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FACT:

In 2009, the first intact corpse of a supposed vampire was
discovered, on the small island of Lazzaretto Nuovo, in the Venice
lagoon. The vampire, a woman who died by plague in the
16th century, was found buried with a brick in her
mouth—supporting the medieval belief that vampires were behind
plagues like the Black Death.

 

FACT:

Venice in the 1700s was unlike any place on earth. People
flocked there from around the world to join in its lavish parties
and balls, and to dress in elaborate costumes and masks. It was
normal for people to walk the streets in full costume. For the
first time in history, there was no longer gender inequality.
Women, previously kept down by authority, could now disguise
themselves as men, and could thus gain access to anywhere they
wished….

 



 


 

 

 

“O my love! my wife!

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty:

Thou art not conquer’d; beauty’s ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks…”

 

 

—William Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet



 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

 

Assisi, Umbria (Italy)

(1790)

 

 

 

Caitlin Paine awoke slowly, completely enveloped in the
blackness. She tried to open her eyes, to get her bearings on where
she was, but it didn’t do any good. She went to move her hands, her
arms—but that didn’t work, either. She felt covered, immersed in a
soft texture, and she couldn’t figure out what it was. It was
heavy, weighing her down, and with each passing moment, it seemed
to get heavier.

She tried to breathe, but as she did, she realized her
passageways were blocked.

Panicking, Caitlin tried to take a deep breath through her
mouth, but when she did, she felt something get lodged deep in her
throat. Its smell filled her nose, and she finally realized what it
was: soil. She was immersed in soil, covering her face and eyes and
nose, entering her mouth. She realized it was heavy because it was
weighing down on her, getting heavier by the second, suffocating
her.

Unable to breathe, unable to see, Caitlin entered into
full-fledged panic. She tried to move her legs, her arms, but they,
too, were weighed down. In a fit, she struggled for all she was
worth, and finally managed to dislodge her arms just a bit; she
eventually raised them up, higher and higher. Finally, she broke
through the soil, and felt her hands make contact with the air.
With a renewed strength, she flailed with all she had, frantically
scraping and clawing the soil off of her.

Caitlin finally managed to sit up, soil pouring all over her.
She brushed at the dirt clinging to her face, her eyelashes, pulled
it out of her mouth, her nose. She used both hands, hysterical, and
finally, cleared enough to be able to breathe.

Hyperventilating, she took in huge, gulping breaths, never more
grateful to be able to breathe. As she caught her breath, she began
coughing, wracking her lungs, spitting out soil from her mouth and
nose.

Caitlin pried open her eyes, eyelashes still caked together, and
managed to open them enough to see where she was. It was sunset.
The countryside. She was lying immersed in a mound of soil, in a
small, rural cemetery. As she looked out, she saw the stunned faces
of a dozen humble villagers, dressed in rags, staring down at her
in utter shock. Beside her was a gravedigger, a beefy man,
distracted by his shoveling. He still didn’t notice, didn’t even
look her way as he reached over, shoveled another pile of dirt, and
threw it her way.

Before Caitlin could react, the new shovelful of dirt hit her
right in the face, covering her eyes and nose again. She swatted it
away, and sat up straighter, wiggling her legs, using all her
effort to get out from under the fresh, heavy soil.

The gravedigger finally noticed. As he went to throw another
shovelful, he saw her, and jumped  back. The shovel dropped
slowly from his hands, and he took several steps back.

A scream punctured the silence. It came from one of the
villagers, the shrill shriek of an old, superstitious woman, who
stared down at what should have been the fresh corpse of Caitlin,
now rising from the earth. She screamed and screamed.

The other villagers were divided in their reactions. A few of
them turned and fled, sprinting to get away. Others simply covered
their mouths with their hands, too speechless to say a word. But a
few of the men, holding torches, seem to vacillate between fear and
anger. They took a few tentative steps towards Caitlin, and she
could see from their expressions, and from their raised farm
instruments, that they were getting ready to attack.

Where am I? she desperately wondered. Who are these
people?

As disoriented as she was, Caitlin still had the presence of
mind to realize she had to act quickly.

She scraped away at the mound of soil keeping her legs pinned
down, clawing at it furiously. But the soil was wet and heavy, and
it was slow going. It made her remember a time with her brother
Sam, on a beach somewhere, when he had buried her up to her head.
She hadn’t been able to move. She had begged him to free her, and
he had made her wait for hours.

She felt so helpless, so trapped, that, despite herself, she
began to cry. She wondered where her vampire strength had gone. Was
she merely human again? It felt that way. Mortal. Weak. Just like
everybody else.

She suddenly felt scared. Very, very scared.

“Somebody, please, help me!” Caitlin called out, trying to lock
eyes with any of the women in the crowd, hoping for a sympathetic
face.

But there were none. Instead, there were just looks of shock and
fear.

And anger. A mob of men, farm instruments held high, was
creeping towards her. She didn’t have much time.

She tried to appeal directly to them.

“Please!” Caitlin cried, “it’s not what you think! I mean you no
harm. Please, don’t hurt me! Help me get out of here!”

But that only seemed to embolden them.

“Kill the vampire!” a villager yelled from the crowd. “Kill her
again!”

The cry was met by an enthusiastic roar. This mob wanted her
dead.

One of the villagers, less afraid than the others, a big brute
of a man, came within feet of her. He looked down at her in a
callous rage, then raised his pick-axe high. Caitlin could see he
was aiming right for her face.

“You will die this time!” he yelled, as he wound
up.

Caitlin closed her eyes, and from somewhere, deep inside of her,
she summoned the rage. It was a primal rage, from some part of her
that still existed, and she felt it rising through her toes,
coursing through her body, up through her torso. She burned with
heat. It just wasn’t fair, her dying like this, her being
attacked, her being so helpless. She hadn’t done anything to them.
It just wasn’t fair echoed through her mind again and
again, as her rage built to a fever pitch.

The villager swung hard, aiming right for Caitlin’s face, and
she suddenly felt the burst of strength she needed. In one move,
she jumped up out of the soil and onto her feet, and she caught the
axe by its wooden handle, mid-swing.

Caitlin could hear a horrified gasp from the mob—startled, they
stepped back several feet. Still holding the axe handle, she looked
over to see the brute’s expression had changed to one of utter
fear. Before he could react, she yanked the axe from his hand,
leaned back, and kicked him hard in the chest. He went flying back,
through the air, a good twenty feet, and he landed into the crowd
of villagers, knocking several over with him.

Caitlin raised the axe high, took several quick steps towards
them, and with the fiercest expression she could muster,
snarled.

The villagers, terrified, raised their hands to their faces, and
shrieked. Some took off for the woods, and the ones that remained
cowered.

It was the effect Caitlin wanted. She’d scared them just enough
to stun them. She dropped the axe and ran right past them, racing
through the field, and into the sunset.

As she ran, she was waiting, hoping, for her vampire powers to
come back, for her wings to sprout, for her to be able to simply
lift off, and fly far away from here.

But she wasn’t so lucky. For whatever reason, it wasn’t
happening.

Have I lost it? she wondered. Am I merely human
again?

She ran with the speed of a mere, regular human, and felt
nothing in her back, no wings, no matter how much she willed it.
Was she now just as weak and defenseless as all the others?

Before she could find out the answer, she heard a din rising
behind her. She looked over her shoulder and saw the mob of
villagers; they were chasing after her. They were screaming,
carrying torches, farm instruments, clubs and picking up stones, as
they chased her down.

Please God, she prayed. Let this nightmare end.
Just long enough for me to figure out where I am. To become strong
again.

Caitlin looked down and noticed what she was wearing for the
first time. It was a long, elaborate black dress, beautifully
embroidered, and it went from her neck down to her toes. It was fit
for a formal occasion—like a funeral—but certainly not for
sprinting. Her legs were restricted by it. She reached down and
tore it above the knee. That helped, and she ran faster.

But it still wasn’t fast enough. She felt herself getting tired
quickly, and the mob behind her seemed to have endless energy. They
were closing in fast.

She suddenly felt something sharp on the back of her head, and
she reeled from the pain. She stumbled as it hit her, and reached
up and touched the spot with her hand. Her hand was covered in
blood. She had been hit by a stone.

She saw several stones fly by her, turned, and saw they were
throwing stones her way. Another one, painfully, hit her on the
small of her back. The mob was now only 20 feet away.

In the distance she saw a steep hill, and at its top, a huge,
medieval church and cloister. She ran for it. She hoped that if she
could just make it there, perhaps she could find refuge from these
people.

But as she was hit again, on the shoulder, by another rock, she
realized it would do no good. The church was too far, she was
losing steam, and the mob was getting too close. She had no choice
but to turn and fight. Ironic, she thought. After all she’d been
through, after all the vampire battles, after even surviving a trip
back in time, she might end up dead by a stupid mob of
villagers.

Caitlin stopped in her tracks, turned and faced the mob. If she
was going to die, at least she’d go down fighting.

As she stood there, she closed her eyes and breathed. She
focused, and the world around her stopped. She felt her bare feet
in the grass, rooted to the earth, and slowly but surely felt a
primal strength rise up and wash over her. She willed herself to
remember; to remember the rage; to remember her innate, primal
strength. At one time she had trained and fought with a superhuman
strength. She willed for it to come back. She felt that
somewhere, somehow, it still lurked deep inside of her.

As she stood there, she thought of all the mobs in her life, all
the bullies, all the jerks. She thought of her mother, who
begrudged her even the smallest kindness; remembered the bullies
who’d chased her and Jonah down that alleyway New York. She thought
of those bullies in that barn in the Hudson Valley, Sam’s friends.
And she remembered Cain’s introduction on Pollepel. It seemed that
there were always bullies, bullies everywhere. Running from them
had never done her any good. Like she’d always done, she’d just
have to stand and fight.

As she dwelled on the injustice of it all, the rage built,
coursed through her. It doubled and tripled, until she felt her
very veins swelling with it, felt her muscles about to burst.

At just that moment, the mob closed in. A villager raised his
club and swung for her head. With her newfound power, Caitlin
ducked just in time, bent down, and threw him over her shoulder. He
went flying several feet in the air, and landed on his back in the
grass.

Another man reached back with a large stone, getting ready to
bring it down on her head; but she reached up and grabbed his wrist
and snapped it back. He sank to his knees, screaming.

A third villager swung at her with his hoe, but she was too
quick: she spun around and grabbed it mid-swing. She yanked it from
his hands, wound up, and cracked him in the head.

The hoe, six feet long, was just what she needed. She swung it
in a wide circle, knocking down anyone within range; within
moments, she established a large perimeter around her. She saw a
villager reach back with a large stone, gearing up to throw it at
her, and she hurled the hoe right at him. It hit him in the hand
and knocked the stone from it.

Caitlin ran into the dazed crowd, grabbed a torch from the hand
of an old woman, and swung it wildly. She managed to light a
section of the tall, dry grass on fire, and there were screams, as
many villagers rushed back, in fear. When the wall of fire got
large enough, she reached back and hurled the torch directly into
the mob. It went flying through the air and landed on the back of a
man’s tunic, lighting him and the person next to him on fire. The
mob quickly gathered around them to put it out.

It served Caitlin’s purpose. The villagers were finally
distracted enough to give her the running room she needed to take
off. She wasn’t interested in hurting them. She just wanted them to
leave her alone. She just needed to catch her breath, to figure out
where she was.

She turned and raced back up the hill for the church. She felt a
newfound strength and speed, felt herself bounding up the hill, and
knew she was outrunning them. She only hoped that the church would
be open, and would let her in.

As she ran up the hill, feeling the grass beneath her bare feet,
dusk fell, and she saw several torches being lit in the town
square, and along the cloister’s walls. As she got closer, she
spotted a night watchman, high up on a parapet. He looked down at
her, and fear crossed his face. He reached a torch above his head,
and screamed: “Vampire! Vampire!”

As he did, the church bells rang out.

Caitlin saw torches appear on all sides of her. People were
coming out of the woodwork in every direction, as the watchman kept
screaming, and as the bells tolled. It was a witch-hunt, and they
all seemed to be heading directly for her.

Caitlin increased her speed, running so hard that her ribs hurt.
Gasping for breath, she reached the oak doors of the church just in
time. She yanked one of them open, then wheeled and slammed it
behind her with a bang.

Inside, she looked frantically around, and spotted a shepherd’s
staff. She grabbed it and slid it across the double doors, barring
them.

The second she did, she heard a tremendous crash at the door, as
dozens of hands pounded on it. The doors shook, but did not give
way. The staff was holding—at least for now.

Caitlin quickly surveyed the room. The church, thankfully, was
empty. It was huge, its arched ceilings soaring hundreds of feet
high. It was a cold, empty place, hundreds of pews on a marble
floor; on the far side, above the altar, hung several burning
candles.

As she looked, she could have sworn she saw movement at the far
end of the room.

The pounding grew more intense, and the door began to shake.
Caitlin burst into action, running down the aisle, towards the
altar. As she reached it, she saw she had been right: there was
someone there.

Kneeling quietly, with his back to her, was a priest.

Caitlin wondered how he could ignore all this, ignore her
presence, how he could be so deeply immersed in prayer in a time
like this. She hoped he wouldn’t turn her over to her mob.

“Hello?” Caitlin said.

He didn’t turn.

Caitlin hurried over to the other side, facing him. He was an
older man, with white hair, clean shaven, and light blue eyes that
seem to stare into space as he knelt in prayer. He didn’t bother
looking up at her. There was something else, too, that she sensed
about him. Even in her current state, she could tell that there was
something different about him. She knew that he was of her kind. A
vampire.

The pounding grew louder, and one of the hinges broke, and
Caitlin looked back in fear. This mob seemed determined, and she
didn’t know where else to go.

“Help me, please!” Caitlin urged.

He continued his prayer for several moments. Finally, without
looking at her, he said: “How can they kill what’s already
dead?”

There was a splintering of wood.

“Please,” she urged. “Don’t turn me over to them.”

He rose slowly, quiet and composed, and pointed to the altar.
“In there,” he said. “Behind the curtain. There’s a trap door.
Go!”

She followed his finger, but saw only a large podium, covered in
a satin cloth. She ran over to it, pulled back the cloth, and saw
the trap door. She opened it, and squeezed her body into the small
space.

Tucked in, she peered out through the tiny crack. She watched
the priest hurry over to a side door, and kick it open with
surprising force.

Just as he did, the main front doors were kicked in by the mob,
and they came tearing down the aisle.

Caitlin quickly slid back the curtain all the way. She hoped
they hadn’t spotted her. She watched through a crack in the wood,
and saw just enough to see the mob racing down the aisle, seemingly
right for her.

“That way!” screamed the priest. “The vampire fled that
way!”

He pointed out the side door, and the mob rushed right past him,
and back into the night.

After several seconds, the never-ending stream of bodies fled
from the church, and all was finally silent.

The priest closed the door, locking it behind them.

She could hear his footsteps, walking towards her, and Caitlin,
shaking with fear, with cold, slowly opened the trap door.

He slid back the curtain and looked down at her.

He extended a gentle hand.

“Caitlin,” he said, and smiled. “We’ve been waiting a very long
time for you.”

 

 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

Rome, 1790

 

Kyle stood in the darkness, breathing hard. There were few
things he hated more than confined spaces, and as he reached out in
the blackness and felt the stone encasing him, he broke into a
sweat. Trapped. Nothing was worse for him.

He reached back and with his fist and smashed a hole right
through the stone. It shattered into pieces, and he shielded his
eyes from the daylight.

If Kyle hated anything more than being trapped, it was being
struck head-on by daylight, especially without his skin wraps on.
He quickly jumped through the rubble and took shelter behind a
wall.

Kyle breathed deep and surveyed his surroundings, disoriented,
as he wiped the dust from his eyes. This was what he hated about
time travel: he never knew exactly where he’d surface. He hadn’t
attempted it for centuries, and he wouldn’t have now if it weren’t
for that never-ending thorn in his side, Caitlin.

It hadn’t taken long after she’d left New York for Kyle to
realize that his war was only partially won. With her still on the
loose, with her tracking down the shield, he realized he could
never rest at ease. He had been on the brink of winning the war, of
enslaving the entire human race, of becoming the unilateral leader
of the vampire race himself. But she, this pathetic little girl,
was stopping him. As long as the shield was at large, he could not
assume absolute power. He had no choice but to track her down and
kill her. And if that meant going back in time, then that was what
he would do.

Breathing hard, Kyle quickly extracted a skin wrap and wrapped
his arms, neck and torso. He looked around, and realized he was in
a mausoleum. It looked Roman, from its markings. Rome.

He hadn’t been here in ages. He had stirred up too much dust by
smashing the marble, and the sediment hung thickly in the daylight,
making it hard to tell. He took a deep breath, braced himself, and
headed outside.

He was right: it was Rome. He looked out, saw the Italian
Cypress trees, and knew he could be nowhere else. He realized that
he stood at the top of the Roman forum, its green grass, its hills
and valleys and crumbling monuments stretched out before him in a
gentle slope. It brought back memories. He had killed many people
here, back when it was in use, and he had nearly been killed here
once himself. He smiled at the thought of it. It was his kind of
place.

And it was the perfect place to land. The Pantheon was not far
away, and within minutes, he could be before the judges of the
Roman Grand Council, its most powerful coven, and have all the
answers he needed. He would soon know where Caitlin was, and if all
went well, have their permission to kill her.

Not that he needed it. It was just courtesy, vampire etiquette,
the following of thousand-year-old tradition. One always sought
permission for a kill in someone else’s territory.

But if they refused, he would hardly back down. It could make
his life difficult, but he would kill anyone who stood in his
way.

Kyle breathed deep in the Roman air, and he felt at home. It had
been too long since he’d been back. He had gotten too caught up in
being in New York, in vampire politics, in a modern time and place.
This was more his style. He could see the horses in the distance,
the dirt roads, and guessed he was likely in the eighteenth
century. Perfect. Rome was urban, but still naïve, still had 200
years of catching up to do.

As Kyle checked himself, he saw he had survived the trip back in
time fairly well. In other trips, he had been far more beaten up,
had needed more recovery time. But not this time. He felt stronger
than he ever had, ready to go. He felt his wings would sprout right
away, that he could fly directly to the Pantheon if he wished, and
put his plan into action.

But he wasn’t quite ready. He hadn’t had a vacation in a long
time, and it felt good being back. He wanted to explore a bit, to
see and remember what it had been like to be here.

Kyle bounded down the hill with his incredible speed, and in no
time at all, he was out of the Forum and onto the bustling, crowded
streets of Rome.

He marveled that even 200 years earlier, Rome was still crowded
as could be.

Kyle slowed his pace as he blended into the crowd, walking
alongside them. It was a mass of humanity. The wide boulevard,
still made of dirt, held thousands of people, hurrying in every
direction. It also held horses of all shapes and sizes, along with
horse-drawn carts, wagons and carriages. The streets stank of body
odor and horse manure. It was now all coming back to Kyle, the lack
of plumbing, the lack of bathing—the stench of old times. It made
him sick.

Kyle felt himself being jostled in every direction, as the crowd
grew thicker and thicker, people of all races and classes hurrying
to and fro. He marveled at the primitive storefronts, selling
old-fashioned Italian hats. He marveled at the small boys, dressed
in rags, who ran up to him, holding out pieces of fruit to sell.
Some things never changed.

Kyle turned down a narrow, seedy alleyway, one he remembered
well, hoping that it was still as it once was. He was delighted to
find that it was: before him stood dozens of prostitutes, leaning
against the walls, calling out to him as he walked.

Kyle smiled wide.

As he approached one of them—a large, buxom woman with dyed, red
hair and too much makeup—she reached up and stroked his face with
her hand.

“Hey big boy,” she said, “looking for a good time? How much do
you have?”

Kyle smiled, draped his arm around her, and directed her down a
side alleyway.

She gladly followed.

As soon as they turned the corner, she said, “You didn’t answer
my question. How much do you got—”

It was a question she would never finish.

Before she could finish speaking, Kyle had already sunk his
teeth deep into her neck.

She tried to scream, but he clamped her mouth shut with his free
hand, and pulled her closer, drinking and drinking. He felt the
human blood rush through his veins, and felt exhilarated. He had
been parched, dehydrated. The time travel had exhausted him, and
this was exactly what he’d needed to restore his spirits.

As he felt her body go limp, he sucked more and more, drinking
more than he could possibly need. Finally, feeling completely
sated, he let her limp body drop to the floor.

As he turned and prepared to exit, a huge man, unshaven, missing
a tooth, approached. He extracted a dagger from his belt.

The man looked down at the dead woman, then up to Kyle, and
grimaced.

“That was my property,” the man said. “You better got money for
that.”

The man took two steps towards Kyle, and lunged at him with the
dagger.

Kyle, with this lightning fast reflexes, easily sidestepped,
grabbed the man’s wrist, and pulled it back in one motion, breaking
his arm in half. The man screamed, but before he could finish, Kyle
snatched the dagger from his hands and in the same motion, slashed
his throat. He let the dead body fall limp to the street.

Kyle looked down at the dagger, an intricate little thing with
an ivory handle, and nodded. It wasn’t half bad. He tucked into his
belt and wiped the blood from his mouth with the back of his hand.
He breathed deeply, and, finally content, walked down the alleyway
and back onto the street.

Oh, how he had missed Rome.

 

*

 

The entire book is 63,000 words and is available for sale on
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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).



	


BETRAYED
(Book #3 in the Vampire Journals) (2011)
In BETRAYED (Book #3 in the Vampire Journals), Caitlin Paine
awakes from a deep coma to discover she has been turned. Now a
true, full-bred vampire, she marvels at her new powers, including
her ability to fly, and her superhuman strength. She finds that her
true love, Caleb, is still by her side, waiting patiently for her
to recover. She has everything she could dream of.

Until it all, suddenly, goes terribly wrong.

Caitlin is horrified to discover Caleb with his ex-wife, Sera,
and before Caleb has a chance to explain, Caitlin tells him to
leave. Heartbroken, confused, Caitlin wants to curl up and die, her
only consolation being in her wolf-pup Rose.

Caitlin also finds consolation in her new surroundings. She
finds she has been placed on a hidden island in the Hudson
River—Pollepel—amidst an elite coven of teenage vampires, boys and
girls alike, 24 in all, including her. She learns that this is a
place for outcasts, just like her, and as she meets her new best
friend, Polly, and begins her training in elite vampire combat, she
realizes that she might finally have a place to call home.

But a major vampire war is looming, and her brother Sam is still
out there, kidnapped by Samantha. The evil Kyle, too, now wielding
the mythical Sword, is still on the warpath, and he will stop at
nothing to wipe out New York. Caitlin, despite her new home, and
despite her finding a new love interest in the elusive vampire
Blake, knows that she can only stay on this island for so long
before her destiny calls. After all, she is still the One, and all
eyes still look to her to find her father and the other weapon that
might save them all.

Torn between her new friends and her lingering feelings for
Caleb, she must come to decide where her true loyalties lie, and
whether she is willing to risk it all to try to find Caleb and have
him in her life once again….

BETRAYED is Book #3 in the Vampire Journals (following TURNED
and LOVED), and yet it also stands alone as a self-contained novel.
BETRAYED is over 60,000 words.

The enclosed excerpt contains the first 4 chapters, or 32 pages.
The entire novel is available for sale on Amazon, BN, and
everywhere ebooks are sold.



	


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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