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Satan’s Touch

Suzzana C Ryan

Inside every man dwells the Devil, and only the right woman can release his hell.

Jackson Renege, vampire.

Jackson hated the smell of cedar and the softness of velvet against his skin. To him, it reeked of death. He dreamt of the sun, the warm waters of the Caribbean, and the kiss of a woman’s hot, supple lips. 

Jackson Renege dreamt of the same scenario over and over again, except his dreams came during daylight. 

He owned the night, or rather, the night owned him. Jackson wasn’t human anymore; he was a member of the undead, a vampire.

Immortality wasn’t his choice. It never is.

He abhorred the flames of the underworld, which had scared his face. He despised the creature that ruled the fire and vowed one day to destroy him. He would get his revenge, and Crackas would pay. He was the Devil and had cursed him, making him immortal and a vampire. He loathed, spending the light of day in a casket.

As Jackson lay in his satin prison, he dreamt of revenge.

He also craved love, but in all his immortal years, he had never found a woman he wanted until Lucia Pizarro. 

He had to have her, and once he had her, she would experience Satin’s touch. 

She would belong to him.

She would have no choice.

Satan’s Touch opens up the second book of The Vampire Memoirs series.
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A Vampire’s Dream

1886 NYC



The night was his playground, a canvas upon which he painted his desires and vengeance. As Jackson’s mind traversed the cobwebs of his memories, he encountered the shadows of his past victims and the screams that echoed in the recesses of his mind. Yet, amid the cacophony, the vision of a beautiful, innocent young woman who stood out like a beacon, her beauty and grace drawing him like a moth to a flame.

She was different, pure, her soul untainted by the darkness that enveloped his own. Her innocence was a stark contrast to the demonic presence that ruled his existence. Jackson’s heart ached with longing, a desire to possess her, to make her his, to feel her heartbeat entangled with his cold, undead essence.

Night after night, he dreamed of her as he rested in his silk prison and watched her from the shadows, mesmerized by her every movement, the way she laughed, the way her eyes sparkled with life—everything he had lost. 

She was the light in his perpetual darkness, and he vowed to show her the world through his immortal eyes and to plunge her into the depths of his nocturnal realm.

As the days turned to nights, his obsession grew, becoming a hunger that could not be satiated by mere mortal blood. She would be his salvation, the one to break the chains that bound him to this cursed existence. But first, he had to find her and win her heart, a task more daunting than any battle he had faced in his centuries of undead life.

The dream never stopped. He saw her, knowing he could never have her.

He was dead and evil. She was alive and filled with goodness. 

Why would she love him? 

Jackson was convinced he would never find peace, love, or happiness. 

Somehow, he would find the vampire who cursed him and put an end to him. Crackas was the vampire who drained him of all his blood and took his human life. With immortality came the end of his dream of ever finding love. 

Vampires don’t fall in love. 

Or so the legend says.
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The Awakening


Jackson opened his eyes to darkness and the smell of cedar. How he hated the smell to his acute sense of smell, the order was one of death. 

He moved to the right, pinning his broad shoulder to the hard wooden sarcophagus, waiting for the right time to push the hood open and emerge. He could smell the daylight disappearing and the odor of the night closing in on the day. 

In the beginning, he found it hard to wait for the sun to set, allowing him to emerge and hunt. 

It was a glorious time.

The air was stiff and clean, ready for him to meet up with the others. The nightlife was joyous in New York City, and blood was plentiful. 

So was the sex.

Jackson pushed open the coffin and quickly stood, straightening out his black overcoat and trousers. A floor-length mirror was before him, and he grinned as he inspected his image. The figure that faced him was flawless. 

He was tall and muscular, with thick, dark, wavy brown hair, an aquiline nose, and a squared-off jawline. His eyes were golden, but when he was thirsty and sexually heightened, they were ruby red and frightening. However, Jackson’s fangs were his far more deadly feature, and when he was ready to feed, they became enhanced and were huge.

He ran his fingers through his hair, smoothing it back as he made his way to the window. The curtains were drawn, but a sliver of moonlight seeped through, casting a pale blue hue across the room. Jackson inhaled deeply, savoring the cool night air that flowed in from a tiny crack in the frame. The city beckoned him with its bustling streets, the laughter of revelers, and the scent of fresh prey.

Tonight, he would immerse himself in the pleasures of the night and satisfy his thirst. He could already hear the distant sounds of carriages and the murmur of voices drifting up from the street below. The anticipation was electrifying.

With a swift and silent grace, Jackson moved toward the door. His senses were heightened, and every sound and scent was amplified in the room’s stillness. He could feel the pulse of the city, the heartbeat of its inhabitants, calling to him.

As he stepped out into the corridor, the flickering newly electrified lamps cast long shadows on the walls, creating a dance of light and darkness. Jackson’s footsteps were inaudible, an elegant predator ready to hunt. He descended the staircase, the velvet carpet muffling his steps, until he reached the grand foyer, where a pair of ornate double doors awaited him.

Pushing them open, Jackson found himself enveloped in the night, the cool air invigorating his senses. New York City, a city of lights and decadence, spread out before him, a playground for his nocturnal desires. He smiled, baring his fangs slightly, eager to lose himself in the intoxicating embrace of the city’s nightlife.

Jackson was ready to party. He
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