutual misery and disdain. Maybe they liked it. 
“Are you listening to me?” his mother snapped. 
“Of course, Mother.” Hanging on every word.
His other cell phone rang and Thane nearly shouted with joy at having an excuse to cut the chat with his mother short. “I have another call coming in, Mother, that I need to take.”
“Of course you do,” his mother hissed. “You’re just like your father. Family is never the priority.”
Thane gritted his teeth at the familiar insult. “Love you too, Mother.”
Disconnecting the call before she could berate him for his impudence, Thane snatched up his other phone and frowned as he saw Adrian Lazar’s name flashing on the screen. There was only one reason the guardian of Greenlawn would be calling him. Vivian must have cajoled the panther shifter into pleading her case for leniency. 
Thane mentally snorted. The vampire had known the rules before she’d decided to take herself off on some joyride to parts unknown without a word. She had signed the contract over half a century ago. In exchange for being turned into a vampire, she worked for Thane in a capacity of his choosing for two consecutive centuries. And until her obligation was fulfilled, any vacations she took had to be approved through him. Full stop. 
He’d been quite generous in setting Vivian up in Greenlawn’s cushy surroundings rather than putting her to work. All she had to do was stay there to give him unfettered access to Emmaline Waters, the estate’s owner, and a powerful clairvoyant. The vampire didn’t have to lift a finger otherwise, and yet, she’d still taken off for weeks without a word knowing full well that she’d be punished for the breach. 
Thane sighed. He’d never understand the workings of the female mind.
“If you’re calling on Vivian’s behalf, Mister Lazar,” Thane remarked drolly when he connected the call, “You can tell her that I’ll get to her when I get to her.”
“She’s dying, Thane,” Vivian’s panicked voice came over the connection in a rush.
Thane lurched forward in his seat. “What? Vivian? Who is dying?”
“Margot. She’s dying, please you need to help her!”
Margot. Feeling a clenching in his chest that was akin to panic, the phone in his hand snapped under his grip, pieces of glass and plastic hitting the top of his desk unnoticed. 
She couldn’t die. Margot Elrich was… Well, he wasn’t sure exactly what she was, but he found the woman intriguing – a novelty for him – and he had yet to fully explore what it was about her that drew him to her so strongly. 
Opening a window, he assumed one of his other forms and burst apart into a cloud of bats. Flying would get him there the fastest. Out of his house, he made his way over the dark stretch of woods that separated his clifftop home from Greenlawn Hall.
The scene that met him on the side lawn of the estate would have left him speechless had he a voice in this form. A battle had been waged, and the bodies of enemy combatants – most of them unconscious according to his acute hearing that picked up numerous heartbeats – littered the grounds. But what held his complete attention was the magic wielder, Margot Elrich laying unmoving, face down in a circle of scorched earth surrounded by her fellows, all wearing identical looks of despair on their faces.
Taking form by her side, the residents of Greenlawn stepped back to allow him room as he stared in disbelief at the prone, dying body of someone so young and vibrant. A crude wooden stake protruded from her back and Thane felt a murderous rage consume him as he threw back his head and roared.
Vampire hunters. They would pay for this.
Picking her up as carefully as he could so as not to jar her injury and hurry along the death that was inevitable if he didn’t intercede, Thane harnessed all of the preternatural speed within him and flashed away with Margot held tightly to his body. 
He had a decision to make. Turning a witch, especially one as powerful as Margot, was forbidden. It was one of the only laws his kind held sacred. But there was no choice. Not for him. Not when it came to this woman whose heartbeat was barely audible even to his keen hearing and fading by the moment. He didn’t understand it, but he couldn’t let her die. He wouldn’t. Not when he could save her. And if turning Margot meant that he’d be punished for his crimes, let them come for him.






  
  Chapter Two


“Long gone are the days of non-consensual turnings. Contractual obligation makes things so much more efficient.”  – Thane Stroud

      [image: image-placeholder]Thane sat back in his chair as much as the intravenous tubing that connected him to Margot would allow and finally breathed a sigh of relief as the wound in Margot’s back began to show the first signs of healing. It had been a close call. She’d been hovering at Death’s door. Those first few minutes had been critical. His blood was powerful and could do great things, but it could not bring someone back if they were already dead. 
Typically, he wasn’t even in the same room with the human candidate, rather the hopeful would be sedated, given his blood intravenously via a bag while much of their own blood was drained, and the person’s progress would be monitored by his head technician and her staff. That was, of course, after the hopeful had been thoroughly vetted by himself or another one of his kind, a contract signed, and the date of transition set.
He hadn’t been prepared to turn Margot, thus why she was receiving the life-altering blood directly from the source.
Her short blonde hair was a tousled mess, though that wasn’t unusual. The few times he’d caught a glimpse of her at Greenlawn, her hair was usually sticking up at odd angles. She kept it cut to a rough jaw-length bob, but he was almost positive she didn’t visit a salon to achieve the look. Rather he suspected that she just hacked away chunks that got in her way, and whenever she ran her hands through her hair, the top tended to resemble a rooster’s tail. It wasn’t sleek or tidy, but it suited this woman perfectly. Margot Elrich wasn’t the type to primp or preen. Honestly, he’d be surprised if she even owned a mirror. 
Her eyes were closed at the moment, but he knew they were a soft brown. Her smooth, radiant skin was normally a light golden color from time spent in the sun but currently held a pallid waxy hue, though a hint of pink was just beginning to crest her cheeks as his blood did its work.
Leaning forward slightly, he took advantage of her unconscious state to examine the numerous tattoos decorating her lithe form, knowing that once she was awake, he’d never be allowed such proximity to satisfy his curiosity. The little he knew about Margot Elrich’s personality was that she was standoffish at best, downright surly most of the time, and outright hostile at worst. The one time he had managed to have a conversation with the woman, he’d gotten her to laugh, the first time he’d ever heard her do so in his presence and the sound was tinkling and wonderful. Too bad it had also been at his expense. 
Shaking off the thought, he resumed his perusal of her tattoos. A flock of ravens in flight adorned her throat, the smallest just behind her ear, each bird grew progressively larger as they moved down to her collarbone. A colorful phoenix spread its wings proudly on her bicep, surrounded by a wreath of blue flames reminiscent of the fire Margot wielded so effortlessly, while an intricate, multi-colored dragon coiled around her forearm from elbow to wrist.
He knew there were more on her other arm, but he wouldn’t risk accidentally kinking the tubing in an attempt to get a better look. His eyes skated down to the snug black jeans she wore as he wondered if there were more hidden tattoos to discover.
Shifting uncomfortably in his seat as a jolt of lust ran hot and hard through his system with the thought of stripping Margot bare and uncovering all of her secrets he quickly moved his eyes to her feet and nearly chuckled. She’d laced up her combat boots. A sure sign that she had taken the battle on Greenlawn’s grounds seriously. She hadn’t even bothered to lace them for Adrian Lazar’s wedding, but in preparation for a fight, she’d ensured she wouldn’t be held back by a potential tripping hazard.
All the times he’d seen her when he’d visited Emmaline Waters at Greenlawn, he’d heard her coming long before she made an appearance as she clomped around with her bootlaces hanging and the sides spread wide. Eager anticipation had never failed to fill him upon hearing the sound. He didn’t understand why this particular woman intrigued him so. She wasn’t his normal type at all. She scoffed at anything feminine, swore like a drunken sailor, and was about as welcoming as an irate porcupine. Still… How many times had he shown up at Greenlawn with some flimsy excuse in hopes of catching a glimpse of Margot like some star-struck swain?
Staring at the smooth pale lines of Margot’s back where her shirt had been cut down the center to expose the wound and remove the stake, Thane grimaced as the full impact of what he had done hit home. He’d put his entire empire at risk for a woman who barely looked at him, and all for what? Some ridiculous crush? He’d lived for centuries and was one of the most powerful vampires in North America, yet this woman had him acting like some wet-behind-the-ears adolescent. 
Shaking his head at how pathetic he was, Thane let out a beleaguered sigh. It was done now and far too late for regrets. There was probably no way to keep word of this from eventually reaching the other Born. Too many of his staff had witnessed his headlong race with Margot in his arms down to the lower levels that doubled as a clinic for conversions. There would be gossip, and while he liked to think his staff was one-hundred percent loyal to him, it would only take one stray word in the wrong ear to have his house swarming with others of his kind, ready to cut him down and strip him of everything he’d worked so hard to build.
“Shall I hook her up to a bag, sir now that she’s out of the woods so that you may be about your business?” Arla Hansen asked as she stepped forward to once more examine Margot’s wound which was now rapidly closing. The vampire was his head technician who personally oversaw every transition in his house and held dominion over the lower level. 
Tall, blonde, robust of build, and slightly dictatorial with the rest of the staff, Arla was nearly through with her contractual obligations but had made it known that she would just as soon stay on with him. He’d be happy to keep her. The woman was extremely dedicated, and Thane had never been so grateful for that dedication as he had been tonight. If Arla hadn’t been here, he didn’t know if he would have saved Margot in time. 
Without a word, she’d jumped into action to help him lay Margot face down on the table and quickly hooked him and Margot up with the IV to begin the procedure. She’d then calmly set about cutting Margot’s shirt and examining the wound before pulling the stake free so that his blood could do its work. 
Arla hadn’t harangued him with needless questions as to who this human was or why a transition hadn’t been scheduled. She’d used her eyes and did her job. Her professionalism had most likely been the deciding factor in whether Margot lived or died. He could only wish a quarter of his staff were half so efficient.
Oddly not wanting to break the connection between him and Margot just yet, Thane was about to tell her that they would wait a bit longer to be sure before they switched to the bagged blood on hand when a knock sounded at the door. 
Swallowing down a growl at the interruption, Thane jerked his chin toward the door. “Could you deal with that please, Arla?”
“Of course, sir.”
She returned almost immediately with a grimace. “There are police officers here, Mister Stroud, needing a word with you. Roberts attempted to turn them away, but he’s claiming they are quite insistent.”
Sighing, Thane flicked a hand toward the IV tubing. “I guess that’s that then, Arla. Go ahead and change it over. Duty calls.”
“Yes, sir.”
Once freed, Thane stood and licked the drop of blood that had escaped from the crook of his elbow and rolled down the now wrinkled shirt sleeve of his white button-down. With a last look at Margot, he gritted his teeth at the realization that he didn’t want to leave her and forced himself to walk out the door. Margot Elrich caused havoc with his equilibrium. 
He’d have to figure out what he was going to do with her. She was uncontracted – worse, her very creation was forbidden. And when she woke, she was likely to be highly volatile. Still, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction that she was under his roof. She’d still be here when whatever this business was with the local police department was finished. 
“Gentleman,” Thane drawled as he emerged into his foyer from the hidden door below the grand staircase that led to the lower level. Two familiar uniformed officers were admiring some of his artwork while they waited for him to grant them an audience. “Right this way.”
Ushering them into his office, Thane rounded his desk and took a seat. “What can I do for you?”
One of the men, Officer Jason Bennett if Thane’s recollection was correct, let out a low whistle. “That is some view, Mister Stroud.”
Thane let out a non-committal sound as the officer admired the rather impressive cliff drop visible through the wall of glass at Thane’s back. He was in no mood to make pleasantries with the two men who were vampire hopefuls on his payroll and occasionally fed him valuable information. “Indeed. I assume you’re here for a reason?” he prompted with a raised brow.
The other officer, whose name was currently escaping Thane, cleared his throat nervously as he cautiously approached the desk and set what looked like an ID on the immaculate glass surface. “We took this off one of the assailants that attacked your neighbors. Thought you might be interested.”
Officer Bennett let out a snort of laughter. “Vampire hunters. Complete with garlic necklaces, crosses, and stakes. Can you believe it?” The man scratched his head and his brow furrowed with a sudden frown. “Do you think they were coming here and hit the wrong place?”
Thane’s jaw tightened as he extended a hand to drag the ID closer. An image of Vivian Page stared back at him. He should have known. It had been bad enough that she’d broken the rules but the careless vampire had now also nearly cost the woman downstairs her life. Rage burned like fire up the back of his neck and he felt his fangs elongate and his eyes flash from their usual blue to demonic black, and then straight to blood red.
The nervous officer stepped back so fast he banged into the door and set it rattling on its hinges but the sound served to temper Thane’s anger. Rolling his shoulders, he let it go, knowing that he would do better to aim it at a more deserving party.
“Thank you, gentleman.” Eager to be done with them and return below, he almost dismissed them before he thought better of it. “Tell me. What was the damage at Greenlawn?”
“All the residents are safe, though the guy said two of their women had been injured and were being seen to by their own people.”
Two? Thane knew of Margot, and he’d seen Vivian and the little reporter he’d once taken issue with. But now that he thought of it, he hadn’t seen Emmaline. Had the seer somehow sustained an injury despite her immortality? He’d have to call and check in with her butler, Warren who always knew every little thing that happened at the estate.
“Two of the attackers are dead after being attacked by one of Greenlawn’s guard dogs,” Bennett continued.
Hm. Since Greenlawn didn’t have any guard dogs on the premises, Thane had to assume those kills were thanks to Jules Kincaid in his wolf form.
“Two others are being treated for burns, one of them severe, and the rest are being treated for minor injuries, a few concussions, and some broken ribs.”
The burn victims were Margot’s handiwork and he rather hoped that the severely burned one was the bastard that had stabbed her in the back and that he’d live a long and painful life for his efforts. If not, Thane could certainly see that he did. 
Sitting back in his chair, Thane eyed the two officers. “I want their names, addresses, anything you can get on the attackers. I’d consider it a personal favor and it would go quite far in fast-tracking your statuses.”
Both officers grinned widely as they stood up straighter and began to nod their heads vigorously. “We’ll see to it, Mister Stroud. Whatever you need.”
Thane flicked his fingers in dismissal before the two embarrassed themselves by bowing and scraping and they scrambled out the door. He heard their excited chatter as Roberts showed them out.
Picking up the ID, he tapped the corner of it on his desk as he contemplated Vivian’s punishment which had just escalated from a minor slap on the wrist to a serious offense requiring some thought. 
Had he been his father, the punishment would be something gruesome and bloody like a whipping that would last for days with only enough time in between for vampiric healing to kick in before his father would begin again. How many times growing up had Thane been present for one of those horrific sessions as his father had gleefully tutored him in the art of torture? But despite what his mother may claim, he was not his father. He did not enjoy other people’s pain.
Another consideration was Emmaline Waters. The seer provided him with invaluable investment information. It had taken him a long time to cultivate that business arrangement, and as she’d proved just recently, she could take it away and leave him high and dry if he angered her. And nothing would anger her faster than if he hurt one of the people she considered hers. Punishing Vivian wasn’t worth risking an extremely lucrative partnership. 
Pain wasn’t the answer. What punishment would best teach a spoiled pampered princess an invaluable lesson in responsibility without damaging his relationship with the seer?
He’d put her to work at one of his companies, he decided. Vivian would hate that. She was used to a cushy existence at Greenlawn, being waited on hand and foot. Plus, it was a punishment Emmaline would find no fault with. Though he’d be sure to scare Vivian a bit first, make her sweat – he couldn’t have anyone thinking he’d grown soft. 
Tucking the ID in a drawer, Thane picked up his phone to call Vivian. The sooner he was through with her, the sooner he could get back to things that mattered. Like the unconscious woman who may very well wake up to discover what he’d turned her into and burn his house down around him with a snap of her fingers.

      [image: image-placeholder]Thane gave Vivian until the next evening for their meeting – mostly so she could stew and worry – a little psychological punishment since he was letting her off so easily. He was tired, but he didn’t sleep. While he continued to receive frequent updates from Arla on Margot’s transition, he spent the time in his library searching the history of the Born. Lists of the most powerful bloodlines, which families controlled which territories, conflicts, wars, and victors, court members, and which vampires held a position on the ruling council. He’d found nothing on why it was forbidden to turn a witch nor any historical records of it ever being done. Time quickly got away from him, and by the time he was told Vivian had arrived, he was tired, hungry, and incredibly frustrated, so he might have been a wee bit feral when he met her in his office and was reminded of the chaos she’d caused.
“Give me one good reason,” Thane snarled viciously, jabbing a finger in her direction. “Why I shouldn’t remove your head from your shoulders and mount it on a pike!”
Vivian squeaked and took a step back from the vitriol in his words, her body visibly trembling. Good. She should be scared. 
“Sit!”
As she sat there, eyes downcast and wringing her hands, Thane dug the ID out of his drawer and a low growl rumbled from his chest. 
“Look at me!”
Vivian closed her eyes tightly and whimpered.
“Look. At. Me.”
Only once she’d opened her eyes did Thane flick his hand sending the ID sliding across his desk. “Do you recognize that?”
Vivian leaned forward in her seat and gasped with surprise. “That’s my ID. Where did you get it?”
“The police removed that from one of the would-be vampire hunters they arrested last night after the attack on Greenlawn. One of the informants on my payroll happens to be a cop as well as a hopeful and thought I might be interested.”
One second Thane was behind his desk and the next, he was beside Vivian’s chair to hiss in her ear, “You led them right to us.”
Vivian let out a whimper of fear and Thane turned his back on her, his hands resting on his hips. “Because of your little vacation,” he sneered, “I now have an uncontracted vampire in my house that could snap her fingers and burn this place to the ground with me inside when she wakes up and discovers what I’ve done.”
“How…” she paused and swallowed audibly. “How is Margot?”
Vivian’s selfish nature was well known. That she’d risen above her fear enough to ask about Margot surprised him. He grunted. “She’ll remain sedated until her transition is complete, but her injuries have already healed.”
Moving back around to his seat, he settled into his chair and eyed Vivian. “There’s the matter of your punishment to deal with,” he remarked casually. 
Her fear grew until she was trembling again. He could smell the pungent scent in his nostrils as he watched her face drain of color, and then turn a rather sickly shade of green.
Picking up his small stainless-steel wastebasket he moved around his desk to place it near her. “If you’re going to vomit, do use that. I’m rather partial to this rug.”
Thankfully, she was able to keep control of herself.
Returning to his seat, he told her, “The thought of removing you from Greenlawn had crossed my mind since you’ve so conveniently given me Margot on a silver platter.” Thane paused, his fingers tapping lightly on his desk. “Unfortunately, Margot was not turned with her consent and therefore, is not contractually obligated to work for me. As such, you will continue to aid me by remaining under Emma’s roof for the foreseeable future.”
Vivian let out a hard sigh of relief – a bit premature if you asked him – so he pointedly added, “However. You will no longer be leading the life of leisure you were previously afforded. I’m putting you to work, Vivian. As I have no desire to see you in my household daily…” An understatement. “On Monday at nine pm sharp, you will be meeting with HR at the local branch of my corporation. It will be their job to train you, watch you, and report back to me about your behavior. Perhaps if you’re kept busy, you’ll have less time to cause mischief.” He flicked his hand in dismissal. “Now leave.”
He expected her to be tripping over herself to get out of there, but instead, she stared at him with a look of befuddlement. Thane raised a brow. “Was there something you’d like to add? Perhaps I was too lenient.”
That got her scrambling. Fumbling with the door handle, she looked over her shoulder at him as the door finally opened and she offered him a timid smile. “Thank you.”
Her gratitude was so out of character he knew he wasn’t fully able to mask his surprise. Maybe her little unscheduled vacation had taught the spoiled actress some humility. Time will tell. “Don’t disappoint me again, Vivian.”
If she did, even his business relationship with Emmaline wouldn’t restrain him. 





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
KIMBERLY FORREST

MISFITS AND ROGUES SERIES





OEBPS/images/0853009a-42ae-4d0c-8aa8-d409fc1cba03.png







