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FACT:

 

 

60 miles north of Manhattan, there exists a small, obscure
island in the Hudson River on which sits a crumbling Scottish
castle. This island is known as Pollepel, and was named after a
young girl, Polly, who hundreds of years ago, was stranded on the
ice of the Hudson and ended up on its shores. Legend has it she was
romantically rescued by her sweetheart, who married her on the
island.

 

 

 

 



 


 

 

 

“Threescore and ten I can remember
well,

Within the volume of which time I
have seen

Hours dreadful and things strange;
but this sore night

Hath trifled former knowings.”






—William Shakespeare,
Macbeth



 


 

 

 

 

 

 

ONE

 

 

 

Pollepel Island, Hudson River, New York

(Present Day)

 

 

 

“Caitlin?” came the soft voice. “Caitlin?”

Caitlin Paine heard the voice, and struggled to open her eyes.
They were so heavy, though; no matter how much she tried, she could
barely lift them. Finally, she managed to pry them open, just for a
brief second, to see where the voice was coming from.

Caleb.

He was kneeling by her side, holding her hand in both of his,
concern etched across his face.

“Caitlin?” he asked again.

She tried to get her bearings, to lift the immense cobwebs from
her head. Where was she? She could see enough to see that this room
was bare, made of stone. It was nighttime, and a large window let
in the light of a full moon. Stone floors, stone walls, an arched,
stone ceiling. The stone looked smooth and ancient. Was she in a
medieval cloister?

Aside from the moonlight, the room was lit only by a small
torch, fixed to the far wall, and not giving off much light. It was
too dark to see more.

She tried to focus on Caleb’s face, so close, only a foot away,
staring at her hopefully. His eyes seemed to light up, as he
squeezed her hand tighter. His hands felt warm. Hers were so cold.
She couldn’t feel the life in them.

Despite her efforts, Caitlin couldn’t hold her eyes open a
second longer. They were just too heavy. She felt…sick was
not the word. She felt…heavy. She felt free-floating, as
if she were in limbo, stuck between two worlds. She didn’t feel
connected to her body, didn’t feel like a part of the earth
anymore. But she didn’t feel dead, either. She felt as if she were
trying to awaken from a very, very deep sleep.

She struggled to remember. Boston…the King’s Chapel…the sword.
And then…getting stabbed. Lying there, dying. And Caleb at her
side. And then…his fangs. Approaching her.

Caitlin felt a dull, throbbing pain on the side of her throat.
It must have been from where she’d been bit. She had asked for
it—had pleaded for it.

But the way she felt now, she was not sure she should have. She
didn’t feel right. She felt an icy, cold blood racing through her
veins. She felt as if she had died, but had not taken the next
step. As if she were stuck.

More than anything, she felt pain. A dull, throbbing pain in her
lower right side, and in her stomach. It must be from where she’d
been stabbed.

“What you are going through is normal,” Caleb said softly.
“Don’t be afraid. We all go through it when we are first turned. It
will get better. I promise you. The pain will go away.”

She wanted to smile, to reach up and caress his face. The sound
of his voice made everything perfect in the world. It made all of
this worth it. She would be with him forever, now, and that gave
her hope.

But she was too tired. Her body was not responding to what her
brain wanted. She couldn’t get her lips to smile, and she couldn’t
summon the strength to lift her hand. She felt herself drifting
back into sleep…

Suddenly, her thoughts shifted again, jolting her awake. The
Sword…it was lying there, and then…stolen. Who had it now?

And then she remembered her brother, Sam. Unconscious. Then,
taken away by that vampire. What had happened to him? Was he
safe?

And Caleb. Why was he here? He should be pursuing the Sword.
Stopping them. Was he here only for her sake? Was he sacrificing it
all to stay at her side?

Question after question raced through her mind.

She summoned every ounce of strength she had, and opened her
lips just the slightest bit.

“The Sword,” she managed to say, her throat so dry it hurt to
speak. “You must go…” she added. “You must save…”

“Shhh,” Caleb said. “Just rest.”

She wanted to say more. So much more. She wanted to tell him how
much she loved him. How grateful she was. How she hoped that he
would never leave her side.

But it would have to wait. A new wave of fuzziness washed over
her, and her lips simply would not open again. Despite herself, she
found herself sinking, sinking, reeling back into the blackness,
back into her state of immortal sleep.

 



 


 

 

TWO

 

 

As Kyle flew over northern Manhattan, he had never felt so
elated. Behind him flew Sergei, his obedient soldier, and behind
him, hundreds of vampires that had joined them along the way. Kyle
now held the fabled Sword in his belt, and nothing more need be
said. Malevolent vampires all along the East Coast had already
heard the news, and as Kyle flew over, many covens were eager to
join him. They knew war was coming, and Kyle’s reputation preceded
him. These mercenary vampires knew that, wherever he was going, he
would be up to no good. And they wanted to be a part of it.

Kyle felt the thrill of the growing army behind him, and felt
another surge of confidence as he flew over the city. Sergei had
done well in grabbing the Sword and stabbing that girl, Caitlin. In
fact, Kyle had been surprised. He’d never imagined Sergei had it in
him. He had underestimated him, and as a reward, he’d decided to
keep him alive, realizing that he’d make a good sidekick. He was
especially impressed that Sergei had dutifully handed him the Sword
immediately after leaving the King’s Chapel. Yes, Sergei knew his
place. If he kept this up, Kyle might even promote him, might even
give him a small legion of his own. Kyle hated most things about
most people, but the one thing he appreciated was loyalty.

Especially after what his people, the Blacktide Coven, had done
to him. After thousands of years of loyalty, Rexius, their supreme
leader, had cast Kyle out as if he were nothing, as if his
thousands of years of service had meant nothing. All for one little
mistake. It was unthinkable.

Kyle’s plan had worked perfectly. Now he wielded the Sword, and
nothing—absolutely nothing—would get in his way. War with the human
race, and with the other vampire races, would soon be his to
wage.

As Kyle continued downtown, now over Harlem, he dipped closer to
the ground, using his vampire vision to zoom in on the details
below. He grinned wider.

His spreading of the Bubonic Plague has really worked.
Pandemonium and chaos ruled. Those pathetic little humans were
scrambling every which way, racing their cars the wrong way down
one-way streets, arguing with each other, looting stores. He could
see that most humans were covered in the horrible sores indicative
of the plague. He could also see the corpses, already piled high on
nearly every street corner. It was Armageddon down there. And
nothing made him happier.

It would only be a matter of days until every human in the city
fell. At that point, Kyle and his men could easily wipe out the
rest of them. They would feed as they had never fed before. And
then would enslave the rest of the human race.

The only small obstacle that remained in his way was the White
Coven, those pathetic vampires who fed only on animals, who thought
they were better than everyone else. Yes, they would try. But they
would be no match for the Sword. When he finished with the humans,
he would wipe them out next.

First, and most importantly, he would take back his place in his
own coven. And he would do it brutally. Rexius had made a grave
mistake in punishing him, Kyle thought, as he reached up and felt
the hardening scars all along the side of his face, his horrible
fate, his punishment for letting Caitlin slip away. Rexius would
pay for each and every one of Kyle’s scars. Rexius was powerful,
but now, with the Sword, Kyle’s power was even greater. Kyle would
not rest until Rexius lay dead, at his own hand, and until he
himself was declared the new supreme leader.

Kyle smiled wide at the thought. Supreme leader. After all these
thousands of years. It was what he deserved. It was his
destiny.

Kyle and his men flew and flew, over Central Park, over Midtown,
over Union Square, over Greenwich Village…and finally, they reached
City Hall Park.

Kyle descended gracefully, landing on his feet, and the flock of
now hundreds of vampires landed behind him. Kyle’s army had grown
beyond belief. What a way to return, he thought.

Kyle was about to head to the gates of City Hall, to crash down
its door and begin his war, when he noticed something out of the
corner of his eye. Something that bothered him.

Kyle used his vision to zoom in over several blocks, and to look
closely at the pandemonium in front of the Brooklyn Bridge.
Hundreds of cars were stuck in traffic, jammed up against each
other, backlogged in front of the bridge. All wanting to get
out.

But the bridge was cordoned off. Blocking the way were several
military tanks and trucks, on top of which sat dozens of soldiers,
machine guns aimed at the crowd. Clearly, no humans were being
allowed off the island of Manhattan. The military must not have
wanted the plague to spread. They had probably locked down all the
bridges and tunnels.

On the one hand, that was exactly what Kyle had wanted: it made
life easier, since all the humans would be trapped in Manhattan,
and he could kill them all more easily.

But on the other hand, now that he actually saw it with his own
eyes, it made his stomach turn. He hated authority—of any kind. And
that included the military. He almost sympathized with the masses
of humans, clamoring to get off the island. They were being stopped
by authority figures. Kyle’s veins burned at the thought.

At the same time, a new idea came to him. Why not let some
humans off the island? In fact, that would only serve his purpose.
They would spread the plague further. To Brooklyn, to start. Yes,
that could be very convenient indeed.

Kyle suddenly lifted back into the air, flying towards the base
of the Brooklyn Bridge. Immediately, the hundreds of vampires
followed him, on his heels.

Good, he thought. They were loyal and obedient, and they didn’t
ask questions. This would be a very convenient army indeed.

Kyle landed at the base of the Brooklyn Bridge, setting down on
the hood of a car, and the hundreds of vampires landed on cars
behind him, the sound of their boots click-clacking as they touched
down.

Car horns suddenly flared up. It seemed the humans didn’t like
people walking on their cars.

A new rage washed over Kyle, as he thought of the ingratitude of
these pathetic humans, blaring their horns as he had come to help
them.

Standing on the hood of a Saab SUV, blaring its horn at him, he
stopped. He had been about to jump down, to deal with the military,
but instead, he slowly turned and looked down through the
windshield, at the family glaring up at him.

It was a typical preppy family. In the front seat sat the
husband and wife, 40s, and behind them, their two kids. The husband
rolled down his window, and reached out and shook his fist at
Kyle.

“Get the fuck off of my hood!” the man screamed.

Kyle, standing on the hood, got down on one knee, reached back,
and thrust his fist through the windshield. He grabbed the man by
his Polo collar, and in one motion, yanked him towards him, right
through the windshield. Glass shattered everywhere, as the screams
of the man’s wife and children lit up the night.

Kyle stood on the hood, grinning, lifting the man, holding him
up high over his head.

The man was whimpering and crying, head covered in blood from
the shattered glass.

Kyle reached back, and with a wide grin, tossed the man through
the air like a paper airplane. The man went flying, hundreds of
feet, and landed somewhere back there in the traffic, on the hood
of some other car. Dead, Kyle hoped.

Kyle got back to business. He jumped off the car, and trotted
towards the huge tanks blocking the bridge. Behind him, he could
feel his hundreds of soldiers following suit.

As Kyle approached, all of the soldiers tensed up. Several of
them raised their machine guns and pointed them at him.

There was a perimeter of no cars or people a good hundred feet
away from the tanks, one which no one seemed willing to cross.

But Kyle happily crossed the line, walking right into the open
space, right towards the tank.

“Freeze!” a soldier yelled through a megaphone. “Do NOT come any
further! We WILL shoot on sight!”

Kyle smiled wider as he kept marching, right towards the
tank.

“I said FREEZE!” the soldier screamed again. “This is your LAST
warning! There is a curfew in effect. We have orders to fire on
anyone at night!”

Kyle grinned even wider.

“I own the night,” he answered.

Kyle continued towards them, and suddenly, they opened fire.
Dozens and dozens of soldiers fired their machine guns right at
Kyle and his men.

Kyle felt the pain of all the bullets ricocheting off him. One
after the other, they all bounced off his chest and arms and head
and legs. They felt like raindrops, but stronger. He smiled at the
thought of these pathetic human weapons.

Kyle saw the horrified expressions on the soldiers’ faces, as
they began to realize that he was unfazed. They clearly couldn’t
fathom how he was still walking. Or how any of his followers were,
too.

But they didn’t have time to react. Kyle walked right up to the
closest tank, got under it, placed both hands under the treads, and
with superhuman strength, lifted it way above his head. He walked
several feet, carrying the tank above his head, and came to the
railing of the bridge. Several soldiers, off balance, fell off the
tank as he walked. But dozens of others clung to it, grabbing hold
of the metal, trying to hold on at any cost.

Big mistake.

Kyle took three running steps, hoisted the tank back, and threw
it for all he was worth.

The tank went flying through the air, dozens of feet, clearing
the railing’s edge.

It was airborne over the Brooklyn Bridge, plummeting down
hundreds of feet towards the river. The tank turned and turned, and
soldiers screamed as they fell off of it, plummeting. It finally
hit the water with a massive splash.

Suddenly, the traffic jam came to life. Without any hesitation,
the anxious New Yorkers stepped on the gas, and their cars sped
through the now-open lane onto the bridge. Within seconds, hundreds
of cars were racing out of Manhattan. Kyle looked at their faces as
they went, and could see that many were already infected with the
plague.

Kyle grinned wide. This was going to be a beautiful night.

 



 


 

 

THREE

 

 

Samantha watched the massive double doors open up before her,
creaking as they went, and felt a pit in her stomach. She walked
into her leader’s chambers, accompanied by several vampire guards.
They were not restraining her—they would never dare—but they did
accompany her closely, and the message was clear. She was still one
of them, but she was under house arrest, at least until she’d had
this meeting with Rexius. He summoned her as a soldier, but he was
also summoning her as a prisoner.

The doors closed with a crash behind her, and she saw that the
huge chamber was filled. She had not seen a turnout like this in
years. There were hundreds of her fellow vampires in the room.
Clearly, they all wanted to watch, to know the news, what had
happened with the Sword. How she had let it slip away.

Most of all, they likely wanted to see her punished. They knew
that Rexius was an unforgiving leader, and that even the smallest
mistake demanded punishment. A transgression of this magnitude
would demand an extravagant punishment.

Samantha knew that. She was not trying to escape her fate. She
had accepted a mission, and she had failed. She had found the
Sword, yes, but she had also lost it. She had allowed Kyle and
Sergei to steal it out from under her.

It all would have been perfect. She clearly remembered the
Sword, sitting there, on the floor of the King’s Chapel, in the
aisle, just feet from her grasp. She was only seconds away from
having it, from fulfilling her mission, from being the hero of
their coven.

And then Kyle, and that awful sidekick of his, Sergei, had to
come marching in, knocking her out, stealing it from her grasp. It
was unfair. How could she have expected that?

And now, what was she? The villain. The one who let the Sword
go. The one who failed the mission. Oh yes, there would be hell to
pay. She was sure of that.

All she wanted now was for Sam to be safe. He had been knocked
out, unconscious, and she had carried him away, had taken him all
the way back here. She’d wanted him close. She wasn’t ready to let
him go, and she didn’t know where else to bring him. She had snuck
in, and had stored him safely, way underground, in an empty chamber
in their coven. No one had seen her, at least as far as she knew.
He would be safe in there, away from the prying eyes of these
vampires. She would report to Rexius, suffer her punishment, and
afterwards, she would wait until daybreak, when everyone was
asleep, and she would escape with Sam.

Of course, she couldn’t just escape outright. She’d have to
report back first, to suffer her punishment, or else her coven
would hunt her down, and she would be on the run for the rest of
her life. Once she was punished, no one would pursue them. Then she
could take Sam, and they could flee far from here, and settle down
somewhere. Just the two of them.

She hadn’t expected the boy, Sam, to grab hold of her feelings
the way he had. When she thought of her priorities now, she thought
of him first. She wanted to be with him. She needed to be
with him. In fact, as crazy as it sounded, even to herself, she
could no longer picture life without him. She was furious at
herself. She did not know how she had let it reach this point. An
infatuation with a teenage boy. Much less, a human. She hated
herself for it. But it was what it was. There was no use trying to
change the way she felt.

The thought of this gave her strength, as she slowly approached
Rexius’ throne, preparing for her sentence. She would undergo
indescribable pain, she knew that, but the thought of Sam would
keep her strong throughout it. She would have something to go back
to. And Sam would be protected, spared from all of this. That was
what made it all bearable.

But would he love her after she had undergone the punishment? If
she knew Rexius, he would reserve the Ioric acid treatment for her,
would scar her face as best as he possibly could. She may lose the
best part of her looks afterwards. Would Sam still love her? She
hoped that he would.

A hush descended over the chamber, as the hundreds of vampires
edged in closer, eager to see the exchange. Samantha took several
steps closer to Rexius, and got down on one knee, bowing her
head.

Rexius, just feet away, stared down from his throne, his harsh,
icy blue eyes piercing right through her. He stared at her for what
felt like several minutes, although Samantha knew it was probably
only seconds. She kept her head down. She knew better than to ever
meet his gaze.

“So,” Rexius began, his gravelly voice cutting through the air,
“the chicken comes home to roost.”

Several more minutes of silence followed, as he studied
Samantha. She knew better than to try to explain herself in any
way. She just kept her head bowed low.

“I sent you on a very simple mission,” he continued. “After the
failures of Kyle, I needed someone I could trust. My most valuable
soldier. You had never let me down before, not in thousands of
years,” he said, staring. “But in this, this one simple mission,
you have somehow managed to fail. And to fail miserably.”

Samantha lowered her head again.

“So. Tell me exactly what happened to the Sword. Where is
it?”

“My master,” she began slowly, “I tracked down the girl.
Caitlin. And Caleb. I found them both. And I found the Sword. I
even got Caitlin to release it. It was on the floor, just feet from
my grasp. In but a few seconds, it surely would have been in my
grasp, for me to bring back to you.”

Samantha swallowed.

“I could not have foreseen what happened next. I was surprised,
attacked by Kyle–”

A loud murmur erupted throughout the room of vampires.

“Before I could grab the Sword,” she continued, “Kyle had
already taken it. He fled from the church, and there was nothing I
could do. I tried to find him, but he was long gone. The Sword is
now in his possession.”

An even louder murmur spread throughout the room. The anxiety in
the room was palpable.

“SILENCE!” screamed a voice.

Slowly, the murmur died down.

“So,” Rexius began, “after all that, you let Kyle take the
Sword. You practically handed it to him.”

Samantha knew better, but she couldn’t contain herself. She
had to say something in her defense.  “My master,
there was nothing I could do—”

Rex interrupted her by simply shaking his head. She dreaded that
gesture. It meant bad things were to follow.

“Thanks to you, I must now prepare for two wars. This pathetic
war with the humans, and now a war with Kyle.”

A heavy silence blanketed the room, and Samantha felt her
punishment was imminent. She was ready to accept it. She held fast
in her mind the image of Sam, and the fact that they could not
absolutely kill her. They would never do that. There would be a
life after this, some kind of a life, and Sam would be in it.

“I have a very special punishment reserved for you I,” Rexius
said slowly, breaking into a slow grin.

Samantha heard the wide double doors open behind her, and she
turned to see.

Her heart dropped.

There, being dragged in by two vampires, chained by feet and
hands, was Sam.

They had found him.

He was gagged, and as much as he squirmed and tried to make a
noise, he couldn’t. His eyes opened wide in shock and fear. They
dragged him to the side of the room, chains rattling, and held him
firmly, forcing him to watch.

“It seems you have not only lost the Sword, but have also
developed an affection for a human, despite every rule of our
race,” Rexius said. “Your punishment, Samantha, will be to watch
suffer that which you hold dearest to you. I can sense that that
which is dearest to you is not yourself. It is this boy. This
pathetic, little, human boy. Very well,” he said, leaning closer,
grinning. “Then that is how you will be punished. We will put this
boy through horrific pain.”

Samantha’s heart pounded in her chest. This was something she
had not foreseen, and something she could not let happen. At any
cost.

She sprang into action, leaping in the direction of Sam’s
attendants. She managed to reach one, kicking him hard in the
chest. He went flying backwards.

But before she could attack the other, several vampires were on
her, grabbing her, pinning her down. She struggled with all she
had, but there were just too many of them, and she could not match
the strength of all those vampires at once.

She watched helplessly as several vampires dragged Sam forward,
towards the center of the room. They positioned him on the spot—the
exact spot reserved for those undergoing the high Ioric acid
treatment. On a vampire, the punishment was indescribably painful.
It scarred for life.

On a human, though, the pain would be incalculable, and the
punishment meant a certain, horrific death. They were leading Sam
to his execution. And they were forcing her to watch.

Rexius grinned even wider, as Sam was chained down on the spot.
As Rexius nodded, one of the attendants tore the tape from his
mouth.

Sam immediately looked for Samantha, fear in his eyes.

“Samantha!” he yelled. “Please! Save me!”

Samantha, despite herself, burst into tears. There was nothing,
absolutely nothing she could do.

Six vampires rolled forward a huge, iron cauldron, bubbling and
hissing, mounted at the top of a ladder. They put it in position,
right over Sam’s head.

Sam looked up at it.

And the last thing he saw was the liquid leaving the cauldron,
bubbling and hissing, and heading right for his face.

 



 

 

 

FOUR

 

 

 

 

Caitlin was running. The field of flowers climbed as high as
her waist, and as she ran, she cut a path right through it. The
sun, blood-red, sat as a huge ball on the horizon.

Standing with his back to the sun, on the horizon, was her
father. Or at least, his silhouette. His features were
unrecognizable, but she knew that it was him.

As Caitlin ran and ran, desperate to finally see him, to
embrace him, the sun sank quickly, too quickly. Everything happened
too fast, and within seconds, the sun had disappeared
completely.

She found herself running through the field in the middle of
the night. Her father was still there, waiting. She felt that he
wanted her to run faster, that he wanted to embrace her. But her
legs would only run so fast, and no matter how hard she tried, he
seemed to just get further away.

As she ran, the moon suddenly rose over the horizon—a huge,
blood-red moon, filling the entire sky. Caitlin could see all the
details on it, the indents, the craters. It was crystal clear. Her
father stood, a silhouette against it, and as she tried to run even
faster, it seemed as if she were running towards the very moon
itself.

But it wasn’t working. Suddenly, her legs and feet were not
moving at all. She looked down, and saw that the flowers had
twisted themselves around her ankles and legs, and were morphing
into vines. They were so thick, and strong, soon she could not move
at all.

As she watched, a huge snake slithered towards her, through
the field. She tried to struggle, to get away, but she was
helpless. All she could do was watch as it approached. As it got
closer, it leapt into the air, lunging right for her throat. She
turned and screamed, and felt its long fangs pierce her throat. The
pain was horrific.

Caitlin woke with a start, sitting upright in bed and breathing
hard. She reached for her throat, and felt the two hardening scars.
For a moment, she confused her dream with reality, and looked about
the room for a snake. There was none.

She rubbed her throat. The wound still hurt, but not as much as
it had in the dream. She breathed deeply.

Caitlin was covered in a cold sweat, her heart still pounding.
She wiped her face and the sides of her temples, and could feel her
cold, wet hair sticking to her. How long had it been since she’d
bathed? Washed her hair? She couldn’t remember. How long had she
been lying there? And where, exactly, was she?

Caitlin looked all about the room. It was the same place she
remembered from some time ago—was it from a dream, or was she awake
here at some point before? The room was entirely made of stone, and
had one tall, arched window, through which she could see the night
sky, and the enormous full moon, its light pouring in.

She sat on the edge of her bed and rubbed her forehead, trying
to remember. As she did, she was struck by a horrible pain in her
side. She reached down, and felt the scab of a wound. She tried to
remember what it was from. Had someone attacked her?

Caitlin thought hard, and slowly, but surely, the details
flooded back. Boston. The Freedom Trail. The King’s Chapel. The
sword. Then…being attacked. Then…

Caleb. He had been there, looking down at her. She had felt her
world slipping away, and she had asked him. Turn me, she
had pleaded.…

Caitlin raised her hands and felt the two marks on the side of
her throat, and she knew that he had listened.

That explained everything. Caitlin stood with a start, with the
realization. She had been turned. She had been taken somewhere,
probably for recovery, probably under Caleb’s watchful gaze. She
tested her arms and legs, twisted her neck, tested her body….

She felt different, that was for sure. She was not herself
anymore. She felt unlimited strength coursing through her. A desire
to run, to sprint, to break through walls, to leap into the air.
She also felt something else: two slight bulges on her back, behind
her shoulder blades. Very subtle, but she knew they were there.
Wings. She knew, she felt, that if she wanted to fly, they would
open up for her.

Caitlin fell intoxicated by her newfound strength. She wanted
desperately to test it. She felt so cooped up—she had no idea how
long she had been here—and she wanted to see what this new life
could be like. She also felt something else that was new: a sense
of recklessness. A sense that she could not die. That she could
make stupid mistakes, that she had infinite lives to play with. She
wanted to push things to the edge.

Caitlin turned and looked out the window, at the night sky. The
window was shaped in a wide arch, with no glass, and was open to
the elements. The sort of thing one might see in an old, medieval
cloister.

In the past, the old, human Caitlin would have hesitated, would
have thought about what she was about to do, would have
second-guessed herself. But the re-born Caitlin felt no hesitation.
Practically the second after she thought it, she took off at a
sprint, right for it.

With just a few short strides, Caitlin jumped up onto the window
sill and dove out into the open air.

Some part of her, some instinct, told her that once she was
airborne, her wings would sprout. If she were wrong, it would mean
a serious plummet, hundreds of feet down to the earth. But the
re-born Caitlin didn’t feel as if she could ever be wrong.

And she wasn’t. As Caitlin leapt out into the night, her wings
sprouted out from behind her shoulder blades, and she felt the
exhilarating thrill of flying, of gliding through the air. She was
delighted to feel how wide and long her wings were, thrilled to
feel the fresh, night air washing over her face, hair, and body. It
was nighttime, but the moon was so full and so big, it lit up the
night almost as if it were day.

Caitlin looked down and was afforded a bird’s-eye view. She had
sensed water, and she had been right. She was on an island. All
around her, in every direction, there stretched a huge, beautiful
river, its waters very still and lit up by the moonlight. It was
the widest river she had ever seen. And there, in the middle of it,
was the tiny island on which she’d slept. A small island, hardly
more than a few dozen acres, one end of it was dominated by a
crumbling, Scottish castle, half in ruin. The rest of the island
was completely consumed by a thick forest.

As Caitlin flew in the air, up and down on the wind currents,
turning and swooping and diving, she circled the island again. The
castle was huge, magnificent. Parts of it were crumbling, but other
parts, those hidden from outside view, in the interior, were
perfectly intact. There were inner courtyards and outer courtyards,
ramparts, turrets, winding staircases, and acres and acres of
gardens. It was large enough to hold a small army.

As she dove, she saw that the interior of the castle was lit
with torches. And there were people milling about. Vampires? Her
senses told her that they were. Her own kind. They were walking
about, interacting with each other. Some them were training, sword
fighting, playing games. The island was abuzz with activity. Who
were these people? Why was she here? Had they taken her in?

As Caitlin finished her circle, she saw the room she had leapt
from. She had been staying at the top of the highest tower, opening
up onto a huge rampart, a wide, open terrace. On it, there stood a
single, lone vampire. Caitlin did not have to fly any closer to
know who that vampire was. She knew it already, in her very heart
and soul. His blood now ran through her, and she loved him with all
her heart. And now that he’d turned her, she loved him with
something even more than love. She knew, even from this far
distance, that the loan figure pacing outside her room was
Caleb.

Her heart soared at the sight of him. He was here. He was really
here. Standing there, waiting, right outside her room. He must have
been waiting for her to recover. All this time.

Who knew how much time had passed? He had never left her side.
Even with all that had happened, all that was going on now. She
loved him more than she could say. And now, they would be together
for eternity.

He stood there, leaning over the ramparts, looking down at the
river, looking both concerned and sad.

Caitlin dove right towards him, hoping to surprise him, to
impress him with her newfound skill.

Caleb looked up, shocked, and his face lit with joy.

But as Caitlin came in for a landing, something suddenly went
wrong. She felt herself losing her balance, losing coordination.
She felt as if she were coming in too fast, and she couldn’t
correct it in time. As she came in over the ramparts, she scraped
her knee on the stone and landed too hard, taking a hard role on
the stone.

“Caitlin!” Caleb exclaimed, running over to her.

Caitlin lay on the hard stone, feeling a new aching pain running
up her leg. She was fine. If she had been the old Caitlin, merely a
human, she would have broken several bones. But as this new
Caitlin, she knew she would bounce back, recover from it quickly,
within minutes probably.

But she was embarrassed. She had wanted to surprise and impress
Caleb. Now she looked like an idiot.

“Caitlin?” he asked again, kneeling by her side, laying a hand
of her shoulder. “Are you okay?”

She looked at him, grinning sheepishly.

“Some way to impress you,” she said, feeling like a fool.

He ran a hand along the side of her leg, checking her
injury.

“I’m not human anymore,” she snapped. “You don’t have to worry
about me.”

She immediately regretted her words, and her tone. It had come
out like an accusation, almost as if she regretted being turned.
And she hadn’t meant to take a harsh tone. On the contrary, she
loved his touch, loved the fact that he was still so protective.
She had wanted to thank him, to say all this and more, but as
usual, she screwed it up, and said exactly the wrong thing at the
wrong time.

What a terrible first impression as the new Caitlin. She still
just couldn’t keep her mouth shut. Clearly, some things never
changed, even with immortality.

She sat up, and was about to lay her hand on his shoulder and
apologize, when suddenly, she heard a whining noise, and felt a
furry cloud in her face. She leaned back, and realized what it
was.

Rose. Her wolf pup, Rose leapt into Caitlin’s arms. Rose was
whining with excitement, and licking Caitlin all over her face.
Caitlin couldn’t help but break out laughing. She gave Rose a hug,
and pulled her back and looked at her.

Still a pup, Rose had already grown, and was bigger than Caitlin
remembered. Caitlin thought, and recalled when she last saw Rose,
in the King’s Chapel, lying on the floor, bleeding, shot by
Samantha. She had been sure Rose was dead.

“She pulled through,” Caleb said, reading her mind, as always.
“She’s tough. Like her mother,” he added with a smile.

Caleb must have been watching over them both all this time.

“How long have I been out?” Caitlin asked.

“One week,” Caleb said.

One week, Caitlin thought. Incredible.

She felt like she’d been out for years. She felt like she’d died
and returned to life, but in a new form. She felt washed clean, as
if she were starting life again with a blank slate.

But as she remembered all the events that were transpiring, she
realized that the passing of one week was also an eternity. They
had stolen the Sword. And her brother, Sam, kidnapped. An entire
week had gone by. Why hadn’t Caleb gone after them? Every minute
counted.

Caleb got to his feet, and so did Caitlin. She stood opposite
him, looking up into his eyes. Her heart started beating. She
didn’t know what to do. What was the protocol, the etiquette, now
that they were both true vampires? Now that he was the one who had
turned her? Were they together? Did he love her just as much now
that she was of his race? Now that they’d be together forever?

She felt more nervous, like there was more at stake, than ever
before.

She reached up and gently lay a hand on his cheek.

He looked down into her eyes, and his eyes shone in the
moonlight.

“Thank you,” she said, softly.

She had wanted to say, I love you, but it hadn’t come
out right. She had wanted to ask: will you be with me forever?
Do you still love me?

But despite everything, despite all of her newfound powers, she
didn’t have the courage to say that. She could have at least said,
Thank you for saving me, or, Thank you for watching
over me, or Thank you for being here. She knew how
much he had given up to be here, how much he had sacrificed. But
all she could manage was, Thank you.

He slowly smiled, reached up with one hand, and gently pulled
the hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear. He then ran the
back of his hand, so smooth, over her face, studying her.

She wondered what he was thinking. Was he about to express his
love for her forever? Would he kiss her?

She felt that he was about to, and suddenly she got nervous.
Nervous for what their new life would be like. Nervous for what
would happen if it didn’t work out. So instead of savoring the
moment, she had to go ahead and ruin it, open her big fat mouth
when all she wanted to do was keep it shut.

“What happened to the Sword?” she asked.

His facial expression changed completely. It transformed from a
look of love, of passion, to troubling concern. She saw it
happening instantly, like a dark cloud passing over a summer
sky.

He turned and took several steps towards the edge of the stone
ramparts, his back to her, and looked out at the river.

You’re such an idiot, she thought to herself. Why
did you have to say anything? Why couldn’t you just let him kiss
you?

She cared about the Sword, that was true, but not nearly as much
as she cared about him. About them, as a couple. But she
had ruined the moment.

“I’m afraid the Sword is gone,” Caleb said softly, his back to
her, looking out. “It was stolen from us. By Samantha, then Kyle.
They caught us by surprise. I did not anticipate their being there.
I should have.”

Caitlin walked to him, standing by his side and gently reaching
up and placing a hand on his shoulder. She hoped that maybe she
could change the mood again.

“Are your people all right?” she asked.

He turned and looked at her, even more troubled than before.

“No,” he said flatly. “My coven is in grave danger. And every
minute I’m away, the danger grows.”

Caitlin thought.

“Then why haven’t you gone to them?” she asked.

But she already knew the answer, even before he said it.

“I could not leave you,” he said. “I had to see that you were
all right.”

Was that all? Caitlin thought. Did he only care about
seeing that she was all right? And as soon as she was, was he going
to just leave?

On the one hand, Caitlin felt a surge of love for him, knowing
what he’d sacrificed. But on the other hand, she wondered if he
only cared about her physical well-being? Not about them as a
couple?

“So…” Caitlin began, “now that you see that I’m all right…are
you going to just leave?”

It had come out too harsh. What was wrong with her? Why couldn’t
she be more kind, more gentle, as he had been? She certainly didn’t
mean it. It just came out all wrong. What she had wanted to say
was, Please, don’t ever leave me.

“Caitlin,” he began softly, “I want you to understand. My
family, my people, my coven—they are in grave danger. The Sword is
out there, and it is in the wrong hands. I need to get back to
them. I need to save them. In truth, I should have left a week
ago…and now that I see that you are recovered, well…it is not that
I want to leave you. It is that I must save my family,” he
said softly.

“I could come with you,” Caitlin responded, hopeful. “I could
help.”

“You are not fully recovered,” he said. “That crash landing was
not an accident. It takes any vampire some time to fully come into
her own powers. And in your case, you also suffered a terrible
injury from the Sword. That may take days, or weeks, to heal. If
you came, you could injure yourself. The battlefield is no place
for you right now. They will train you here. That is why I brought
you.”

Caleb turned and crossed the terrace, leading her, and they
looked down at the courtyard.

There, far below, were dozens of vampires, lit up under the
torchlight, sparring, jousting and wrestling with each other.

“This small island holds one of the finest covens there is,”
Caleb said. “They have agreed to take you in. They will teach you.
They will train you. They will make you stronger. And then, when
your powers are fully developed, when you are fully healed, I would
be honored to have you fight beside me. Until then, I’m afraid I
cannot let you. The war I am heading into will be very dangerous.
Even for a vampire.”

Caitlin’s brow furrowed. She’d been afraid he’d say something
like that.

“But what if you don’t come back?” she asked.

“If I am alive, I will return for you. I promise.”

“But what if you don’t live?” Caitlin asked, almost too afraid
to utter the words.

Caleb turned and looked out at the horizon, and breathed deeply.
He stared out at the clouds, and did not say a word.

Now was Caitlin’s chance. She desperately wanted to change the
subject. He was determined to leave, she could see that, and
nothing was going to stop him. And it was clear that he could not
bring her. She felt a wave of exhaustion, and she knew that he was
right: she was not ready to fight. She needed to heal.

She didn’t want to waste any more time trying to stop him. And
she didn’t want to talk anymore about vampires, wars, or swords.
She wanted to use their precious remaining time to talk about them.
Caitlin and Caleb. Them as a couple. Their future. Their love for
each other. Their commitment to each other. Where, exactly, did
they stand?

More importantly, she realized, throughout all their time
together, since she’d first met him, she’s always just taken him
for granted. She had never stopped to take a moment, to look into
his eyes and tell him exactly how deeply she felt for him. She was
a woman now, and she felt it was time for her to step up and act
mature, act like a woman. To tell him what she really felt for him.
She needed him to know. Maybe he sensed it, sensed how much she
loved him, but she had never uttered the words. Caleb, I love
you. I’ve loved you from the second I met you. I will always love
you.

Caitlin’s heart was pounding, more terrified for this than she
had been for anything thus far. Trembling, she reached up a hand,
and gently placed it on his cheek.

He slowly turned towards her.

She was ready, finally, to tell him what she thought.

But as she tried, the words got stuck in her throat.

At the same time, he suddenly looked at her with a flash of
concern, and opened his mouth to speak.

“Caitlin, there is something I need to tell you—” he began.

But he never had a chance to finish his sentence.

There was suddenly the sound of a door opening, and Caitlin
sensed immediately that the two of them were no longer alone.

They both spun towards the noise, and looked to see who it
was.

It was a person. A vampire. A beautiful, incredible creature,
taller, thinner, better built than Caitlin. With long, flowing red
hair and bright green eyes.

As Caitlin realized who it was, her heart plummeted.

No. It couldn’t be.

It was her. Sera. Caleb’s ex-wife.

Caitlin had met her only once, briefly, at the Cloisters. But
she had never forgotten her.

Sera walked towards them with the elegance of a creature who had
been on this planet for thousands of years. Confident. Without
slowing, her eyes on Caitlin all the while, she walked up beside
Caleb.

She reached up a single, pale, beautiful hand, and slowly draped
it around Caleb shoulder. She looked down at Caitlin with utter
contempt.

“Caleb?” she said softly, a sinister smile across her face.
“Didn’t you tell her about us?”

And with those few words, Caitlin felt as if a knife had been
plunged into her heart.

 

{END OF EXCERPT}
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	VOWED (Book
#7 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In VOWED (Book #7 of the Vampire Journals), Caitlin and Caleb
find themselves in medieval Scotland, in 1350, a time of knights
and shining armor, of castles and warriors, of the quest for the
Holy Grail said to contain the key to true vampire immortality.
Landing on the shores of the ancient Isle of Skye, a remote island
off the Western coast of Scotland where only the most elite
warriors live and train, they are ecstatic to reunite with Sam and
Polly, Scarlet and Ruth, a human king and his warriors, and with
all of Aiden’s coven.

Before they can continue their mission for the fourth and final
key, the time has come for Caleb and Caitlin to wed. Against the
most amazing backdrop Caitlin could ever hope for, an elaborate
vampire wedding is planned, including all of the ancient rituals
and ceremonies that accompany it. It is the wedding of a lifetime,
meticulously planned by Polly and the others, and Caitlin and Caleb
are happier than they’ve ever been.

Simultaneously, Sam and Polly, to their own surprise, are each
falling deeply in love with one another. As their relationship
accelerates, Sam surprises Polly with a vow of his own. And Polly
surprises him with her own shocking news.

But all is not well beneath the surface. Blake has appeared
again, and his deep love for Caitlin might just threaten her union,
on the day before her wedding. Sera has appeared again, too, and
vows to break apart what she cannot have.

Scarlet, too, finds herself in danger, as the source of her deep
powers are revealed—along with the revelation of who are her true
parents.

Worst of all, Kyle has landed back in time, and has tracked down
his old protégé, Rynd, to force him to use his shapeshifting skill
to trick and kill Caitlin and her people. As they fall into his
elaborate trap, Caitlin and the others find themselves in deeper
danger than ever before. It will be a race to find the final key,
before everyone Caitlin holds dear is wiped out for good. This
time, she will have to make the hardest choices and sacrifices of
her life.

VOWED is Book #7 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED,
LOVED, BETRAYED, DESTINED, DESIRED and BETROTHED), and yet it also
stands alone as a self-contained novel. VOWED is 60,000 words.



	


TURNED (Book
#1 in the Vampire Journals) (Chapter One) (2011)
In TURNED (Book #1 of the Vampire Journals series), eighteen
year old Caitlin Paine finds herself uprooted from her nice suburb
and forced to attend a dangerous New York City high school when her
Mom moves again. The one ray of light in her new surroundings is
Jonah, a new classmate who takes an instant liking to her.

But before their romance can blossom, Caitlin suddenly finds
herself changing. She is overcome by a superhuman strength, a
sensitivity to light, a desire to feed--by feelings she does not
understand. She seeks answers to what’s happening to her, and her
cravings lead her to the wrong place at the wrong time. Her eyes
are opened to a hidden world, right beneath her feet, thriving
underground in New York City. She finds herself caught between two
dangerous covens, right in the middle of a vampire war.

It is at this moment that Caitlin meets Caleb, a mysterious and
powerful vampire who rescues her from the dark forces. He needs her
to help lead him to the legendary lost artifact. And she needs him
for answers, and for protection. Together, they will need to answer
one crucial question: who was her real father?

But Caitlin finds herself caught between two men as something
else arises between them: a forbidden love. A love between the
races that will risk both of their lives, and will force them to
decide whether to risk it all for each other...

This is an excerpt from Chapter One of the book. The completed
novel is available for sale on Amazon (for Kindle), Barnes &
Noble (for Nook) and elsewhere.

Also note that book #2 in the series--LOVED--is now also
available for sale in these places, at 51,000 words.



	


Loved
(Book #2 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In LOVED (Book #2 in the Vampire Journals), Caitlin and Caleb
embark together on their quest to find the one object that can stop
the imminent vampire and human war: the lost sword. An object of
vampire lore, there is grave doubt over whether it even exists.

If there is any hope of finding it, they must first trace
Caitlin’s ancestry. Is she really the One? Their search begins with
finding Caitlin’s father. Who was he? Why did he abandon her? As
the search broadens, they are shocked by what they discover about
who she really is.

But they are not the only ones searching for the legendary
sword. The Blacktide Coven wants it, too, and they are close on
Caitlin and Caleb’s trail. Worse, Caitlin’s little brother, Sam,
remains obsessed with finding his Dad. But Sam soon finds himself
in way over his head, smack in the middle of a vampire war. Will he
jeopardize their search?

Caitlin and Caleb’s journey takes them on a whirlwind of
historic locations—from the Hudson Valley, to Salem, to the heart
of historic Boston—the very spot where witches were once hung on
the hill of Boston Common. Why are these locations so important to
the vampire race? And what do they have to do with Caitlin’s
ancestry, and with who she’s becoming?

But they may not even make it. Caitlin and Caleb’s love for each
other is blossoming. And their forbidden romance may just destroy
everything they’ve set out to achieve…

Although LOVED is the sequel to TURNED, it also stands alone as
a self-contained novel. LOVED is 51,000 words.

This is the first chapter. The complete novel is available for
sales on Amazon (Kindle) and Barnes & Noble (Nook).



	


DESTINED
(Book #4 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In DESTINED (Book #4 in the Vampire Journals), Caitlin Paine
wakes to discover herself back in time. She finds herself in a
cemetery, on the run from a mob of villagers, and seeks refuge in
the ancient cloisters of Assisi, in the countryside of Umbria,
Italy. There, she learns of her destiny and her mission: to find
her father and the ancient vampire Shield needed to save
mankind.

But Caitlin’s heart still pines for her lost love: Caleb. She
desperately needs to know if he has survived their trip back in
time. She learns that her mission requires her to go to Florence,
but if she wants to pursue matters of the heart, she must go to
Venice. She chooses Venice.

Caitlin is overwhelmed at what she finds. Venice of the
eighteenth century is a surreal place, men and women dressed in
elaborate costumes and masks, celebrating an endless, lavish party.
She is thrilled to discover and reunite with some of her close
friends, and to be welcomed back into their coven. And she is
excited to join them in Venice’s Grand Ball, the most important
costume dance of the year, where she hopes, once again, to find
Caleb.

But Caitlin is not the only one who can travel back in time:
Kyle soon arrives, too, and is determined to hunt her down and kill
her once and for all. Sam, too, arrives, determined to save his
sister before it is too late.

At the Ball, Caitlin searches everywhere, and finds no sign of
Caleb. That is, until the very last dance. She dances with a masked
man who takes her heart away, and she feels certain that it is him.
But as the partners change, she loses him again. Or does she?

Caitlin soon finds herself torn between the two loves of her
life, and discovers that she has to be careful what she wishes for.
Her joy at finding what she wants might just come mixed with
tragedy and heartbreak.

In a climactic, action-packed ending, Caitlin finds herself up
against true evil, Rome’s ancient vampire coven, and the most
powerful vampire coven that ever existed. Surviving will demand all
her skills, as she finds herself battling for her very life. She
will have to sacrifice more than ever, if she is to save the one
she loves….

DESTINED is Book #4 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED,
LOVED and BETRAYED), and yet it also stands alone as a
self-contained novel. DESTINED is over 60,000 words.

This is a free sample of the first 2 chapters. The entire book
is available for sale on Amazon, BN and elsewhere.



	


DESIRED (Book
#5 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In DESIRED (Book #5 in the Vampire Journals), Caitlin Paine
wakes to discover that she has once again traveled back in time.
This time, she has landed in eighteenth century Paris, an age of
great opulence, of kings and queens—but also of revolution.

Reunited with her true love, Caleb, the two of them finally have
the quiet, romantic time together that they never had. They spend
idyllic time together in the city of Paris, visiting its most
romantic sites, as their love grows ever deeper. Caitlin decides to
give up the search for her father, so that she can savor this time
and place, and spend her life with Caleb. Caleb takes her to his
medieval castle, near the ocean, and Caitlin is happier than she
ever dreamed.

But their idyllic time together is not destined to last forever,
and events intercede that force the two of them apart. Caitlin once
again finds herself united with Aiden and his coven, with Polly and
with new friends, as she focuses again on her training, and on her
mission. She is introduced to the lavish world of Versailles, and
encounters outfits and opulence beyond what she ever dreamed. With
never ending feasts and parties and concerts, Versailles is a world
of its own. She is happily reunited with her bother Sam, who is
also back in time, and having dreams of their father, too.

But all is not as well as it seems. Kyle has traveled back in
time, too—this time, with his evil sidekick, Sergei—and he is more
determined than ever to kill Caitlin. And Sam and Polly each fall
ever deeper into toxic relationships, which just might threaten to
destroy everything around them.

As Caitlin becomes a true and hardened warrior, she comes closer
than ever to finding her father, and the mythical Shield. The
climactic, action-packed ending, takes Caitlin through a whirlwind
of Paris’ most important medieval locations, on a hunt for clues.
But surviving this time will demand skills she never dreamed she
had. And reuniting with Caleb will require her to make the hardest
choices—and sacrifices—of her life.

DESIRED is Book #5 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED,
LOVED, BETRAYED and DESTINED), and yet it also stands alone as a
self-contained novel. DESIRED is 70,000 words.

The following is an excerpt. The entire novel is available for
sale on Amazon, BN, iTunes, Kobo and elsewhere.



	


BETROTHED
(Book #6 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In BETROTHED (Book #6 in the Vampire Journals), Caitlin and
Caleb find themselves, once again, back in time—this time, in the
London of 1599.

London in 1599 is a wild place, filled with paradoxes: while on
the one hand it is an incredibly enlightened, sophisticated time,
breeding playwrights like Shakespeare, on the other, it is also
barbaric and cruel, with daily public executions, torture, and
heads of prisoners impaled on spikes. It is also a time of
superstition and grave public danger, with a lack of sanitation,
and the Bubonic Plague spreading in the streets, carried by
rats.

In this environment Caitlin and Caleb land, on the search for
her father, for the third key, for the mythical shield that can
save humankind. Their mission takes them through a whirlwind of
London’s most amazing medieval architecture, through the British
countryside’s most breathtaking castles. It takes them back into
the heart of London, where they just might meet Shakespeare
himself, and see one of his plays live. It brings them to a little
girl, Scarlet, who just might become their daughter. And all the
while, Caitlin’s love for Caleb deepens, as finally they are
together—and as Caleb might just finally find the perfect time, and
place, to propose to her.

Sam and Polly have traveled back, too, and as they find
themselves stuck together on their own journey, their relationship
deepens, as they each, despite themselves, can’t help feeling more
deeply for each other.

But all is not well. Kyle has come back, too, as has his evil
sidekick, Sergei, and they are both intent on destroying everything
good in Caitlin’s life. It will be a race to the finish, as Caitlin
is forced to make some of the hardest decisions of her life if she
is to save everyone who is dear to her, save her relationship with
Caleb—and try to make it out alive.

BETROTHED is Book #6 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED,
LOVED, BETRAYED, DESTINED and DESIRED), and yet it also stands
alone as a self-contained novel. BETROTHED is nearly 70,000
words.



	


ARENA
ONE: SLAVERUNNERS (Book #1 of the Survival Trilogy)
(2012)
“If you liked THE HUNGER GAMES, you will Love ARENA ONE.”

--Allegra Skye, Bestselling author of Saved

From Morgan Rice, #1 Bestselling author of THE VAMPIRE JOURNALS,
comes the first book in a new trilogy of dystopian fiction.

New York. 2120. American has been decimated, wiped out from the
second Civil War. In this post-apocalyptic world, survivors are far
and few between. And most of those who do survive are members of
the violent gangs, predators who live in the big cities. They
patrol the countryside looking for slaves, for fresh victims to
bring back into the city for their favorite death sport: Arena One.
The death stadium where opponents are made to fight to the death,
in the most barbaric of ways. There is only one rule to the arena:
no one survives. Ever.

Deep in the wilderness, high up in the Catskill Mountains, 17
year old Brooke Moore manages to survive, hiding out with her
younger sister, Bree. They are careful to avoid the gangs of
slaverunners who patrol the countryside. But one day, Brooke is not
as careful as she can be, and Bree is captured. The slaverunners
take her away, heading to the city, and to what will be a certain
death.

Brooke, a Marine’s daughter, was raised to be tough, to never
back down from a fight. When her sister is taken, Brooke mobilizes,
uses everything at her disposal to chase down the slaverunners and
get her sister back. Along the way she runs into Ben, 17, another
survivor like her, whose brother was taken. Together, they team up
on their rescue mission.

What follows is a post-apocalyptic, action-packed thriller, as
the two of them pursue the slaverunners on the most dangerous ride
of their lives, following them deep into the heart of New York.
Along the way, if they are to survive, they will have to make some
of the hardest choices and sacrifices of their lives, encountering
obstacles neither of them had expected—including their unexpected
feelings for each other. Will they rescue their siblings? Will they
make it back? And will they, themselves, have to fight in the
arena?

ARENA ONE is Book #1 in the Survival Trilogy, and is 85,000
words.

“Grabbed my attention from the beginning and did not let
go….This story is an amazing adventure that is fast paced and
action packed from the very beginning. There is not a dull moment
to be found.”

--Paranormal Romance Guild {regarding Turned}

“A great plot, and this especially was the kind of book you will
have trouble putting down at night. The ending was a cliffhanger
that was so spectacular that you will immediately want to buy the
next book, just to see what happens.”

--The Dallas Examiner {regarding Loved}

“Jam packed with action, romance, adventure, and suspense. This
book is a wonderful addition to this series and will have you
wanting more from Morgan Rice.”

--vampirebooksite.com {regarding Loved}

“Morgan Rice proves herself again to be an extremely talented
storyteller….This would appeal to a wide range of audiences,
including younger fans of the vampire/fantasy genre. It ended with
an unexpected cliffhanger that leaves you shocked.”

--The Romance Reviews {regarding Loved}



	


FOUND
(Book #8 in the Vampire Journals) (2012)
In FOUND (Book #8 of the Vampire Journals), the final book of
the VAMPIRE JOURNALS, Caitlin and Caleb awake in ancient Israel, in
the year 33 A.D., and are amazed to find themselves in the time of
Christ.

Ancient Israel is a place of holy sites, of ancient synagogues,
of lost relics. It is the most spiritually charged place in the
universe—and in 33 A.D., the year of Christ’s crucifixion, it is
the most spiritually charged time. In the heart of its capitol,
Jerusalem, lies the Holy Temple of Solomon, inside of which sits
the Holy of Holies and the Ark of God. And in these streets, Christ
will take his final steps to be crucified.

Jerusalem teems with people of all religious backgrounds and
faiths, under the watchful eye of Roman soldiers, and their
Prefect, Pontius Pilate. The city also has a dark side, with its
labyrinthian streets and maze of alleyways leading to hidden
secrets and Pagan temples.

Caitlin now, finally, has all four keys, but still, she must
find her father. Her search takes her to Nazareth, to Capernaum, to
Jerusalem, following a mystical trail of secrets and clues in the
footsteps of Christ. It also takes her to the ancient Mount of
Olives, to Aiden and his coven, and to more powerful secrets and
relics than she’s ever known. At every turn, her father is just a
step away.

But time is of the essence: Sam, turned to the dark side, has
landed back in this time, too, and as he unites with Rexius, leader
of the evil coven, they race to beat Caitlin to the Shield. Rexius
will stop at nothing to destroy Caitlin and Caleb, and with Sam on
his side, and a new army behind him, the odds are in his favor.

Making matters worse, Scarlet arrives back in time alone,
separated from her parents. She roams the streets of Jerusalem on
her own, with Ruth, and as she begins to discover her own powers,
she also finds herself in graver danger than she’s ever been.
Especially when she discovers that she is holding a great secret,
too.

Does Caitlin find her father? Does she find the ancient vampire
shield? Does she reunite with her daughter? Does her own brother
try to kill her? And will her love with Caleb survive this final
trip back in time?

FOUND is Book #8 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED,
LOVED, BETRAYED, DESTINED, DESIRED, BETROTHED and VOWED), and yet
it also stands alone as a self-contained novel. FOUND is 71,000
words.

This file also contains a sneak preview of Morgan Rice's new
series: THE VAMPIRE LEGACY.

Book #1 in Morgan Rice's new trilogy, ARENA ONE: SLAVERUNNERS
(Book #1 of the Survival Trilogy), a post-apocalyptic thriller in
the genre of THE HUNGER GAMES, is now also available for sale.
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