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About The Second Trinity

The bonding has begun…

Ancient prophecies shared amongst vampires, elves and other ancient races foretell the coming of the Grimoré, the forming of trinities…and those who will lead them, and all the races, to victory.

The trinities are bound by sex and sealed by blood.  The binding changes each participant in subtle and permanent ways, giving them gifts and talents to face the threat of the Grimoré.

In one special edition, the second three trinities in the Destiny’s Trinities series are collected and presented in print and ebook:

Cora’s Secret
Not all secrets are worth keeping…

Zoe’s Blockade
The impossible just might be possible when trinities are forming….

Octavia’s War
This is not Octavia’s war.

Warning:  These stories feature two super hot alpha heroes, multiple sex scenes, including anal sex, MM sexual play, and MMF sex.  Do not read this book if frank sexual language and sex scenes offend you.
No non-humans were harmed except for large numbers of Grimoré, who died with satisfactory squeals…

This book is part of the Destiny’s Trinities series:
Book 1.0:  Beth’s Acceptance
Book 2.0:  Mia’s Return
Book 3.0:  Sera’s Gift
Book 3.5:  The First Trinity – Novellas 1-3
Book 4.0:  Cora’s Secret
Book 5.0:  Zoe’s Blockade
Book 6.0:  Octavia’s War 
Book 6.5:  The Second Trinity – Novellas 4-6
Book 7.0:  Terra's Victory

A Vampire Ménage Urban Fantasy Romance


 


Praise for The Destiny’s Trinities Series

Amazon Bestseller, Fantasy Anthologies
Amazon Australia #1 Bestseller, SF&F Anthologies

…a dark and delightfully erotic new series that sizzles in passion and crackles in danger.

…a mystified world filled with paranormal evil and danger that is absolutely riveting…

…the sensual world filled with danger, suspense, passion and a few secrets that all work in perfect harmony for a captivating story…
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About Cora’s Secret

Not all secrets are worth keeping…

Coralee Tate has a secret.  Keeping it means living alone, separated from everyone she cares about, so that no one will ever learn the truth.  It also means keeping her distance from Rhys Wisherd, the Erie County sheriff, no matter how much she likes him.

Rhys knows that someone or something bad is stalking the people of his county, but he can’t put his finger on the culprit—not until two strangers arrive in town.  The first is a tall blond man called Luke who doesn’t think Rhys is paranoid.

The second stranger has a magnetic compulsion that draws both Rhys and Cora into his sphere of influence.  Aithan Smith has dark secrets of his own that would normally force him to keep his distance but this time, with these two, he finds he can’t.

The bonding has begun….

Warning:  This short MMF vampire romance features two super-hot alpha heroes, multiple sex scenes, including anal sex, MM sexual play, and MMF sex.  Do not read this book if frank sexual language and sex scenes offend you.
No non-humans were harmed except for large numbers of Grimoré, who died with satisfactory squeals…

This book is part of the Destiny’s Trinities series:
Book 1.0:  Beth’s Acceptance
Book 2.0:  Mia’s Return
Book 3.0:  Sera’s Gift
Book 3.5:  The First Trinity – Novellas 1-3
Book 4.0:  Cora’s Secret
Book 5.0:  Zoe’s Blockade
Book 6.0:  Octavia’s War 
Book 6.5:  The Second Trinity – Novellas 4-6
Book 7.0:  Terra's Victory

A Vampire Ménage Urban Fantasy Romance


 


Praise for Cora’s Secret

All Romance eBooks Bestseller

I literally stayed up until the early morning hours to finish the book because I couldn't put it down.

You can’t help but get caught up in the forces pulling at these three people and drawing them together.

Sexy, dramatic and dangerous an explosive hot vampire read.

Tracy does a great job of making us fall in love with the characters in a short amount of time. Rhys, Cora and Aithan make a great trinity and I really enjoyed getting to know them.

I dare you to read just one [in this series].

You will enjoy the chemistry, mystery, things that go bump in the night, and chemistry – yeah, I listed chemistry first AND last – for a reason.



Chapter One

Lindal rested his head against the glass of the door that led onto their rooftop balcony and pressed his hand against his chest. His heart was pounding like he had run for miles at full speed, but for the last two weeks he hadn’t done anything more active than pick up a book.

It felt like months, not weeks. Beth and Zack wouldn’t let him do anything energetic at all.

He shifted his head against the cool glass. It was raining outside, a late summer thunderstorm. September, already. He yearned to step out into the rain.

“You okay?” Zack asked, behind him. He had phrased the question to make it sound like a casual enquiry, but Lindal could almost feel the worry behind it.

“I’m fine,” he said shortly.

“It’s late. Beth’s gone to bed already. Maybe—”

“I said I’m fine.”

Beth moved into the room, trailing silk and lace, a frown marring the perfection of her face. “I can feel you two getting wound up. What’s happening?”

For the first time in his life, Lindal resented the mental linking that was a part of their bond. It felt restrictive, like too-tight clothing. He couldn’t breathe. “I wish,” he said and sipped at the air, pressing his hand against his chest even harder to relieve the ache, “that you would both just back off and let me be.”

He pushed the door open and the sound of the torrential rain leapt to a thunderous downpour, thrumming against the roof-top.

“Luke!” Beth called anxiously as he stepped out onto the balcony and into the rain. It wasn’t often she dropped back to using his human name. When she did it was usually because she was pissed at him.

This time, he didn’t care. He sloshed over to the edge of the balcony, the water squelching through his bare toes. As he went, he pulled his shirt open. At the railing he lifted his head up and leaned back to let the water pound against his chest.

He could feel his skin relaxing. Even the almost constant ache from the crazy-quilt of scarring and stitches across his chest and stomach eased. He let out his breath, letting everything go.

There was still a tightness in the middle of his chest that the rain didn’t erase. But out here, he could think. He could deal with it.

* * * * *

The thunder shower had passed on and the water had drained away by the time he stepped back inside, shut and locked the door behind him.

The living room was empty. Three big towels were folded up and sitting on the arm of the chair closest to the door. The towels were silent support. They were leaving him alone as he had asked. This was the flipside of the bonding. Almost perfect empathy meant that often, none of them had to explain to either of the other two. They already knew and understood.

Lindal dropped one of the towels to the floor and stood on it while he stripped his sodden clothing off. Then he used the other two to dry off.

The apartment was silent and still. His heart squeezed and guilt touched him. He wrapped the driest towel around his hips and moved around the counter into the kitchen. Now he had settled the problem that had been gnawing at him, he was hungry. It was one of the few times he could remember having an appetite since he had woken after the vampeen attack and found Zack sitting next to him, trying not to cry.

He sighed and looked in the fridge, hoping for inspiration. There was a chef’s salad from Orinoco’s, the deli on the corner of the block. He fished a fork out of the dishwasher and starting eating straight from the carton.

He was nearly done when Zack walked into the room.

“Is Beth okay?” Lindal asked.

“It took her a long while to fall asleep,” Zack said, his voice tight.

Lindal put the salad on the counter, abruptly disinterested in eating.

Zack picked up the carton, took the fork from his hand and began to eat in big, wolfing mouthfuls. He only ate like that when he was stressed.

“I guess I worried you, too.”

Zack shrugged, not meeting his eyes.

Lindal dropped his gaze to the tiles under his feet. “Zack…” This was exactly as difficult to do as he had guessed it would be. He forced the words out. “I have to leave for a while.” Then he lifted his head to see how Zack reacted.

Zack had stopped eating. He was looking at him, the predator stare that meant he was thinking hard. He put the carton on the counter. Slowly. “You need time alone,” he said flatly. “Without us.”

That hurt, as Zack had meant it to. Lindal let the petty pain disperse before he spoke again, because he didn’t want it driving his reaction. “I don’t know what I need,” he said. “But I do know I can’t find it here.”

Zack’s jaw was tense. He leaned back against the counter with his arms crossed, fury radiating from every tense line of his body. “We’re not enough.”

“No, that’s not it.” Lindal took a step forward, the need to emphasize how wrong Zack was driving him into movement, bringing him closer. “I don’t want to leave. I don’t want to go away at all, but it’s here, inside me.” He caught at his chest. “Something is compelling me. I don’t know what it is. I only know I have to leave. I have to go. North.”

“North?” Zack looked at him oddly. “What the fuck is north of here?”

“I don’t know,” Lindal said. “I don’t even know why I have to go. I only know that I must.”

“Must,” Zack repeated woodenly. He was back to wearing the sullen expression once more.

Lindal reached for him, half expecting Zack would shrug him off. But when he held his face in his hands, Zack closed his eyes. “I can’t explain this,” Lindal told him. “But I really need you to believe that I’m not leaving you. Either of you. I have to do this and I’m doing it under protest.”

Zack opened his eyes. “It doesn’t make sense.” His voice was harsh. “The trinities are formed, the Grimoré are here, the war is winding up for the big finish—eight months and it’s all over. And now you want to head off north, like a migrating goose. Why now?”

Lindal let him go. “I don’t know why. I won’t until I go there. Wherever there is.”

Zack shook his head.

“It’s not me doing this!” Lindal cried, then drew in a breath, trying to reach for calm. He’d wake Beth if he didn’t hold it together. “I don’t want to go,” he added, his voice lower.

“Then don’t.” Zack shrugged.

“Will you tell Beth for me?”

“You’re leaving now?”

Lindal gripped the edge of the counter. He had failed so far to make Zack understand the driving thing inside him, making him uneasy, almost sick with the need to leave, to head north. If he couldn’t explain that, then Zack would never understand that whatever it was that was pushing him into doing this, it was also making it imperative that he go now.

Zack gave a low, short laugh, filled with derision. “If you’re fucking off right now, then you can tell her yourself, coward.”

“He doesn’t have to,” Beth said from the doorway.

Lindal’s heart sank. He looked at her. She was standing in the door, still wearing the silk and lace thing that outlined her curves so agreeably, but her cheeks were wet with tears.

She looked at Zack. “He’s not a coward,” she said softly. “You know that better than anyone.”

Zack swallowed, then shook his head. “You’re right. He’s not. But that doesn’t make any difference. Nothing we say will. He’s leaving.”

“He’ll be back,” she said. “The bonding won’t leave him out there for long. The power of the trinities is what will let us win against the Grimoré. Lindal will be back.” Her smile was tremulous, like she didn’t believe her own words.

Lindal held out his hands. “Please. Please…let me kiss you before I leave,” he whispered. “Both of you. I won’t be able to do this if you don’t let me go.”

Beth floated into the kitchen, all silk and red tresses. She pressed herself up against him and her lips brushed his cheek. “Be safe,” she whispered and kissed him. Her body was hot against his, separated by thin silk. Her lips were soft and her scent enveloped him. Lindal held her tightly and devoured her mouth, wondering when he would get to do this again.

He didn’t want to let her go, but Beth stepped back, out of his arms. Her eyes were glittering with more tears.

Lindal looked at Zack. His arms were still crossed. The anger was muted now. Instead, Lindal could see the misery in his eyes that he was trying to hide from both of them.

He unfolded Zack’s arms by tugging on his wrist, pulling him closer. “When you fight, make sure you’re on Beth’s left side, instead of the right, like you would normally.”

Zack nodded, not meeting his gaze.

“If you’re on the left, it will feel odd because you’re not used to it. You won’t make the mistake of thinking I’m there. You won’t leave her flank unguarded.”

Zack made a choking sound and threw his arm around Lindal’s neck. “I don’t think I can do this…” he whispered. The strength in his grip was almost overwhelming.

“Breathe,” Lindal murmured. “That’s all I’m doing.”

Zack’s lips touched his cheek, then pressed against his mouth. Hard. Then he was gone. Vampire speed. He moved around Beth and out of the kitchen.

Beth pressed her hands together. “Do you need help packing?”

Lindal shook his head. “I’m not taking much at all.” It didn’t feel right to haul luggage with him. If he had to follow this compulsion—and it did feel like he had no choice—then he would follow it exactly.

Beth gave him a small smile. “I’m going to find Zack,” she said softly.

“Hold him for me,” Lindal said and watched her leave. Then he dug the heels of his hands into his eyes, clearing his vision of tears.

 


Chapter Two

“Oh, this blue here…this is such a pretty color!” Mandy said, tapping her long, manicured fingernail against the little square of paint sample that laid almost directly beneath Cora’s elbow. “Is that…?” She picked up the sample card to read the tiny print beneath. “Robin’s Nest Blue,” she said and wrinkled her nose. “Where do they come up with the names for them?”

Cora smiled. “It makes them sound more exotic, I suppose. You could call it medium blue, but I don’t think you’d sell many cans of it. If it was called, say, Gerard Butler’s Eyes, you’d sell a bushel of them.” A pair of blue eyes, more familiar than Gerard Butler’s, flipped into her memory. Blue eyes, square jaw… She reached for the sample cards spread across the lunchroom table, straightening them up and stacking them, annoyed at herself.

Mandy giggled. “I’d buy it, if that was what it was called. Your spare room is going to look great when you’re done. I’d love to see it.”

“I was aiming to have you over for coffee and cake, once I finished,” Cora said. She glanced at the clock on the wall and stood up, stuffing the samples into her purse. “I’m due back on the floor.” She pulled her croupier vest straight. “Now, you watch those drunks tonight, if you’re on the cheap tables. They’re powerful mean on Saturdays, after drinking all day.”

“I know it,” Mandy said with a sigh. “I’ll see you later.”

Cora went through to the locker room and put her bag and her empty lunch bag in her locker and pocketed the key. She looked at her reflection in the mirror, checking to see her lipstick was good and her hair respectable, then walked through the service corridors and stepped out onto the gaming floor of the casino. It was just after five in the afternoon. She only had another five hours to go and was privately thankful. The late shift on a Saturday nearly always presented a challenge of some sort. An insistent drunk, an unhappy gambler, cheaters who thought they’d never get caught, card counters, card sharps, tourists, the underage…everyone hit the tables on a Saturday night, when the high numbers meant security was stretched and croupiers had to develop eyes in the back of their heads so they could help security stay on top of things.

The cheap tables, those with a minimum bet of a dollar, were crowded and noisy and Cora slipped between them, heading for the heavy tables on the other side of the room, where her assigned table was.

As she passed the last table, something rippled across her consciousness and she came to an abrupt halt. The man behind her almost cannoned into her and apologized profusely. Canadian, she automatically catalogued as he stepped around her. There were a lot of Canadians who cruised across the lake, usually from Port Rowan, to take in a little gambling. Or they drove down the coastline from the Fort Erie Bridge and Buffalo.

She was trying to pretend she hadn’t felt that touch of coldness, distracting herself by thinking about Canadians and the casino’s clientele instead. Ducking it….

So she turned slowly on her heel, letting her gaze sweep over the cheap tables and the packed-in gamblers, looking for what had triggered the mental alert.

There. There he was.

He looked like a normal man. A really good-looking normal man in his mid-thirties, with short, black hair and the scruffy two days’ worth of growth most men seemed to favor these days. His features were Mediterranean—olive skin and white teeth and extreme sexiness.

He was watching her. His eyes were the same pitch black as his hair.

She walked over to where he was standing. He wasn’t even trying to pretend to be interested in the table he was standing next to. He was watching her with unblinking steadiness, already marking himself as different, as not right. He was careless.

Cora grabbed his arm just above the elbow, gripping through the leather sleeve of his jacket. “Come with me,” she said quietly.

The fact that he turned and let her lead him away from the tables proved that she was right about him. A normal human would have protested, demanding to know what was wrong, why she wanted them to leave.

She gripped harder, letting her fingers dig in, as her anger built.

“If you take me through the service corridors, people will notice,” he said.

“If I do what I’m going to do to you out in the public areas, people will really notice.” She shoved the swing door open with the flat of her hand. “Get in there.” She pushed him through and he staggered, but stayed on his feet. She kept herding him forward, her hands on his shoulders, through the short corridor to the fire escape doors at the other end.

She opened the door with her security pass while hanging on to his sleeve, even though he was making no attempt to fight back. She wasn’t going to give him any chance to cut out on her until they had spoken.

The staff parking lot was only half-full. Bright sunlight made her throw her arm up until her eyes adjusted. She hauled him out and shoved until he staggered once more. He ended up against the shift manager’s Dodge. He looked at her without emotion. “I was minding my own business,” he pointed out.

“In my casino. You’re hunting for your next victim! How dare you!” She pointed toward the long causeway that connected the island the casino sat on with the mainland. “Start walking, asshole.”

“I wasn’t hunting,” he said, his dark-eyed gaze steady.

“Bullshit. Creatures like you are always hunting. It’s what defines you.” She stepped closer to it. “What are you, anyway?”

“Can’t you tell?” he asked quietly. “You spotted me instantly. You felt me. That should tell you everything.”

“It tells me you’re not human. That’s all I need to know.” She pointed toward the causeway road once more. “You don’t just leave the island, you leave town. You don’t come back. You don’t feed while you’re in Erie. You don’t stop until you reach the next state. I don’t want you anywhere inside Pennsylvania come tomorrow.”

“What, no one but you gets to live in Erie, Pennsylvania?”

“That’s right.”

He stared at her, like he was reassessing her. “Supernaturals are taking over this town. They have been for weeks. Are you blind?”

“I can see you just fine. Just like anyone else I find here, I’m giving you your marching orders.”

He seemed puzzled. “You don’t feel it, do you?”

Her heart jumped. “Feel what?” Why on earth was she even letting him string her along like this? She should toss him in the water and get back to work. She had to do it quickly. They would come looking for her soon. She was already late reporting back to her table and her pit boss for the night, Kruger, would have security scouting for her if she was more than a couple of minutes late.

“I felt it even before I saw you,” he said. “For two days I’ve been heading here, even though I was settled in Cleveland. I didn’t understand it, but I came anyway. Now I understand.”

“You’re not making a lick of sense. Are you trying to delay leaving?”

“Yes.” His gaze was the same steady, patient one. “I’m waiting for you to feel it.”

“Feel what?” Irritation flared. This was ridiculous.

But in her heart, she knew it wasn’t. It hadn’t been the sense of cold that had halted her in the middle of the gaming room floor. She had only felt that afterward. It was something else. It was a sense of inevitability….

“You can feel it,” he said slowly. “You’re just in full denial. Is that why no other supernatural can live in your town? Are you denying that, too? Pretending you’re hu—”

She didn’t let him get the rest out. It wasn’t planned. She didn’t make a decision. She just launched herself at him, a growl locked in her throat and fury driving her.

She had enough strength to knock him almost off his feet. She grabbed the shoulder of his jacket and let her momentum spin her around behind him as he staggered once more. She kept pulling, throwing him out into the middle of the parking lot. He was a lot stronger and faster than he should be. He stayed on his feet, his hands out for balance and leaning forward.

But when she hit him from behind, his already precarious balance fled. He slid forward, his hands skidding along the tarmac and she heard him hiss in pain. Then his breath whooshed out of him as his full length landed heavily. She stood over him and turned him so he was on his back, then dropped to her knees, pinning his arms down with them.

Her first punch slammed his jaw to one side.

He shook his head to clear it, just like a human would. That incensed her even more. Trying to be human? This thing? She hit him again. And again.

Then she was hitting him repeatedly, her anger venting itself with every blow.

He shifted his weight under her and wrenched his arms out from under her knees. She heard leather tear.

His hands were around her waist. He was lifting her.

“No!” she cried and tried to swing her fist past his arm. Instead, her knuckles hit his shoulder. She felt the soft give of muscles beneath. As he sat up, bringing her up with him, she redoubled her efforts. She wanted him to hurt. She wanted him wounded. But most of all, she wanted him to shut up and go away. If beating him to a pulp would do it, then good.

But his reach was longer than hers. He plopped her onto his knees like she was a toddler and pulled his head back out of the way as she took another swipe at him. “Don’t,” he said mildly.

“Stop me.”

“I just did.”

She swung at him again.

This time he didn’t duck. Instead, he pulled her up against him and her elbow thumped up against the meaty part of his upper arm.

His lips pressed against hers.

The action was so shocking that for a second or two, Cora’s mind blanked out. Pleasure swamped her. It had been too long since she had felt this heated response to a man’s kiss. But this rich depth of pleasure was different. New.

Cora tore herself away from him, stumbling across the tarmac, her breath ragged and her heart trying to burst through her chest. She came to a halt up against the same Dodge, her hand splayed against the side window for balance.

He moved up behind her. “Hey…”

“No!” She pushed herself upright and turned to look at him. “Don’t say anything. Just leave. Get out of town. I have no intention of listening to anything you might think you have to say.”

Then she spun and raced for the door, fumbling for her pass card. Without looking, she knew he was watching her every step.

* * * * *

It took long minutes for her to shrug off what had happened and fully concentrate on dealing. Kruger watched her relentlessly. She was good at her job. Her hands did most of the work without her having to think about it. Which was a problem, for when her mind settled into the dangerous idle mode, she starting thinking all over again about what had happened with him…it….

Finally, she deliberately called up the details of the current renovation project in her townhouse. Colors, accessories, trimmings. The drapes she intended to make. Denim? Or sheers? Or Roman blinds?

It kept Kruger off her back and the customers happy for the next couple of hours…until Sheriff Wisherd turned up.

* * * * *

Rhys Wisherd watched through the diner windows as the tall blond man got out of the black Audi with the New York plates and stretched hard. If he’d driven all the way up from Manhattan, then he had reason to stretch. That also explained why he had pulled up in front of the diner. It was highly visible from the I90 and yanked in a lot of transient customers.

Rhys ate here because the food was good and the prices even better. It also let him keep tabs on new arrivals, passers-through and other potential sources of trouble. As the county sheriff, he liked to stay on top of who was floating around his town. Erie wasn’t a big place, but lately, it had acquired some big city problems.

He couldn’t figure out if this guy was potential trouble or not. He was travelling alone, which wasn’t unusual, but did put him into an interesting category.

Rhys finished his second cup of coffee as the guy locked the car and headed for the front doors of the diner. The guy stepped off the sidewalk to let a couple of women get through without brushing up against the bumpers of the cars pulled up in front of the diner.

A polite fellow then.

He also seemed to be a healthy one. It was a hot day, especially for September, and he was wearing a short-sleeved and collared tee shirt, open at the front. His arms seemed to…well, glow. So did his face and his blond hair. He was in such peak condition it was radiating from him.

Rhys recalled that it had been months since he’d hit the gym. He looked down at the remains of the bacon, hash browns and eggs he’d had for his early dinner and grimaced. He was a long way away from the sort of health that would make him glow.

He looked up from the plate as the man came inside, sized the room up in one sweep, then moved over to the counter and settled on one of the row of empty stools there. Most people took booths and Rhys was usually the only one eating at the counter. But he was usually the only one eating alone.

The blond man glanced at him and gave him a short nod. His eyes were blue, like Rhys’, but deeper. Then he picked up the menu that laid in front of him and studied it.

Rhys thought the guy was possibly taller than him. His shoulders were solid, matching his overall health and proving that he exercised. There was a serious amount of muscle there and none of it was steroid-induced excess. He worked his muscles hard and built them the honest way.

All in all, the guy looked harmless. He was probably passing through town like most strangers pulling into the diner were. But Rhys found himself studying him even more closely. There was something about him that was interesting. He didn’t know what it was yet. It wasn’t like his cop’s instincts were jumping. The man gave off no negative signals at all. But Rhys couldn’t look away.

The man looked up from the menu and around, almost like he could feel Rhys staring at him. Their gazes met and the man’s eyes narrowed. Not in anger or suspicion, but puzzlement.

Rhys got to his feet and moved down the counter to where the man was sitting. He leaned against the counter. “It’s a knock-out day, isn’t it? Good for travelling.”

“It is,” the man agreed coolly.

Up this close, he really did seem to glow. It came from his skin, like the luster inside oyster shells.

“You heading through?” Rhys asked.

The man put down the menu and turned to face him directly. Rhys had a feeling that he was about to tell him to fuck off and mind his own business. Then his gaze flickered over the badge on Rhys’ belt and he relaxed and gave him a friendly smile. “I’m not sure, Sheriff. I’m done driving for the day, that’s for sure. I saw the lake in the distance and thought I’d find a place for the night here. The water looks wonderful.”

“You like water sports, then?” That might explain the glow. A touch of sun. It was late summer, after all.

“I do.” The man’s gaze was pulled away by Betsy as she sauntered over to them with her hand on her hip.

“D’ya for?” she asked. Her gaze flickered toward Rhys. “You need more coffee, Sheriff?”

“I would like another one, yes.”

“Could I get the Cobb salad, please,” the blond man told her.

Yeah, the healthy type. Rhys mentally sighed.

“Sure thing.” Betsy took the menu from him and wandered away. She never seemed to hurry but tables got waited upon with invisible efficiency, anyway. It was another reason Rhys liked coming here.

“I’ll let you get on with your supper.” Rhys turned away, intending to go back to his stool.

“Stay and talk.”

Rhys turned back to him. “Excuse me?”

The man frowned. “I’m sorry…?”

“You said something.”

He shook his head slowly. “Nope.”

Rhys pressed his hand against the counter. “My mistake.”

The man turned on the stool to face him. “Do you check out every stranger that shows up in Erie, Sheriff?”

Rhys got the impression it wasn’t an idle question. “I like to stay on top of newbies.”

“New people are a problem?”

Rhys grimaced. “I’m a county sheriff. That means I’ve got charge of a lot more than just Erie itself. The county is fifteen hundred square miles and there are three hundred thousand people living in it. I have seven deputies and I can call in the local police as I need to. But the Interstate runs right past the city, there’s the resort and the casino out on the island and the Canadian border is halfway across the lake. Yeah, strangers are an issue. Especially lately.”

Betsy put a fresh mug of coffee in front of Rhys. “Awww, Sheriff, everyone knows why you like to hang out at the casino. The southern one, right?” She laughed like it was the funniest thing she’d ever heard, then held the pot over the mug in front of the blond man.

He shook his head. “Do you have green tea?”

Betsy tilted her head. “We’ve got normal teabags in the back, if you want.”

“Just water, thanks.” He smiled at her without resentment and looked back at Rhys. “Why are strangers suddenly a problem, Sheriff?”

Rhys sank onto the stool and picked up his coffee. “I’m Rhys. Rhys Wisherd.”

“Luke Alvey.” He held his hand out and Rhys shook it, feeling the expected strength there, but Luke Alvey didn’t try to crush his fingers, either.

“Alvey. That’s a rare one.”

“It’s English. I looked it up, once. It means ‘elf-battle’.” Luke grinned. He nodded his thanks as Betsy put a big glass of iced water in front of him. “You were saying?”

“I was?” Rhys asked.

“About strangers and recent troubles.”

Rhys looked around the diner, suddenly aware of the people who might be listening in. But the diner was almost empty. There was a couple in the far corner booth, their heads together. Even Betsy had disappeared into the kitchen.

Luke was watching him, his expression patient.

“I don’t know why the fuck I’m suddenly spilling my guts to you.”

“I’m interested. I’m from Manhattan. There, the problems are self-evident, everywhere you look. This little city looks angelic in comparison. It’s difficult to wrap my head around the idea that you have troubles more serious than drunk high school kids and hunters going over their limit.”

Rhys scratched at the steel countertop with his thumb nail. “I meet with the Erie police chief every Thursday night. He plays a rotten game of cards, especially after his third beer, but he likes to talk.” He shifted on the stool, uneasiness curling through him. A part of his mind was screaming at him. Shut up! Shut up!

Luke rested his elbow on the counter and his head on his hand, exactly like someone who had been driving all day and was feeling the effects. “The police are worried, too? What’s happening?”

“Missing persons. The number of missing person reports has quadrupled in the last six months.”

“Did you have many before that?”

“A few. Little Alison Howey might take exception to her husband banging the girl in his office and take off for Pittsburgh and not tell him. Some kids run away because the home life isn’t all great. But that’s usual. That’s expected and most of ’em, even if we never found them, we could figure out why they’d run. But lately….” He shook his head.

“Everything is normal, then abruptly, they’re gone.”

“Exactly.” Rhys knocked back a big mouthful of the coffee. From the sour taste he knew he’d reached his limit for the day. He would pay for it tonight if he kept drinking it.

“What else?” Luke asked.

“The park wardens pick up a lot of poachers during the off-season and there’s some funny stories coming from the hunters they catch. Claims that there’s more than bears in the woods these days. One or two of them I’d pass off as poachers trying to shift attention away from their transgressions. But you know what?”

“Poaching has dropped down to next to nothing,” Luke said softly.

Rhys nodded. “Something is scaring these macho idiots right out of the forests.”

“Missing people. Hunting regulations. That’s not your usual beat, is it, Sheriff?”

Rhys shrugged. “I grew up in this town. I know everyone. I get to hear stuff. There’s always been a floating population and a drug problem because of the border crossing the lake here. But now it’s even weirder shit. Animal mutilations. Household pets and wild game, their carcasses ripped to shreds. A veterinary friend of mine who got to see one of them said it was hard to tell because of how torn up the body was, but he thought something had been chewing on it and whatever it was, it wasn’t a bear.”

Luke nodded, his expression grave. This was the first time Rhys had ever spoken about the uptick in crimes and problems. Even though it sounded like paranoia run amok to him, Luke didn’t seem to have any problems believing him. Perhaps that was why he was offloading his concerns onto a total stranger.

Rhys lurched to his feet. “Listen to me run off at the mouth. I’m sorry.”

“I get the feeling there’s not too many other people around here you can talk to. Don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks for understanding.”

“No problems. But while you’re here, can I ask you for a recommendation for somewhere to stay for the night? Perhaps a bed and breakfast on the lakeshore, where I can see the water?”

“There’s dozens of them,” Rhys told him. “Lots of Victorian gingerbread houses all painted up. Azure Arms is a good one. Ginny Jacobs runs it and has for years and years. Tell her I sent you.”

“Thanks, I will.” Luke turned back to face the counter as Betsy put a loaded plate in front of him. “You be careful, Sheriff. You’ve got problems you have no idea you’re dealing with.”

Rhys studied him. Now Luke was turned back to face the counter, Rhys was at too sharp an angle to really see his face properly. But for a moment, he thought that Luke hadn’t moved his mouth when he spoke.

Ventriloquism? But even if he could throw his voice, why would he?

Rhys dismissed the stupid notion. He simply hadn’t been able to see Luke speak, that was all.

But it was a very odd thing to say.

The flesh over his spine shifted uneasily. A dozen questions prodded for attention. Rhys stared at Luke’s shoulders as the man started to eat. He was pleasant, gave off absolutely zero signals that he was likely to be any sort of trouble, plus he was passing through. He’d be gone by tomorrow. Making him answer more nosy questions would be bordering on harassment.

So Rhys hitched his belt so it settled properly on his hips and cleared his throat. “I’ll leave you to your supper. Enjoy your stay.”

Luke looked over his shoulder. One very blue eye looked at him. “I will. Thank you.”

Rhys went out to his cruiser and climbed in. He glanced at the time readout on the dashboard and tried to shrug off the uneasy feeling still scratching between his shoulder blades. There was enough time for him to drive out to the casino and spend a few minutes catching up with Jimmy Eschlen, the manager. It had been a few days since he’d been out there and it was a trouble hot spot. Jimmy would clock on around now.

He started the car and pulled out into Highway 79. It would eventually get him to Peninsula Drive, the causeway that gave access to the island. As he drove, he tried to ignore the voice in his mind that was laughing at the idea that it was Jimmy he was really going to see.

 


Chapter Three

Cora swept up the cards with a practiced motion. She was on the last three hours of her shift and was already looking forward to going home. She tapped them into a pack and slid the pack into the back of the shoe, face-up.

“Coralee,” the middle-aged man on the far left of the table said, reading off her name tag. “That’s a pretty name.”

“Why, thank you,” Cora told him, making her cheek dimple. “It’s so sweet of you to say so.” She injected more of the South into her accent. The accent was genuine, but she had been away from Texas long enough that it had faded. But the accent, the smile and the dimple got her big tips. So did the cleavage she let show beneath the croupier’s vest.

She glanced around the table once more, sizing it up. Her table was already full and it was only six. That was a sure sign the night was going to be a busy one. Busy meant more tips, so she smiled at everyone and rolled into the next deal.

Her hands moved automatically, finding the deal squares almost on their own, so she had the chance to glance up as she dealt, checking the other tables and the general flow of gamblers around the floor. Sometimes, she could coax the big rollers to come over to her table and park, if she could catch their eye and look at them steadily for a heartbeat, before dropping her gaze away like she was flustered. She had a full table right now, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t size up possibilities. This was a hundred dollar minimum bet table, which the big gamblers preferred.

They always put her on the high stakes tables. She was one of the casino’s best dealers, pulling in good tips and bringing gamblers back night after night.

Rhys Wisherd was standing at the top of the three broad steps that led down into the casino, looking around. He was wearing jeans and a shirt that looked like the pin-striped button-through she liked. It was soft from too many washings which made it more casual than a button-through generally was. His black casual jacket hid the Browning he kept under his arm and the badge on his belt.

Even from here, Cora could see the vivid blue of his eyes. His hair was dark and unruly, the waves longer than she’d expect a lawman to wear them. There were wrinkles at the corners of his eyes and his mouth was pushed into a thoughtful pout.

The edge of the card she was dealing scraped across the green baize with a rough sound and she dragged her gaze back to the cloth and the deal.

Five of them busted on the second card and she collected the cards and the chips. The last three decided to sit on nineteen, twenty and eighteen.

Cora flipped, then flipped again. A ten, which blew her budget. Biting the inside of her cheek, she paid out the sitters, then glanced around for Kruger, the pit boss. Kruger understood the stresses of dealing as he’d come up through the ranks.

“Need a break,” she murmured. “Concentration just slipped.”

“Take five,” he told her. He didn’t protest that she’d just clocked back on a scant hour ago.

“Thanks,” she told him with a smile. “I’m taking a short break,” she announced to the table. “This is Gerald, who will look after you for the next few deals.”

Kruger stepped in behind the kidney-shaped table.

Cora moved down the twelve-foot wide space between tables that made up the main corridor through the casino, heading for the little service corridor and the staff room. She smiled at everyone who caught her gaze, staying friendly and charming despite her heavily beating heart.

“Cora.”

It was Rhys Wisherd’s voice.

Cora turned to face him.

His smile was small and he made no move to close the four feet between them. “You’re on a break?” he asked.

“Five minutes.”

“Pity. I’d offer to buy you a drink, if you had longer.”

This was an old dance. Rhys Wisherd had been threatening to buy her a drink for nearly a year. He’d never come good on the implied promise.

A pair of gamblers moved right through the space between them, oblivious to their conversation. Rhys frowned.

Cora waved him over to the area where all the late-night tables were grouped. They weren’t open yet so there was barely any traffic around them. She leaned back against the padded edge of the closest one. “You look tired,” she told him as he stopped two feet away. Two feet was better than four feet, anyway.

Rhys shook his head. “I had…an interesting conversation, not long ago. It’s bothering me.”

“Some con get under your skin?” she asked, for transporting criminals to and from court was one of the duties he hated the most.

“A traveler passing through.” He shook his head again. “It’s nothing.”

A customer holding one of the freebie drinks from the tables brushed past Rhys, making him look over his shoulder. He stepped closer, out of the traffic path.

Cora’s breath caught. Rhys never got this close, but there was suddenly only a few inches between them. Rhys looked down at her.

He was a tall man, which she liked. She was freakishly tall herself, one of the clichéd long-legged Texas women that they always talked about. Plus she was wearing low heels. But Rhys was taller.

She could smell him. Coffee, aftershave and an underlying scent that had to be his natural one.

As his gaze met hers, Cora swallowed. Her body seemed to go on high alert. The tight hem of the stretch skirt she was wearing rubbed her legs, making her aware of her upper thighs and how much of her legs was on display and the way her hips were outlined by the skirt. The vest was a shaped garment and she wore a low-cut long sleeved tee shirt beneath it so her cleavage wasn’t hidden between the button fronts of the vest. She could feel her breasts in their lace bra cups swell. Her nipples hardened, the lace scratching them.

All she could think of was the almost overwhelming urge to kiss Rhys. She had entertained the idea of kissing him in the past, but never with this degree of compulsion. The need to move, to press herself against him, to feel his heat against her body, was like a tidal force.

Rhys’ eyes narrowed, like they did when he was suspicious. Or puzzled. His lips parted and she heard him draw in a slow breath.

Of all Rhys’ slightly worn features, Cora liked his lips the best. They were full and looked firm. Sometimes she had wondered what they would feel like against hers. What would they taste like? Would he be a good kisser?

That question occurred to her now with even more force. She longed to find out.

She pulled her gaze back up to his eyes. Up close like this, the laugh lines around the corners of his eyes were apparent. So was the very light touch of gray at his temples, but apart from the crinkles at the corners of his eyes, his face was unlined, which meant the gray was premature and probably earned via his high stress job. It added to his slightly imperfect appearance. He wasn’t completely dark-headed, completely young, or perfectly handsome. She guessed his age to be somewhere in his late thirties or early forties.

But he was sexy in a low-key way that a woman looking for a perfect date would miss in her first sweeping glance. It was only after Cora had got to know Rhys Wisherd that she appreciated his better qualities. He had tight hips and an even better ass, that the jeans outlined nicely, but the jacket often hid. She had seen him in rolled-up shirt sleeves only once and knew his forearms were strong with muscle, but he wasn’t muscle-bound. He worked too hard for that.

Everyone liked Sheriff Wisherd. Everyone seemed to know him. Cora had met him the second night on the job, which had been her third day in Erie, and had liked him, too. He visited the casino every few days to check with Jimmy, the manager, and look around for himself. He usually stopped at her table to nod and perhaps speak for a moment in between deals. But she wasn’t the only dealer he chatted with, either. He spread his low-key charm around and didn’t favor anyone in particular.

Now he was almost leaning over her. His lips were inches away. She just had to sway toward him and their mouths would meet.

Do it. The urge was powerful, swelling up inside her like…god, like an orgasm. It was building inside her chest, instead of her belly, but it was impossible to ignore.

“Rhys…” she breathed.

He was breathing harder. Staring at her. At her lips.

He wanted to kiss her, too.

It was a moment of perfect understanding. She could see he was battling with his better senses, the upright, proper perspective of the city’s most popular sheriff ever.

“Howdy, Sheriff Wisherd!” a man, a stranger, said from behind.

The moment was broken. Rhys stirred and looked over his shoulder. The well-wisher was already five yards away, but Rhys raised his hand in greeting anyway.

Cora straightened up from her lean against the table and took a small step to one side, putting distance between her and Rhys. She flipped her hair back over her shoulders, pulled her vest back into place and tried to shake off the dregs of that single powerful moment.

Rhys turned back to her. He had moved farther away from her, as well. He pushed his hands into his jacket pockets. “I should let you have your break,” he said slowly. She got the impression that his mind was working hard. Perhaps he was wondering what the fuck was going on, too. “Have you seen Jimmy tonight?”

“He’s coming in later. Kruger is holding the fort.”

Rhys swallowed. She could hear it. “Would you let Jimmy know I stopped in?”

“Sure can.” It was one of the peppy phrases she used with customers and it sounded as false as it really was. She bit her lip, wondering how she could take it back. “I mean…of course,” she said, her voice low.

He looked at her. Really looked at her. “Sorry to use up your break.”

“I’m off shift at ten.” She could feel her own lips opening in surprise. Why was she telling him that? Had she really just hinted that he should come back?

Rhys took a step backward. “I…ah…gotta go.”

She nodded. She was afraid to speak. Afraid of what might come out of her mouth.

He turned and headed for the doors.

Cora couldn’t help herself. She watched his ass for every step between her and the door. Because his hands were in the pockets of his jacket, the back of the jacket rode up the small of his back and she could watch every flex and bunch of the long thighs and the tight curves above.

In her mind he was naked, the creamy flesh hers to do with as she wished.

Appalled, she made herself walk away, back to her table. Back to work.

* * * * *

Rhys drove back to town like Hell’s Hounds were after him, ignoring the speed limits. The cruiser steered itself home, while he tried to figure out what was going on. He had been that close to bending Cora even farther over the table and…and…

The images that floated to the front of his mind didn’t help his recovery. His body was tightly coiled, the tension all centered on his aching cock. Even his balls felt like solid lead masses and he eased the jeans out of his crotch, to give his throbbing testicles room.

The images persisted. He could feel her skin under his hands. It would be soft. The scent she always wore would be stronger when his mouth hovered just above her breasts….

He groaned and pounded the steering wheel, making his thoughts move away from Cora and her long legs and honey-blonde hair and her big brown eyes.

Were her lips as soft as they looked?

Rhys growled, gripping the steering wheel even harder. When he got home he really was going to take a cold shower. What the fuck was wrong with him? It was like he was in high school all over again.

* * * * *

Cora tried to pull her concentration back around to the job. She tried very hard and managed to last an hour, but Kruger hovered nearby almost the entire hour, wearing a heavy frown.

By the time seven o’clock rolled around, Cora felt exhausted, something that never happened to her. She glanced at the glass doors and the night beyond. Had she really been waiting to see if Rhys would turn up again? Was she really that addled over a pair of thighs?

Abruptly, she told Kruger she was booking off sick for the rest of the night. He didn’t seem surprised.

She changed into her leathers and slung her backpack over her shoulders and carried her helmet out to her Harley. She sat on it and blew out her breath. The night air was cool. Soon it would be cold enough that for appearances’ sake, she would have to give up the bike for winter and start using the Jeep. But that was a few weeks away yet and the way this summer was lingering, it could be even longer.

She looked around the parking lot. The thing, whatever he was, had gone. She would have been surprised if he had stayed.

Cora stared down at the iridescent black paint work on the gas tank between her thighs as a sense memory of his lips against hers zinged back into her mind, making her heart beat and her lips to part as her breath sped up.

Then she blinked. “Damn it all,” she whispered, then twisted her hair and shoved it down the back of her jacket, then pushed the helmet over her head. She started the bike up and headed out onto the causeway, where she opened up the throttle and let the roar of the wind and the air plucking at her jacket disperse the lingering memory.

By the time she reached her complex, the battering of the wind had muffled her thoughts enough that it was safe to get off the bike and go inside. She tripped the remote and steered the bike into the garage, then parked next to the Jeep while the door closed behind her.

She listened to the tick of the cooling engine and the silence from the rest of the house. Her townhouse shared common walls with neighbors on both sides, but they kept very normal hours and would possibly be in bed by now.

Meta Greet, who lived on the right side, would most definitely be asleep. She was an early bird, up by five a.m. every morning regardless of the day of the week, to fit in her running training before she went to work. The Altmanns, on the other side, were elderly and rarely went out.

“Y’all sleep well,” Cora murmured to herself and went into the house. She put the helmet on one of the hooks by the garage door and stripped off her leathers. It was completely still in the house, which was normal and felt comforting.

She could feel herself relaxing as she walked through the freshly painted butler’s pantry into the kitchen and the living room beyond, with its big bay window with white mullions and lace panels.

Slowly, she walked upstairs, letting her mind rove through the dozen or so projects she currently had in progress. Should she settle into painting? Research fabric and designs for the drapes in the main bedroom? Or finish building the shelving in her walk-in wardrobe? She was still in the middle of stripping down the decades of vinyl wallpaper in the third bedroom, too, but that had a common wall with Meta’s house












OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
TRII\\I ITIES—

.

DAY

/ =
= N\ .“‘\

| HE SECOND
| RINITY

A VAMPIRE MENAGE URBAN FANTASY ROMANCE

TIRACY COOPERIPOSEY

\






OPS/image0.jpg
SECOND
TRINITY

A Qstiny s Crinities A

TRACY
COOPER-POSEY

¢ STORIES RULE
ﬁé? EDMONTON « ALBERTA





OPS/image1.jpg
CORAS
SECRET

stiny 5 Crinities
A 3ok 1A

TRACY
COOPER-POSEY

¥ STORIES RULE
¥  EDMONTON - ALBERTA





