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His life almost ended on a cold winter’s night during a botched FBI mission . . .
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But even though he survived, FBI Agent David Harris would never be the same.  Or so he thought.  Nearly crippled by shrapnel from a bomb blast, David knows that something was not right about that night and blames his partner, Diana Reyes, for his injuries.  With his life completely altered and his body confined to a wheelchair, David lets anger and distrust take over and ruin his relationship with his lover, FBI pathologist Maggie Gonzalez.

She was born to love him . . .

From the first, Maggie Gonzalez knew that kind, humorous, and courageous David Harris was the man for her.  She couldn’t care less that David is in a wheelchair and hates that he’s withdrawn from her, thinking that he is less of a man.  But when Maggie is bitten by a strange animal at a crime scene and turns to her friend Diana Reyes for help, their investigation will reveal that Maggie faces a scary future as a werewolf and a were serial killer is about to upset the delicate balance of were life in New York City.

She has lived and loved on the edge since falling in love with a vampire . . .

But FBI Agent Diana Reyes’s life is in peril after her blood was contaminated by vampire cells during the botched FBI raid that crippled her partner. And her unexpected, but joyful pregnancy with her vampire husband Ryder Latimer’s baby is stealing the last of her human strength.  Will she give into the darkness of the underworld to save her life or sacrifice herself and her love for Ryder for the baby she is carrying?

Together the three will fight for each other and for those they were born to love in Manhattan’s underworld of vampires and shifters.


Dedication

To my husband for his never-ending support of this very crazy and very trying career. Thank you for helping me achieve my dream.
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Dear Friends,
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It's hard to believe that it's been over ten years since the first book in THE CALLING/REBORN Vampire Novel series, DARKNESS CALLS.  Over ten years since Diana and Ryder first set eyes on each other and love grew between them.

It hasn't been an easy road for them, but from that first moment to the last pages in TO LOVE OR SERVE, I know you've been waiting for them to finally commit to each other.

I couldn't let you down by not letting you share in that very special moment when Diana and Ryder say “I do” and prepare to spend the rest of their lives together.

So, you're invited to the wedding of Diana Reyes and Ryder Latimer!  Get those tissues ready for this moment that's been so long in coming.

Click here to witness the very blessed union of one kick-butt FBI Agent and the man of her dreams!

This re-release includes the very special day and night between Diana Reyes and Ryder Latimer.
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Chapter 1
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Manhattan, New York

FBI Agent Diana Reyes had faced down serial killers, terrorists, and drug-crazed vampires, but nothing scared her as much as what she was about to do.

She was getting married.

To a vampire.

And she was pregnant.

She didn’t know which of the three worried her the most.

Each presented its own problems. Each was scarier than virtually anything she had ever encountered. All those other things could only kill her ...and almost had at one time or another.

But these three could break her heart, and that was a much more enduring pain to live with.

Briefly, she considered turning away from the French doors leading onto the penthouse balcony where the wedding ceremony was about to take place. The balcony was as long as the city block and about a quarter as wide with plenty of room for the three dozen or so chairs filled with friends and family waiting for her to begin her walk to meet the love of her life.

Ryder. 

She gave a heartfelt sigh and peered past the rows to search for her future husband.

He stood near the far wall of the balcony, lethally handsome. The black of his tuxedo emphasized his dark hair and eyes—fathomless eyes filled with both love and guilt. The fabric was perfectly fitted, accenting broad shoulders she’d leaned on more than once.

He was so many things to her. Lover. Friend. Soon her husband...and that thought filled her heart with emotion so strong, it nearly stole her breath.

Just behind Ryder stood an arch decorated with flowers in pale shades of blue, lavender, and white. They matched the heavy, fragrant bouquet in her hands and the bunches of flowers at the end of each makeshift row of chairs. At a far corner of the balcony, a chamber music quartet played softly.

Ryder had spared no expense to make this day special for her. Even now, a crew of caterers was at work in the kitchen, preparing an array of dishes for the reception right after their nuptials.

Diana placed a hand over her midsection as her stomach knotted at the thought of eating and threatened to revolt. In the month since discovering she was pregnant, her bouts of nausea had abated only slightly. She’d hoped they would hold off on such a special night so she wouldn't embarrass herself.

“Cold feet?” her brother Sebastian asked at her hesitation, and reassuringly squeezed the arm she had tucked through his for her impending walk down the aisle.

“Maybe,” she forced out past the giant lump in her throat. She shot a cautious look at her brother and found him smiling indulgently.

“Even though I've had my doubts at times, Di, I know this is the right thing for you to do.”

“Maybe you should be the one walking down the aisle to get married,” she said. Then she chuckled and added, “You’re right. I’m just being stupid.”

Sebastian chucked her under the chin and grinned. “Never stupid, Sis. It’s just typical bridal nerves.”

Sure, because your average bride was pregnant with a vampire’s baby and about to marry him. Totally typical.

Before she could reply, he continued, “Besides, if I have to shave, get a haircut, and endure this monkey suit, the least you can do is go through with it.” He raised his hand to signal the string quartet that they were ready.

The head musician wound down the piece they were playing, and the lush and melodic strains of Pachelbel’s Canon swelled into the night air, inviting her to action. But it wasn’t until her gaze connected with Ryder’s across the distance that she boldly took the first step.

And finally admitted that, as scary as it all was, she wanted to be Ryder’s wife and have his baby.
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At Ryder’s first sight of his gorgeous bride, it had taken all his restraint not to fly across the balcony and whisk Diana to the altar where a priest waited to perform the ceremony.

He suspected that some of the guests might not appreciate his releasing the vampire within, who’d been restlessly waiting for hours for her appearance.

As he battled back the anxious demon, he watched the tender exchange between brother and sister, and wondered what they could be discussing——and whether it was good or bad. Relief washed over him as she looked his way and her gaze was filled with nothing but love.

Love for him alone, he realized with unrestrained joy. The prickly, kick-ass, and courageous warrior with whom he had fallen in love nearly five years ago was well and truly in love with him.

And pregnant with his child.

He pushed that last thought away, fearful as he was about how the pregnancy would affect Diana’s already fragile health. But as she stepped through the French doors onto the moonlit balcony, she was positively radiant and full of life.

Her smile was bright and her gaze glittered with delight as she approached him. Her brother was smiling also, a welcome relief from the anger that had simmered between him and Sebastian for months.

Ryder’s best man and fellow vampire, Diego Rivera, leaned close and whispered, “She looks lovely.”

She did at that, but not because of the designer gown hugging a petite body that had the obvious hint of a baby bump. Nor because of the tiny and artfully beaded cap covering her nearly black hair that held a veil in place that swept down to brush against the creamy skin of her bare shoulders.

Her beauty radiated from a welcoming and certain smile that grabbed his heart and squeezed tightly, as if to remind him that she was the only person who had ever totally possessed his love.

Eager to be with her, he took a step toward his fiancée, but Diego laid a restraining hand on his forearm. “Easy, mano. She’ll be here soon enough.”

Ryder shook his head and smiled. “It could never be soon enough.” 

Diego smiled as his gaze skipped to his own wife sitting in the front row. “I know just what you mean.”

Diana finally reached Ryder and paused, and Sebastian turned and hugged her hard , then reached out and clasped Ryder’s hand warmly. “Good luck, man.” Turning, Sebastian took a spot beside Diego and the other groomsman, Blake Thomas, another vampire friend.

The priest had been asked not to go through the traditional wedding vows, and also skipped the opening, “Who gives this woman away?”

No one did anything with Diana that she didn’t want them to do. Her determination was one of the things Ryder loved most about her...even though that resolve brought risk whenever she was on an assignment.

With an incline of his head, the priest directed Diana to hand off her bouquet and she passed it to her maid of honor, her best friend and fellow FBI Agent, Maggie Gonzalez. Maggie was flanked by Melissa Danvers, Ryder’s former keeper and Sebastian’s wife, and finally Meghan Thomas, Blake’s wife who was also Diana’s friend.

Diana faced Ryder with an almost effervescent smile on her face, and held out her hands. He didn’t hesitate to gently grasp them with his.

He’d been waiting for this moment far too long. He didn’t think he could wait a second longer to be bound to her forever. Maybe it was because of that wish that the ceremony seemed to fly by until the moment when the priest asked for the rings.

Then slow motion kicked in as Diego reached into his pocket and brought out two simple gold bands. After Ryder took the smaller of the two rings from his friend's hand and tenderly slipped it onto Diana’s finger, he dropped a kiss there to seal the promise he had made to her moments earlier.

The tremble in her hands was noticeable as she eased the larger ring onto his finger.

He searched her features, but her smile still gleamed with happiness although her eyes shimmered with unshed tears. He realized she was feeling as emotional as he was.

A lone tear slipped from the corner of her eye and he swiped it away just as the priest offered his final words.

“I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

Ryder kissed her reverently, cradling her cheeks in his hands as she went on tiptoes to meet him. Over and over they kissed, until the claps and cheers of those present and the first strains of their exit march filled the night air.

They pulled apart, grinning so hard he thought the smile might stick on their faces forever , giddy with joy and delight at what had been too long in coming.

He tenderly grasped Diana’s hand as Maggie returned the bouquet , lacing their fingers and swinging them playfully, the elation of the moment overshadowing any worries. Any fears.

In this life and the next they would be together, and that was the way it should be.

They walked past the smiling faces of their friends and family, their steps light with happiness, hurrying in their haste to be alone...if only for a few stolen moments. As soon as they cleared the French doors, he faced her once more and kissed her again. Harder. More urgently. Then tempered his kiss as she rested her hand on his chest and nudged him away gently.

“We have a reception to survive, remember?” she teased, and wiped the coral hints of her lipstick from his mouth.

He glanced outside to the guests rising from their chairs and heading toward them. “I should have listened to you and had it be just the two of us. Nice and simple.”

“No, you were right. And I totally love everything you’ve done to make this a special day,” Diana confessed. She hadn’t wanted all the bother and tradition, but realized now that sharing this moment with their friends and family had been the right thing to do. They no longer had to keep their love hidden in the darkness in which they both had lived for too long.

They stepped to the side, hands still joined, smiles still bright, to greet each of their guests as they walked into the immense living room space. They’d cleared out some furniture so people could mingle and once most were inside, the crew Ryder had hired would prep the outdoor area so people could return there to sit and eat, or just enjoy a marvelous late autumn night.

Diana’s best friend Maggie was the last one to come through the doors. She hugged her hard, knowing how difficult it must be for her friend to see her get married when all along they’d both been certain it would be Maggie who would walk down the aisle first. She wished Maggie’s ex, her own former FBI-partner David Harris, had relented and attended the wedding. But David still blamed her, and maybe Ryder too, for the injuries nearly three years ago that had forever changed his life—as well as hers...but he didn’t know that.

“You look lovely,” Maggie said, and bent to embrace her. With her nearly six foot height and Diana’s barely over five foot stature, they were like Mutt and Jeff physically, but alike in so many other ways.

“So do you,” she said, and stepped back to admire her friend’s navy blue gown that draped flawlessly down a body most women would envy and most men would want.

Maggie chuckled and smoothed her hand over the fabric covering her flat abdomen. “This ol’ thing?” she teased, a cheery smile on her face.

Sebastian came over, interrupting them with a wink. “Would you excuse us, please, Maggie? There’s something important for the bride to do.”
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Chapter 2
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Maggie hung back as Sebastian grabbed hold of Diana’s hand and dragged her and Ryder to the center of the room, then handed glasses to the newly married couple. Waiters were busy passing everyone champagne to everyone in preparation for the toast, and as Maggie stood there, one of them pressed a glass into her hand.

She stared at the liquid, so bubbly and full of life. It mirrored the emotions on her friends’ faces, although Maggie knew that beyond the happy façade, there was a world of uncertainties they would have to face together.

Diana’s pregnancy had altered whatever weird thing had been eating her life away since she was contaminated with Ryder’s vampire blood during an FBI raid nearly three years earlier. But those in their inner circle understood that Diana’s health was precarious at best. There were no guarantees that she could survive long enough to bring the child to term.

It was therefore bittersweet when Sebastian wound up his sweet and sappy toast by wishing them a long and happy life together, and all the guests raised their glasses and chimed in with their best wishes.

Maggie held her glass high and toasted her dear friends, silently praying that Diana and Ryder would have their happily-ever-after. They deserved it after the long road they’d had to travel to reach this spot on their journey.

She also prayed that she might have a happy ending too, one day, although in the last two months that seemed further away than ever, especially since David had walked out of her life.

Or maybe rolled out of her life was a better term. David had suffered crippling injuries the night of that fateful FBI raid. Maggie had stuck by his side, and had intended to remain stuck until he came out of the bitter, solitary shell into which he had withdrawn. But he’d had other ideas, and hadn’t yet come out of it. Maybe he never would, she acknowledged painfully.

She drove away the sadness of that thought and tried instead to concentrate on being happy over her friend’s joy at entering this next phase in her life.

And on the champagne.

Lots and lots of champagne. Until the first slow whirl of the room warned her to take a seat outside for some fresh air to clear her head.
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From the corner of her eye, Diana caught Maggie’s slightly unsteady escape onto the balcony. So did their boss and friend, Assistant Director in Charge Jesus Hernandez, as he stood beside her.

“She’ll be all right,” he said, calmly sipping his champagne as he followed Maggie’s flight from the room with a gaze that missed nothing.

“She’s still hurting.”

“So is he,” Jesus replied matter-of-factly.

Diana didn’t need a road map to see where he was going. “David is the one who left her. The one who’s been shutting her out.”

Jesus turned and swept his gaze over her face. With a sardonic arch of his brow, he said, “Projecting much?”

Diana mumbled a curse beneath her breath, but before she could reply to his challenge, Jesus continued, “Harris has loosened up some since you’ve come back to work. Just give him a little more time.”

Diana couldn’t argue with that. In the month since her return to modified duty, there had been some hints that the iceberg that had once been her former partner was starting to thaw. Rumor had it David had cleaned and outfitted her new desk for her return—a desk far away from the one that had sat across from his when they first became partners. And equally distant from the office she had once occupied due to her rank in the department. The rank she had lost because of the failed raid, and because she’d defied the ensuing disciplinary directives in order to help out her vampire friends. Of course, there was no way she could tell that to Internal Affairs. Or to David, for that matter. The existence of vampires was closely guarded. Her lengthy suspension was the price to be paid for keeping her mouth shut about Ryder’s secrets.

As was David’s hostility. He knew she was lying about that night. But she’d had no choice. And she couldn’t explain. He hadn’t forgiven her for that. 

But he had offered her a word or two in passing during the past month. Progress. Not that “Don’t fuck it up” could normally be considered a pleasantry. Coming from David, whose three-year hostile silence had been brutally hurtful, those words were like manna from heaven.

“I need to make sure she’s okay,” Diana said. She lifted the front of her gown so as to not trip on the hem , and hurried over as fast as high heels would let her. Only for Ryder had she donned such instruments of torture.

She pressed through the diminishing crowd of guests, accepting their well wishes and goodbyes. It was getting late and fewer remained, mostly some of the vampires, Jesus and his girlfriend Michaela—an odd pairing if ever there was one—and Diana’s family. Her mother sat beside Sebastian and Melissa, and their sleepy little daughter who’d been Diana’s flower girl. Her mother had come to visit from Miami for the wedding and would be staying with Sebastian for a couple of weeks so she could enjoy some time with her granddaughter.

Her mom had been ecstatic with the announcement of her impending marriage and pregnancy, having despaired of ever experiencing either with her “all-work, no-play daughter”. Diana hadn’t had the heart to dim her mother’s happiness with the reality that the pregnancy might be stealing what little life she had left. 

Covering her baby bump with her hand, she stroked it lovingly, not about to allow that thought to ruin the happiness of the day.

Maggie was off to one side of the balcony, leaning on the railing and staring toward Queens. In the distance were the lights from the Queensboro Bridge and Roosevelt Island.

Diana took a spot beside her friend, leaning one arm on the railing while slipping off her Juliet cap with the other. With the night almost over, it was time to start the return to normal.

“You looked lovely tonight,” Maggie said once more, a wistful smile gracing her beautiful features.

A slight gust kicked up, blowing strands of Maggie’s auburn colored-hair across her face. They both reached to brush away the stray locks at the same time, and it was only natural to hold hands afterward as they had so often in their nearly decade-long friendship. They had cried together on occasion. Laughed together more.

Diana could not have asked for a better friend, and would do anything she could to ease Maggie’s suffering.

“He’ll come around, you know. He’s just slow about these things.”

Maggie chuckled and her smile broadened, chasing away the shadows in her eyes as happier memories took hold. “Yeah, I know. How long did it take him to ask me out?”

“Forever. I don’t know how many times I had to drop hints that you were interested.”

“He always thought I was too beautiful to want to go out with him. And now that he’s different...” Maggie paused, knowing she would be an unreasonable bitch if she couldn’t understand how David might feel after his injuries had changed him so much.

“It’s okay to be angry at him, Mags. Being in a wheelchair doesn’t give him a pass in the stupid department.”

Maggie shook her head and laughed again. “You’re right. You’re different now, too, and you’re handling it.”

Maggie was one of the few humans Diana had told about the true nature of her condition. And about the shadow world of vampires. As a human, Maggie had been horrified...but as a forensic scientist she found it all incredibly fascinating.

Diana nodded, but reluctantly. “What’s happening to me...it happened slowly. I’ve had time to adjust. Not that it excuses his behavior, but David didn’t have to time to handle the change.”

No, he hadn’t. He’d gone from able-bodied man to being in a wheelchair in the blink of an eye. But Maggie had never subscribed to the idea that becoming disabled made you less than what you had been before.

“I’m trying to be patient, Di. But in our line of work, time is too precious to waste.”

“Definitely,” Diana said, and their gazes met, both of them mindful of her situation and just how dear a commodity life could be. Especially now. Diana once again reached down to rub her hand across her growing belly. 

Maggie smiled, and wistfully put her hand next to her friend’s, feeling the warmth of the tiny life stirring within her body. 

“This will happen, Di ,” Maggie said with certainty. “No matter what it takes. We’ll make sure of it.”

“We will,” Diana said, and lacing their fingers together, led her back to the party.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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It was well past midnight when they ushered out the last of the guests.

“Finally alone,” Ryder said as he leaned against the condo door and faced his newlywed wife.

A tired smile played about her lips as she sauntered to him and undid his bow tie with a sharp tug. “Does that mean it’s time for the honeymoon to start?”

“You bet.” He bent and swept her into his arms, earning a decidedly un-Diana-like giggle as she grabbed hold of his shoulders.

“What are you doing?” she half-heartedly protested.

“I can’t carry you over the threshold since we’re already inside, so...”

He put on a burst of vamp speed that had her head spinning as the condo around them became a blur. When he stopped, he was at the door to their bedroom. He kicked it open and stepped through, pausing to allow her a moment to appreciate the care he had taken there.

On her dresser was a large arrangement of the same flowers from her bouquet —hydrangeas of varying blues and whites mixed with immense velvety and fragrant white roses.

The bed linens had been changed and were a mix of matching blues. Scattered white rose petals lay along the surface of the bedspread. From throughout the bedroom came the soft glow of a dozen or so candles.

As he slowly released her to stand before him, she caressed his cheek and smiled. “You’ve thought of everything.”

“I wanted to make this special for you. For us.”

She wanted to make it special as well, but unlike Ryder, she had never been one to plan. At least not for personal things like this. Romantic things. She had always been someone who acted on impulse , who seized what she wanted.

What she wanted right now was him.

Slipping her hand into his, she led him to the bed and urged him to sit on the edge.

“What are you doing?” he asked as she jerked his bow tie open and undid the first few studs on his shirt.

“Seducing you.”

He grinned, displaying the boyish dimple that always warmed her heart and parts south. Laying his hands on her hips, he tugged her forward into the vee of his legs.

“You seduced me the moment I saw you come down the aisle.” He leaned forward and whispered a kiss along the swell of her breasts, exposed above the low neckline of her off-white satin gown.

She sighed as her nipples tightened beneath the heavy fabric, but she shifted away from his gifted mouth.

“I don’t want to rush,” she said as she met his questioning gaze.

“Neither do I.” He pulled her close once more and drifted a line of kisses along her collarbone to the sensitive underside of her jaw, then nuzzled a ticklish spot just beneath her ear.

“Stop, Ryder. I’m serious. I can’t think when you do that.” When he made love to her, her mind became a jumble of emotions and sensations while logic and anything remotely reasonable fled her brain.

He leaned back, a cocky grin on his face. “Okay. I’m all yours, just be gentle. It is our wedding night, after all.”

Oh My God! It was their wedding night. A flood of emotion brought the threat of tears once more. She battled them back, wanting this night to be solely about joy.

Ryder couldn’t fail to see the glimmer of tears in Diana’s gaze as she slipped her hands beneath his tuxedo jacket and eased it from his body. She rarely cried, his warrior. Normally she was tough as nails, but the pregnancy had wrought all kinds of changes in her, both physically and emotionally.

It had made her softer, more rounded. And not just her body as it grew ripe with the pregnancy.

As she undid his cuffs and pulled off his shirt, he couldn’t resist covering the delicate swell of her belly with his hands. So much hope and sadness were carried within her.

She laid her hand over his and he tipped his head up to meet her watery gaze. She leaned forward and took his lips in a tender kiss opening her mouth to welcome him inside, kissing him until he shook with need.

When he drifted away, they were both breathing heavily, desire barely banked.

She made short work of helping him out of his pants and briefs, and as she encircled him with her hand, slowly stroking along his cock, he groaned and dragged her near.

He stopped her as she moved her hand on him again, uncertain if he could rein in his need if she continued.

She eased away, smiling. “Please help me out of this gown.” She reached behind her, struggling with the tiny row of satin-covered buttons down her back.

He smiled back and spun her around slowly, caressing her thickening waist as he did. In his haste, he fumbled with the first few buttons, but quickly undid the rest, baring her to mid-back, where another confection of beige satin edged with chocolate brown lace and ribbons waited for his touch.

He helped her step from the gown and carefully folded it over the thick wooden footboard of their bed.

When she faced him once more, it was like being punched in the gut.

The bustier she wore pushed up the already generous proportions of her breasts and enhanced her hourglass figure. Beneath the satin and ribbons, her long, lean legs were covered in beige thigh-high stockings.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said, and skimmed the tips of his fingers along the swell of her breasts.

She smiled, confident and knowing, as she unlaced the front of the bustier, the reveal of each inch of flesh a slow and dangerous seduction. “You made today so special, Ryder. I want to make tonight just as memorable.”

With a quick pull, she untied the ribbons to mid-waist.

Ryder couldn’t wait another moment. He eased his hands beneath the fabric and spread it wide, baring her full breasts to his gaze. Her nipples were already tight caramel-colored nubs aching for his touch.

For his kiss.

He leaned forward and lightly brushed his lips across those tight tips, made more sensitive by her pregnancy. She jumped and moaned, then threaded her fingers through his hair and kept him close.

He closed his lips around one tender nub, sucked and teethed it gently, drawing soft cries of pleasure from her , and earning the demanding touch of her hand along the head of his cock and down his length where she cupped his balls.

A low growl erupted from him. He wanted to be in her. Needed to be. The demon inside him, barely kept in check, wanted it also. Wanted the heat of her body and the beat of her heart, pounding with life.

Diana stilled. She shifted away slightly to examine Ryder.

His eyes were beginning the turn from the dark cocoa brown to the glaring neon of the vampire. Just beyond his full upper lip, the first hint of brilliant white fang warned her that Ryder was fighting for control.

She knew what it cost him each time. How he battled the demon. But it was as much a part of him as the man she had come to love.

“It’s okay, Ryder. I trust you.”

He shook from the force of his surrender and she wrapped her arms around him, gentled him as he completed the morph to the demon.

“I love you,” he whispered, the low rumble of the vampire tingeing his tones.

“And I love you,” she replied, smoothing her hands across his hair. Shifting her hands down to his shoulders, she rubbed them all along the wide, powerful expanse. And invited his hands upward, back to the last of the ribbons on the bustier.

He eagerly yanked them free and let the lacy garment fall to her feet.

She shivered as he kissed and sucked at her nipples, his fangs grazing the tender skin. Between her legs, damp heat built and she longed for his touch there.

As though reading her mind, he reached down and eased aside the small scrap of panty she wore. He found her center and pressed against it, building her passion. Dragging her ever closer to release.

She touched him, drawing her hand over his length, tracing the sensitive edge along his head, and earning a rough groan from him.

“I need you. Need to be inside you.”

She needed it, too.

She didn’t protest as he tore apart the panties with greedy hands. He grabbed hold of her hips and, with his vamp power running high, moved them to the center of the bed with a blast. But his actions were guarded and gentle, mindful of the delicate burden in his hands.

She met his gaze as she spread her legs , and welcomed his slow and possessive entry.

Of that she was sure. He owned her heart, body, and soul. Just as she owned him.

She sensed the reticence in him. The tremble in his body above her. The shakiness in his arms, as she danced her palms along his arms to his shoulders, where she held him. He remained still inside her.

“I won’t break,” she teased, sensing part of the reason for his uncertainty.

“I know, it’s just...”

A powerful shudder ripped through his body and he closed his eyes. Like a lion roaring to declare its territory, he shook his head and released a loud, long groan.

When he opened his eyes again, only faint hints remained of the vampire’s neon, and his fangs had retracted until the barest bumps remained.

Only then did he move his hips, a tardy in and out, drawing her slowly toward release. He bent his head to kiss her, becoming one with her in every way , loving her with his mouth until they were both breathless.

Reluctantly they moved apart, sucking in rough breaths as he lowered his head to taste her fullness.

She jumped again, every touch on her breasts so sensitive that his tender suckling created an intense pull in the muscles deep between her legs.

“That feels amazing,” he said before resuming his loving.

It did. But she needed more.

She cupped his head to her and raised her knees. With a slight shift of her hips, his penetration grew more profound , more forceful, the reins of his control beginning to slip.

It’s okay. I won’t break.

Diana’s words echoed in Ryder’s brain through the special connection they shared, freeing him.

No, she wouldn’t break. Diana was strong. Courageous. If she dared to love, to live, so would he.

He moved, reaching for their release , hiking her leg higher onto his hip, increasing the friction of their bodies and the pleasure of it. He pushed deep, ever mindful of the baby, his movements restrained. Gentle.

Diana gripped his shoulders, her fingers digging roughly into his flesh. Her breath jumped with each thrust of his hips. Eager cries urged him on, driving him to fulfill what they both desired.

Man and woman. United. 

Together.

Together, he thought, as with one final push, passion swept over them, tumbling them down.

She cradled the back of his head and pulled him close, until her lips brushed along his and she whispered, “Ryder,” her voice filled with emotion and a plea.

He gifted her all of himself with his kiss, promising with his actions and with a mental shout out.

I will love you forever.
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Chapter 4
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They said that marriage changed people, only FBI Agent Diana Reyes hadn’t expected it would happen with her and her vampire lover Ryder Latimer. They had known each other for too long. Lived with each other for years. So how could marriage possibly make a difference in their relationship?

But somehow things had changed in the month since their wedding. For the better in most ways. But then there was this. 

“I’ll try not to be too late." She tried to appease him, cradling her phone to her ear as she organized her papers on the conference room table. “But we’ve been working short-staffed. We’ve got several agents out with the flu.”

“I appreciate that you’re needed, but you’ve got to take care of yourself,” Ryder replied, and although he hadn’t said it, she heard the unspoken words in his request.

You’ve got to take care of the baby.

“I’ll be home soon,” she said, and without waiting for his answer in order to avoid further argument, she hung up and returned her attention to the crime scene photos and notes spread out in front of her.

She leaned her hands on the table and shuffled the pictures, trying in her mind to recreate the puzzle of the crime. The pieces were finally starting to fit together, and if she could just give it a little longer, she thought she might get a break in the case.

“Working late?”

She glanced in the direction of the door where her ADIC—Assistant Director in Charge—leaned against the jamb. “I could say the same about you,” she said with a smile for her boss.

Jesus shrugged and walked toward her while tugging open his tie. “Actually, I was heading home. I’ve been on duty nearly seventy-two straight, thanks to all the agents that are out.”

She leaned back against the edge of the table, tucked her arms across her chest, and eyeballed her friend. The shadows of fatigue were so prominent beneath his eyes that they looked like bruises.

“You do look beat. Some rest would do you good.”

“What about you? How are you feeling?” His gaze lowered to the swell of her belly.

She shifted her hand down to caress it. Beneath her palm came the flutter of movement, bringing a smile to her face despite how tired she was. “I’m holding on. The nausea isn’t as bad as it was before.”

He regarded her, skimming his gaze across her face, and nodded slowly. “You look tired, but happy. Pregnancy becomes you.”

She couldn’t argue with him. With a casual shrug, she nodded. “I guess.”

In truth, after the first month of horrible weakness and nausea, her health had stabilized somewhat. With another month having passed, the bouts of nausea had become less frequent. The last set of blood tests she had taken nearly two weeks earlier had shown that the contamination of vampire cells from Ryder’s blood that had been wreaking such havoc with her body for the past three years had abated somewhat.

It gave her hope that she would live long enough to give birth to the baby. Maybe even live long enough to see her grow.

“Don’t stay too long, Di. They’ll keep,” he said, jerking a finger in the direction of the photos. “Plus I can’t afford to lose another agent to illness.”

She offered him a weak smile. “I may just take these home to review. The break would probably give me a fresh eye on them.”

“Do that, and get some rest while you’re at it.” He walked away as she gathered the papers, but as he reached the door, his cell phone chirped loudly. 

He jerked it out, checked the caller ID, and cursed beneath this breath. 

“Daly,” he said when Diana sent him a questioning look. He answered and listened, his weary gaze meeting hers across the room.

“I understand, Detective,” he said as the lopsided conversation seemed to be drawing to a close. “I’ll be there shortly. I’ll buzz Dr. Gonzalez and have her meet us at the scene.”

Hearing her best friend’s name, Diana’s attention perked. Normally Maggie didn’t go out in the field. She worked in the forensics lab. What kind of case would need her expertise on-site?

Jesus ended the call and shrugged on his coat, his movements marked with exhaustion.

“You really should get some rest, boss. Why not send me?” She hadn’t been out of the office on a case yet, even though her disciplinary suspension had officially ended a couple of weeks earlier.

Pausing, he arched a dark brow. “Are you up to it?”

She shrugged. “Depends on what ‘it’ is.”

Tilting his head, he said, “We’ve got parts in Central Park.”

“Parts?” she asked, narrowing her gaze. She had a feeling he didn’t mean car parts.

“Seems like an unsub had a field day with his victim. Daly caught this bag of shit and he thinks it’s similar to another case he had last month.”

“Daly’s got a pretty good nose for these things. No reason why Maggie and I can’t check it out. We work well together,” she said, impatient to be out on a case even if she was dog tired...and even if Ryder would definitely read her the riot act when she got home.

Jesus hesitated, and once again intently checked her up and down. 

“I’m ready,” she assured him. Or maybe he was wondering if he was prepared to deal with having her on active duty again. “Don’t worry, I promise to behave,” she added wryly.

After a moment he nodded and said, “Call me as soon as you and Maggie are done. Don't push yourself too hard. I can't afford to lose you to the flu also.”

With that he exited, and Diana went to work, quickly collecting the notes and photos to review in the morning. She slipped on her lightweight winter coat and clipped her badge to her belt. For good measure, she removed her Glock from its holster and checked the magazine, making sure it was fully loaded and ready to go.

Even though the crime scene had been secured by NYPD, she never took chances. Especially now that she had to think about the baby, as well.

Nestling the gun back in its holster, she headed out, eager to get back to what she did best.
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A uniformed officer directed Diana to the crime scene area where her old friend, NYPD Detective Peter Daly, was standing beside Maggie.

Behind them was a rather large area marked off by bright yellow crime scene tape. A man with a windbreaker that identified him as being from the NYPD's CSU staff walked out from the area toward Peter and Maggie. Everything about the older man's demeanor was fearful, from his agitated hand movements, to the grim slash of his lips.

Diana approached and flashed her badge which earned a broad grin from the tall, blond detective, and a smile from her best friend, but a scowl from the squat, older CSU tech. His shape reminded her of a fireplug, all one width from his ankles to the square-top head sitting directly on his shoulders.

Peter held out his hand to Diana. "Glad to see you again, Reyes. I was just filling in Maggie on what we have here.”

She shook his hand, then introduced herself and Maggie to the other man, who was only an inch or so above her five foot two height, and well over fifty. 

"CSU Evans," he replied, and eyeballed them, wrinkling his nose in disapproval. Beneath his windbreaker, he wore a wrinkled and yellowed white shirt that barely contained his expanding girth, and charcoal grey slacks, shiny with age. A metal belt buckle and a bit of black leather belt, but not much, was visible below his shirt. Most of it was obscured by his large beer belly.

Daly motioned to the three of them. "I've got the 911 callers to interview, so why don't you get started."

He walked away, leaving her, Maggie, and the other officer standing there, staring at each other uneasily . 

She asked, "Where would you like to start, Detective Evans?"

No sense pissing off the locals.

The CSU agent inclined his head in the direction of the taped-off area, and waved a hand for them to follow him.

"How far is it to the main crime scene?" Maggie asked as Diana grabbed the tape and held it high so they could all ease under it.

"The DB is about twenty yards into a wooded area and up a fairly steep incline." He shot a quick, judgmental look at their shoes. 

Diana always wore sensible, low-heeled leather boots to crime scenes, and Maggie had luckily forsaken her signature Jimmy Choos for a practical pair of hiking
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