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WHAT could possibly happen when a witch and a vampire give in to desire and each other?

Taking the shortcut through the park that night almost cost Maya her life. Instead of death, it sent her right into the arms of a tall, dark immortal who is no stranger. 

Sinclair has been taken by Maya and has no idea why his aloof façade crumbles around this particular woman. Many decades into his immortality, he’s never been drawn to, yet fearful of, a mortal before.

The near-death endorphin rush and dangerous proximity cause them both to lose their heads. They finally give in to the temptation they’ve both been fighting. 

Secrets will be revealed, lust satiated, and the trees in that park will never be the same again.

Less than a quarter mile to the outskirts of the park and she wasn’t going to make it. 

Her charm bracelet shook too loudly against her cocoa skin. Her breath and her gait had increased too quickly. Her lithe frame placed all her fear on display.

Why didn’t she listen to her gut not to take the shortcut tonight? Said gut now performed unending shaky somersaults.

Maya knew those unsavory guys hanging around at the entrance would follow her in. They knew she knew this. And everyone in attendance knew she was now in trouble. 

Shit, Maya. We’re gonna die because you wanted to shave thirty seconds off your walk home. Stupid! 

One man she could handle. Had she paid attention in that self defense workshop last year, she might’ve been able to handle two. But the third malevolent wretch she’d not accounted for. And he currently blocked her only exit. She wrestled with the idea of leaving the path to head down the slope onto the dense woods. 

Ugh. Definitely not. 

Her body would not be found in a timely enough manner to ensure apprehending the perps. 

Sidenote to self, we gotta stop watching all those forensic crime show marathons.

Mr. Previously Unaccounted For made no attempts to move as she got closer.

“Shit.” Maya hoped that was not her out loud voice. The flickering light of the pathetic street light revealed the cocky uneven grin of the man not even six feet in front of her. He must have been hiding in the bushes. The smug laughter of all three men reached out as malevolent tentacles wrapping about her. She recoiled from the invisible assault. The sweat rolling down her back made her shiver. The heavy August night air sent goosebumps up and down her bare arms.

Again, foot steps landed too close behind her. Maya tried to still her breath and the blood pounding in her ears. She needed to figure out how close the last steps had come. Should she throw the first punch? Try to talk her way out of this? Or should she just charge the leader, hoping the element of surprise could buy her a few precious seconds? 

“Arghh!” The former and latter ideas combined haphazardly and she lunged. And she missed. Her reward was a fist connecting with her nose. The anesthetic the shock provided dissipated all too soon. The searing pain of crunching cartilage brought her back to the moment. 

“Mother fucker! My nose? Seriously?” Crimson ooze sputtered as it slid past her lips on its way down to her favorite shirt. She should have been humiliated, but her blood boiled instead. Her life and what little bit of vanity she possessed were at risk. 

Maya channeled all her rage as she let out a breath, turned and swung. And kicked. And swung some more. The fury allowed her to land a few punches. Only one of the cretins behind her now spoke several octaves higher rolling on the ground. He wouldn’t be raping anyone tonight. But... two still stood, ready for her. 

“Sorry ‘bout your nose, sweetie. It’s gonna be hard to breathe with my dick down your throat.” The lead jerk off. Gums where teeth should have been. His version of a smile. He stood a good two, three inches shorter than her, but quite stocky. “Ya look like a good little girl... do what I tell ya. Ya might live.” 

Might... sure. Shit.  

“Well, you look like a horrible little man. Leave me alone. Ya might not have your nut sac kicked into next week.” The likelihood of failure was high, but one way or another she’d take them down with her. 

Maya struggled to find something else to say and stall as an odd breeze fluttered by. And another. Yet, the trees didn’t move. The empty coffee cup near her sneaker sat motionless. Then another gust of air grazed across her bare neck. Jerk off number one went pale. No more cocky chatter from him. Why? No laughter from his partner behind her, either. Come to think of it, what happened to the one she’d caught right between the legs?

The crack of something once solid connected with a tree down the embankment, invading the silence. The leaves now shook from whatever had collided with their home. The same pattern repeated once more. Whoosh. Thwack. Rustle.

At this point Maya’s curiosity forced her head around. She found nothing. No one. Silence and stillness were the only attendees. Then she heard it. The faint sound of a car horn. Civilization still hovered within reach. So close. She’d just have to deal with the obstacle in front of her... and possibly the phantom in the wind.

Before she could face the thug once again—the same gust of wind, crash, and shaking happened. When she pivoted back, no thug, but a most familiar face greeted her. 

Him.

“Sin-clair? What... How did you...Where... What just happened?” She spun several times searching for the men. Now she understood the vicious cycle of dogs chasing their tails.

Dark brown eyes met her own hazel ones wrought with concern. 

Dressed only in a tight navy v neck t-shirt and jeans, he’d almost blend in with the crowd. But his sleek, built frame of a body moved too smoothly within a crowd. Like a stalker, or a hunter. His eyes detected every movement, calculating each move. Like a... predator.  

“Your nose. Here.” His soft-spoken tone and calm cadence glossed over the danger she’d just emerged from. Because of him. From his back pocket he retrieved a handkerchief. So old fashioned for a twenty something. 

Right... twenty something... but for how long had he been twenty something?

She didn’t move. She mimicked his own searching eyes. He got the once-over as though the information she sought would appear on his person. It did not. So, arms folded over her soiled favorite t-shirt, she waited. Hopefully he didn’t notice how often she’d swallowed down her bumbling nerves. The answer to any one of those questions seemed more pressing than her bloody nose. The blood had already began to congeal. She healed quickly. One could say it was a gift. 

“Maya, take it.”

Nothing.

His head tilted as a puppy trying to figure out its human. Sinclair’s eyes locked in on her own. As the moments stretched, his eyebrows knotted and unknotted. What was he doing? Whatever he’d been attempting, he failed. He couldn’t be sure how many times he’d rolled his eyes, before letting out what she knew was a totally unnecessary, but exasperated breath.

“Maya!”

Nothing.  Flailing the cloth like a toreador didn’t have the results he’d desired.

With another roll of his eyes, he conceded. “I follow you. On night’s you insist on heading home from the café this way... I... follow you.” Head bowed, dark eyes coyly connected with hers. A flash of his white teeth mixed with dimples she could jump into showed his playful side. Yes, he’d been caught and his cover blown, but she was safe. 

Taking the handkerchief, she gingerly cleaned herself up. “Thank you. So what happened to you tonight?” She waved the soiled cloth at him, which made him take a big step back. Once, she’d have thought it odd behavior. Now, it just confirmed wild thoughts. “You were late tonight, Prince Charming... but just in time, I guess. Thank you... again.”

His 5’10” to her 5’9” put them eye to eye. Whenever in proximity to one another the attraction was obvious. Once they started one of their stare offs, she stood mesmerized by him, oblivious to everything and everyone. This unfortunately included other customers. It was the reason she had been banned from serving him at the café. Sinclair still made sure to stop by in the evenings, which were her usual shift. 

The quiet soul possessed an ease and charm which swayed everyone—male and female. But once he fell within ten feet of Maya, he no longer presented as cool or calm and in control. He became uncoordinated, stilted, awkward... She could be his undoing. She didn’t fully comprehend the control she had over him. Right now they were alone, together. Tonight, he moved with more intention, focused. It made him even hotter. 

Standing staring at each other she became conscious of how deeply her chest rose and fell. Her mouth watered as if he held a massive slice of chocolate cake in his hand... Hell, he looked like dessert. Licking him across that flawless jawline...

Focus woman. We want answers, remember?

“Sinclair?”

“I, uh, got distracted.” His eyes now landed everywhere but over hers. He rubbed the nape of his neck to look anywhere but at her. “I... ran into an old friend.”

She didn’t know where the bravado came from for her comment. Blame it on the adrenaline still surging in her veins. 

“Needed to slake your thirst first?” 

He ceased all movement. A child caught with the cookie in his mouth, as if his mother wouldn’t see the puffed cheeks. Caught again.

Closing the gap between them, Maya could see his eyes sparkle in the dim light as hers did. She could also tell how he now held his breath as she drew nearer. 

“It’s
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