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“A
must-read!” ~RT Reviews TOP PICK on Passion Bites

 


“Packed with charm and
humor” ~Amazon 5-star review on Hunt
Mates

 


Vampire Vignettes

 


Vignette: a short,
delicately memorable scene.

 


Short. Scintillating. First, exciting meets
between an apex master vampire and the human woman who lights his
life for the first time in centuries. Each story features a vampire
master of the city and the woman who charms (or fights or snarks)
her way into his life.

 


Chicago’s Chosen

 


I'm Adele, a human new to Chicago. Tottering
on the brink of bankruptcy, I desperately need a job with Knight
Industries, owned by rich vampire and city master Damien Knight. So
when a not-quite-aboveboard invite for a party at Knight’s place
comes from my best friend, I jump on it.

At the party, a dark, mysterious vampire
catches me in a fib, making my stomach flip. He’s about to throw me
out, but with nothing to lose I steel my nerves and ask him for a
tour of Knight’s business first. To my utter shock, he agrees and
takes me away from the noise of the party. On the plus side, I'll
get to see KI and maybe learn enough to get my coveted job. On the
minus, I'm all alone with a dangerous predator, and he’s looking
intently at my neck…

And when I find out who my tour guide really
is, it leads to a whole lot more than I bargained for…
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 Chapter
One

My best friend once said I don’t have the
fashion sense God gave a turnip. She was proven right as the
stiffly proper butler eyed me like I wore a burlap sack. My face
heated.

“Your invitation.” Butler Guy guarded the
majestic mansion’s double doors of the city’s most powerful
vampire.

The Master of Chicago, Damien Knight.

“Your invitation,” the butler said again,
glaring down his nose at me. Points for having the perfect haughty
nose to make it work.

I had an invitation…just not one I could whip
out as proof.

“Be my plus one, Adele,” Taunee had said.
“Hubby’s deployed overseas. I’ll be all alone.” Taunee Markham was
sweet, cheerful, and sailed through life as everything fell into
place for her. She was my best friend and I loved her like a
sister.

“Okay. When?”

“Next week. The Grandmaster’s Ball,” she
added if she were discussing toothpaste.

I dropped my phone. The bash was legendary.
The cream of Chicago vied for the opportunity to attend. Taunee got
to go because she was one of the hundred or so lucky humans living
in Knight’s palace with him and his hand-picked vampire
lieutenants. But little ol’ me, self-employed web developer and new
to the area?

Once my head stopped spinning, I picked up
the phone.

“Taunee, I can’t. I have a project due that
day.” I liked making people happy, so it was hard for me to say no,
especially to my best friend. But my pittance of an income
supported our household. “No project, no pay. No pay, no eat.”

“Aren’t you always saying you want to scope
the place out? This is your chance. C’mon, Adele. Please come.
Pleeease?”

Problem was, Taunee knew all my weak spots,
and Knight was a big one. He ran an exclusive, rich business out of
his home. If I could snag Knight Industries as a client, my
household wouldn’t always be teetering on the brink of bankruptcy.
Seeing Knight’s layout would help me make the pitch.

“Well… It’ll probably take a miracle, but
I’ll try.”

The question hadn’t been whether I’d regret
it, but how much. Still, I’d at least expected to get in the door
before things got to the crash-and-burn stage.

Behind me, an older gentleman harrumphed. A
line of gorgeously decked-out elite stretched behind him, their
glowers burning spots between my shoulder blades.

“If you don’t have an invitation…” The butler
left the rest to my imagination. Being boiled in polishing oil or
impalement by pointed stare were high on the list.

Time to slink off in defeat?

Yeah, not happening. I groaned. “Oh, man. I
knew I’d never get in. You know the people
you waved through a few minutes ago, the ZellisX Group?” The
richest rich got to bring their whole C-suite on a single invite.
While I’d been in line, I’d seen the ZellisX folks admitted, two
dozen strong.

“So?” Butler Guy pursed his lips, but he was
listening.

“So, I’m with them, but I forgot my handbag
in the limo.” I didn’t have one, actually, my phone and bus pass
tucked inside my rental’s oh-so-chic foot-wide sash. “I told Mr. Zellis I’d need the invitation to get back
in.”

“Well—”

“But he said that you’d remember me.”

The butler’s cheeks darkened.

I don’t like lying to get my way, but Taunee
was waiting for me inside. Besides, this little fib wouldn’t do any
harm. Butler Guy’s job was to keep out the riffraff.

I wasn’t riffraff, just cash impaired. At
least that was what I told myself.

Sighing, I raised a yielding hand. “You’re
just doing your job.” I turned away, letting my shoulders
slump.

Now, he’d either relent or I’d have to start
the long trip home. I wondered if I could get the deposit back on
my gown.

“Ma’am, wait.”

I paused, heart beating faster.

“I do remember you…or at least your party.
You may enter.”

My relief lit my smile as I turned to him.
“Thank you. You won’t regret this,” I promised as I stepped past
him and over the threshold.

Into a fairytale.

The vast foyer was awash in wealth. Dramatic
three-story entryway. Marble floor polished to a mirror gloss.
Walls clothed in silk. Gorgeous artwork, a single piece of which
could’ve supported my master’s little household for a year. They’d
cleared a whole block in the downtown Gold Coast neighborhood to
build it. The tax bill alone would’ve eaten anyone else alive. Not
the Chicago grandmaster.

Waitstaff in spiffy black and white
circulated like honeybees. One swept down on me with a tray of
cut-crystal flutes. I lifted a glass, my excitement as effervescent
as the pale gold champagne.

I was here. I was in Damien Knight’s
palace.

The beat of rock music thumped to my right,
strains of a waltz floating from my left. Nestled between twin
sweeping staircases was a horseshoe host table draped in
midnight-blue velvet.

Glass in hand, I floated toward the
table.

“Welcome.” A silver-clad woman behind the
table nodded at me. “Club party that way, ballroom dancing that
way. Tours start upstairs.” She indicated directions like a flight
attendant, tapping two practiced fingers in the air. “Knight
Industries tour on the hour.”

KI tour?

My heart thumped faster. Knight was insanely
protective of his place. He rarely opened the business floors to
outsiders—his home, never. In the time Taunee had lived here, I’d
never even visited.

Taunee or tour? A
brief scan showed she wasn’t here. Though she was a lovely person,
being on time wasn’t one of her strengths. Realistically speaking,
I probably had half an hour before she showed up.

A tour was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity
that could help me land a job with Knight Industries, which paid
ridiculous amounts of money. Every time anything remotely suitable
came up, I sent in my resume with a link to my website. Gotta brand
these days. I’d never made it past the phone interview, as they
only hired the best of the best. But even a sub-contractor slot
would be lucrative.

A tour would give me a leg up either way.

Tour it is. I
skipped up one of the curved staircases. The air on the nearly
empty stairs was refreshingly cool after the packed foyer. I lifted
my long skirt and ran up the last of the steps, enjoying the swish
of artificial silk against my bare legs.

I might even catch sight of the elusive
Damien Knight himself.

An extra little thrill went through me. As
master of Chicago, you might think his face would be burned into
every citizen’s consciousness. But besides me being new to the
city, Damien Knight was more reclusive than an aloof Hollywood
star. Maybe a survival mechanism. Centuries of the masquerade,
hiding to stay off human radar, had made most vampires good at
hiding in plain sight.

I reached the top of the stairs with an
exhilarated hop onto the landing.

There, I was hit by a sense of foreboding so
intense I froze.

Breathing fast, I twitched my gaze around the
landing. Immaculate red carpet swept the large area between the
tops of the staircases. To my left was a set of double doors. To my
right was an overlook into the foyer, barricaded by a half
wall.

Standing beside it was a man.

At first, I only saw his gleaming black dress
shoes, pointed at me.

Cautiously, I lifted my gaze.

Shadows seemed to wrap around him despite the
brightly lit foyer below.

Or maybe it was his severe dress. Black
formal trousers with razor-sharp crease, black cutaway jacket
revealing an absolutely flat, hard stomach beneath a dazzling white
shirt. Massive chest framed by satin lapels. Perfect white tie. A
tuxedo cut to emphasize his potent masculinity.

My heart beat faster as my gaze went
higher.

A jaw like a cliff. A face that was all
sharp, dramatic angles, the kind that demand you run your fingers
over them to see how deep they cut.

Huge. Six and a half feet, minimum. And his
eyes…

Dark, brilliant. Piercing.

Hard on me.

My heartbeat stuttered.

Men can be large and handsome, but only one
kind of being is that huge, that utterly superb.

A vampire.

I swallowed a big lump of instinctive fear,
my heart beginning to race. All vampires are dangerous, even the
good guys.

Good-guy vampires. Yeah, even though our
fanged kin have been Unmasked for years, that sounds strange.

Turns out, suckers aren’t all evil. They’re
aligned exactly as they were as humans, but supersized.

They do all drink blood. Good guys only drink
a little, though, and they ask first. Bad guys will drain a human
dry
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