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FACT:

 

 

Montmartre, Paris, is famous for its huge church, the Sacré-Cœur
Basilica, built in the 19th century. But sitting beside
it, high atop the hill, stands the little known Church of Saint
Peter. This small, obscure church is much older than its neighbor,
dating back to the 3rd century, and has an even greater
importance: it was in this location that the vows were taken that
led to the founding of the Society of Jesus.

 

 

FACT:

 

Sainte Chapelle, located a small island in the center of Paris
(not far from the famous Notre Dame), was built in the
13th century, and for hundreds of years housed the most
precious relics of Christendom, including the Crown of Thorns, the
Holy Lance, and pieces of the cross upon which Jesus was crucified.
The relics were stored in a large, ornate silver chest….

 

 



 


 

 

 

“Why art thou yet so fair? shall I
believe

That unsubstantial death is
amorous,

And that the lean abhorred monster
keeps

Thee here in dark to be his
paramour?

For fear of that, I still will stay
with thee;

And never from this palace of dim
night

Depart again…”

 

 

—William Shakespeare, Romeo and
Juliet

 

 

 



 


 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

 

Paris, France

(July, 1789)

 

 

 

Caitlin Paine awoke to blackness.

The air was heavy, and she struggled to breathe as she tried to
move. She was lying on her back, on a hard surface. It was cool and
damp, and a tiny sliver of light came in at her as she looked
up.

Her shoulders were squeezed together, but with an effort she
just managed to reach up. She stretched out her palms and felt the
surface above. Stone. She ran her hands along it, felt the
dimensions, and realized she was boxed in. In a coffin.

Caitlin’s heart started to pound. She hated tight spaces, and
she started breathing harder. She wondered if she were dreaming,
stuck in some sort of horrible limbo, or if she had truly awakened
in some other time, and some other place.

She reached up again, with both hands, and with all her might,
pushed. It moved a fraction of an inch, just enough for her to
slide a finger into the crack. She pushed again, with all her
might, and the heavy stone lid moved further, with the sound of
stone scraping against stone.

She squeezed more fingers into the widening crack, and with all
her might, shoved. This time, the lid came off.

Caitlin sat up, breathing hard, looking all around. Her lungs
gasped in the fresh air, and she braced herself at the light,
raising her hands to her eyes. How long had she been in such
darkness? she wondered.

As she sat there, Shielding her eyes, she listened, bracing
herself for any noise, for any movement. She remembered how rough
her graveyard awakening had been in Italy, and this time, she
didn’t want to leave anything to chance. She was prepared for
anything, ready to defend herself against whatever villagers, or
vampires—or whatever else—might be nearby.

But this time, all was silence. She slowly pried open her eyes,
and saw that she was, indeed, alone. As her eyes adjusted, she
realized it wasn’t, actually, that bright in here. She was in a
cavernous, stone room, with low, arched ceilings. It looked like
the vault of a church. The room was lit only by the occasional
burning candle. It must be night, she realized.

Now that her eyes adjusted, she looked around carefully. She had
been right: she’d been lying in a stone sarcophagus, in the corner
of a stone room, in what appeared to be the crypt of a church. The
room was empty, except for a few stone statues, and several other
sarcophagi.

Caitlin stepped out the sarcophagus. She stretched, testing all
of her muscles. It felt good to stand again. She was grateful that
she hadn’t awakened this time to a battle. At least she had a few
quiet moments to collect herself.

But she was still so disoriented. Her mind felt heavy, like she
had awoken from a thousand year sleep. She also, immediately, felt
a hunger pang.

Where was she? she wondered again. What year was
it?

And more importantly, where was Caleb?

She was crestfallen that he was not at her side.

Caitlin surveyed the room, looking for a sign of him anywhere.
But there was nothing. The other sarcophagi were all open and
empty, and there was nowhere else he could be hiding.

“Hello?” she called out. “Caleb?”

She took a few tentative steps into the room, and saw a low,
arched doorway, the only way in or out. She went to it and tried
the knob. Unlocked, the door swung open easily.

Before she left the room, she turned and surveyed her
surroundings, making sure she hadn’t left anything she needed. She
reached down and felt her necklace, still around her neck; she
reached into her pockets, and was reassured to feel her journal,
and the one, large key. It was all that she had left in the world,
and it was all that she needed.

As Caitlin exited, she proceeded down a long, arched stone
hallway. She could think only of finding Caleb. Surely, he had gone
back with her this time. Hadn’t he?

And if he had, would he remember her this time? She could not
possibly imagine having to go through all that again, having to
search for him, and then having him not remember. No. She prayed
that this time would be different. He was alive, she assured
herself, and they had gone back together. They must
have.

But as she hurried down the corridor, and up a small flight of
stone steps, she felt her pace increasing, and felt that familiar
sinking feeling in her chest that he had not come back with her.
After all, he had not awakened at her side, holding her hand, he
was not there to reassure her. Did that mean he had not made the
trip back? The pit in her stomach grew bigger.

And what about Sam? He had been there, too. Why wasn’t there any
sign of him?

Caitlin finally reached the top of the staircase, opened another
door, and stood there, amazed at the sight. She was standing in the
main chapel of an extraordinary church. She had never seen such
high ceilings, so much stained-glass, such an enormous, elaborate
altar. The rows of pews stretched forever, and it looked like this
place could hold thousands of people.

Luckily, it was empty. Candles burned everywhere, but clearly,
it was late. She was grateful for that: the last thing she wanted
was to walk out into a crowd of thousands of people staring right
at her.

Caitlin walked slowly, right down the center of the isle,
heading towards the exit. She was on the lookout for Caleb, for
Sam, or maybe even for a priest. Someone like that priest in
Assisi, who might welcome her, explain things to her. Who might
tell her where she was, and when, and why.

But there was no one. Caitlin seemed to be completely, utterly
alone.

Caitlin reached the huge, double doors, and braced herself to
face whatever might be outside.

As she opened them, she gasped. The night was lit up by street
torches everywhere, and before her was a large crowd of people.
They weren’t waiting to enter the church, but rather were milling
around, in a large, open plaza. It was a busy, festive night scene,
and as Caitlin felt the heat, she knew that it was summer. She was
shocked by the sight of all these people, by their antiquated
wardrobe, by their formality. Luckily, no one seemed to notice her.
But she couldn’t take her eyes off of them.

There were hundreds of people, most dressed formally, all
clearly from another century. Among them were horses, carriages,
street peddlers, artists, singers. It was a crowded, summer night
scene, and it was overwhelming. She wondered what year it could be,
and what place she could have possibly landed in. More importantly,
as she scanned all the strange and foreign faces, she wondered if
Caleb could be waiting among them.

She scanned the crowd desperately, hoping, trying to convince
herself that Caleb, or maybe Sam, could be among them. She looked
every which way, but after several minutes, she realized they
simply were not here.

Caitlin took several steps out, into the square, and then turned
and faced the church, hoping that perhaps she would recognize its
façade, and that it would give her a hint as to where she was.

It did. She was hardly an expert on architecture, or history, or
churches, but some things she knew. Some places were so obvious, so
etched into the public consciousness, that she was sure she could
recognize them. And this was one of those.

She was standing before the Notre Dame.

She was in Paris.

It was a place she could not mistake for any other. Its three
huge front doors, ornately carved; the dozens of small statues
above them; its elaborate façade reaching hundreds of feet into the
sky. It was one of the most recognizable places on earth. She had
seen it online before, many times. She couldn’t believe it: she was
really in Paris.

Caitlin had always wanted to go to Paris, had always begged her
mother to take her. When she had a boyfriend once, in high school,
she had always hoped he’d take her there. It was a place she had
always dreamed of going, and it took her breath away that she was
actually here. And in another century.

Caitlin felt herself get jostled in the thickening crowd, and
she suddenly looked down and took stock of her clothes. She was
mortified to see that she was still dressed in the simple prison
garb that Kyle had given her in the Colosseum in Rome. She wore a
canvas tunic, rough against her skin, crudely cut, way too big for
her, tied over her torso and legs with a piece of rope. Her hair
was matted, unwashed, in her face. She looked like an escaped
prisoner, or a vagabond.

Feeling more anxious, Caitlin again looked for Caleb, for Sam,
for anyone she recognized, anyone that could help her. She had
never felt more alone, and she wanted nothing more than to lay her
eyes on them, to know that she did not come back to this place by
herself, to know that everything would be all right.

But she recognized no one.

Maybe I am the only one, she thought. Maybe I am
really on my own again.

The thought of it pierced her stomach like a knife. She wanted
to curl up, to crawl back and hide in the church, to be sent to
some other time, to some other place—any place where she could wake
up and see someone she knew.

But she toughened herself. She knew there was no retreat, no
option but to move forward. She’d just have to be brave, to find
her way in this time and place. There was simply no other
choice.

*

Caitlin had to get away from the crowd. She needed to be alone,
to rest, to feed, to think. She had to figure out where to go,
where to look for Caleb, and if he was even here. Just as
important, she had to figure out why she was in the city, and in
this time. She didn’t even know what year it was.

A person brushed passed her, and Caitlin reached out and grabbed
his arm, overwhelmed with a sudden desire to know.

He turned and looked at her, startled at being stopped so
abruptly.

“I’m sorry,” she said, realizing how dry her throat was, and how
ragged she must have appeared, as she uttered her first words, “but
what year is it?”

She was embarrassed even as she asked it, realizing that she
must have seemed crazy.

“Year?” the confused man asked back.

“Um…I’m sorry, but I can’t seem to…remember.”

The man looked her up and down, then slowly shook his head, as
if deciding there was something wrong with her.

“It’s 1789, of course. And we’re not even close to New Year’s,
so you really have no excuse,” he said, shaking his head
derisively, and marching off.

1789. The reality of those numbers raced through Caitlin’s mind.
She recalled that she had last been  in the year 1791. Two
years. Not that far off.

Yet, she was in Paris now, an entirely different world than
Venice. Why here? Why now?

She racked her brain, trying desperately to remember her history
classes, to remember what had happened in France in 1789. She was
embarrassed to realize that she couldn’t. She kicked herself once
again for not paying closer attention in class. If she had known
back in high school that she’d one day be traveling back in time,
she’d have studied her history through the night, and would have
made an effort to memorize everything.

It didn’t matter now, she realized. Now, she was a part
of history. Now, she had a chance to change it, and to change
herself. The past, she realized, could be changed. Just because
certain events had happened in the history books, it didn’t mean
that she, traveling back, couldn’t change them now. In a sense, she
already had: her appearance here, in this time, would affect
everything. That, in turn, could, in its own small way, change the
course of history.

It made her feel the importance of her actions all the more. The
past was hers to create again.

Taking in her elegant surroundings, Caitlin began to relax a
bit, and even to feel a bit encouraged. At least she had landed in
a beautiful place, in a beautiful city, and in a beautiful time.
This was hardly the stone age, after all, and it was not like she
had appeared in the middle of nowhere. Everything around her looked
immaculate, and the people were all dressed so nicely, and the
cobblestone streets shined in the torchlight. And the one thing she
did remember about Paris in the 18th century was that it
was a luxurious time for France, a time of great wealth, one in
which kings and queens still ruled.

Caitlin realized that the Notre Dame was on a small island, and
she felt the need to get off it. It was just too crowded here, and
she needed some peace. She spotted several small foot bridges
leading off it, and headed towards one. She allowed herself to hope
that maybe Caleb’s presence was leading her in a particular
direction.

As she walked over the river, she saw how beautiful the night
was in Paris, lit by the torchlight all along the river, and by the
full moon. She thought of Caleb, and wished he was by her side to
enjoy the sight with her.

As she walked across the bridge, looking down at the water,
memories overcame her. She thought of Pollepel, of the Hudson River
at night, of the way the moon lit up the river. She had a sudden
urge to leap off the bridge, to test her wings, to see if she could
fly again, and to soar high above it.

But she felt weak, and hungry, and as she leaned back, she
couldn’t even feel the presence of her wings at all. She worried if
the trip back in time had affected her abilities, her powers. She
didn’t feel nearly as strong as she once had. In fact, she felt
nearly human. Frail. Vulnerable. She didn’t like the feeling.

After Caitlin crossed the river, she walked down side streets,
wandering for hours, hopelessly lost. She walked through twisting,
turning streets, further and further from the river, heading north.
She was amazed by the city. In some respects, it felt similar to
Venice and Florence in 1791. Like those cities, Paris was still the
same, even to the way it appeared in the 21st century.
She had never been here, but she had seen photos, and she was
shocked to recognize so many buildings and monuments.

The streets here, too, were mostly cobblestone, filled with
horse and carriages, or the occasional horse with a lone rider.
People walked in elaborate costumes, strolling leisurely, with all
the time in the world. Like those cities, there was no plumbing
here either, and Caitlin couldn’t help noticing the waste in the
streets, and recoiling at the awful stench in the summer heat. She
wished she still had one of those small potpourri bags that Polly
had given her in Venice.

But unlike those other cities, Paris was a world unto itself.
The streets were wider here, the buildings were lower, and they
were more beautifully designed. The city felt older, more precious,
more beautiful. It was also less crowded: the further she went from
the Notre Dame, the fewer people she saw. Maybe it was just because
it was late at night, but the streets felt nearly empty.

She walked and walked, her legs and feet growing weary,
searching around every corner for any sign of Caleb, any clue that
might lead her in a special direction. There was nothing.

Every twenty blocks or so the neighborhood changed, and the
feeling changed, too. As she headed further and further north, she
found herself ascending a hill, in a new district, this one with
narrow alleyways, and several bars. As she passed by a corner bar,
she saw a man sprawled out, drunk, unconscious against the wall.
The street was completely empty, and for a moment, Caitlin was
overcome by the worst hunger pang. She felt like it was tearing her
stomach in half.

She saw the man lying there, zoomed in on his neck, and saw the
blood pulsing within it. At that moment, she wanted more than
anything to descend on him, to feed. The feeling was beyond an
urge—it was more like a command. Her body screamed at her to do
it.

It took every last ounce of Caitlin’s will to look away. She
would rather die of starvation than hurt another human.

She looked around and wondered if there were a forest near here,
a place she could hunt. While she had seen some occasional dirt
roads and parks in the city, she hadn’t seen anything like a
forest.

At just that moment, the door to the bar burst open, and a man
stumbled out of it—thrown out, actually—by one of the wait staff.
He cursed and screamed at them, clearly drunk.

Then he turned and set his sights on Caitlin.

He was well built, and he looked at Caitlin with ill intent.

She felt herself tense up. She wondered again, desperately,
whether any of her powers remained.

She turned and walked away, walking faster, but she sensed the
man following her.

Before she could turn, a second later, he grabbed her from
behind, in a bear hug. He was faster and stronger than she had
imagined, and she could smell his awful breath over her
shoulder.

But the man was also drunk. He stumbled, even as he held her,
and Caitlin focused, remembered her training, and sidestepped and
swept him, using one of the fighting techniques that Aiden had
taught her on Pollepel. The man went flying, landing on his
back.

Caitlin suddenly had a flashback to Rome, of the Colosseum, of
fighting on the stadium floor while being charged by multiple
fighters. It was so vivid, for a moment, she forgot where she
was.

She snapped out of it just in time. The drunk man got up,
stumbled, and charged her again. Caitlin waited to the last second,
then sidestepped, and he went flying, falling flat on his own
face.

He was dazed, and before he could get up again, Caitlin hurried
to get away. She was glad she had got the best of him, but the
incident shook her. It worried her that she was still having
flashbacks of Rome. She also hadn’t felt her supernatural strength.
She still felt as frail as a human. The thought of that, more than
anything else, scared her. She was truly on her own now.

Caitlin looked all around, starting to feel frantic with worry
about where to go, about what to do next. Her legs burned from the
walking, and she began to feel a sense of despair.

That was when she saw it. She looked up, and saw before her a
huge hill. On top of that, sat a large, medieval abbey. For some
reason she couldn’t explain, she felt drawn to it. The hill was
daunting, but she didn’t see what other choice she had.

Caitlin hiked up the entire hill, more tired than she’d just
about ever been, and wishing she could fly.

She finally reached the front doors of the abbey, and looked up
at the massive, oak doors. This place looked ancient. She marveled
at the fact that, though it was 1789, this church had already been
around for what looked like thousands of years.

She didn’t know why, but she felt drawn here. Seeing nowhere
else to go, she got her courage up, and knocked softly.

There was no response.

Caitlin tried the knob and was surprised to find it open. She
let herself in.

The ancient door creaked open slowly, and it took a moment for
Caitlin’s eyes to adjust to the cavernous, dark church. As she
surveyed it, she was impressed by the scope and solemnity of the
place. It was still late at night, and this simple, austere,
church, made entirely of stone, adorned in stained-glass windows,
was lit by large candles, everywhere, burning low. At its far end
sat a simple altar, around which were placed dozens more
candles.

Otherwise, it seemed empty.

Caitlin wondered for a moment what she was doing here. Was there
a special reason? Or had her mind just been playing tricks on
her?

A side door suddenly opened, and Caitlin spun.

Walking towards her, Caitlin was surprised to see, was a
nun—short, frail, dressed in flowing white robes, with a white
hood. She walked slowly, and walked right up to Caitlin.

She pulled back her hood, looked up at her and smiled. She had
large, shining blue eyes, and seemed too young to be a nun. As she
smiled wide, Caitlin could feel the warmth coming off of her. She
also sensed that she was one of hers: a vampire.

“Sister Paine,” the nun said softly. “It is an honor to have
you.”

 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

 

Her world felt surreal as the nun led Caitlin through the abbey,
down a long corridor. It was a beautiful place, and it was clear
that it was actively lived in, with nuns in white robes walking
about, getting ready, it seemed, for the morning services. One of
them swung a decanter as she went, spreading delicate incense,
while others were chanting soft morning prayers.

After several minutes of walking in silence, Caitlin began to
wonder where the nun was leading her. Finally, they stopped before
a single door. The nun opened it, revealing a small, humble room,
with a view overlooking Paris. It reminded Caitlin of the room
she’d stayed in in that cloister in Siena.

“On the bed, you’ll find a change of clothing,” the nun said.
“There is a well in which to bathe, in our courtyard,” she said.
She pointed, “and that is for you.”

Caitlin followed her finger and saw a small, stone pedestal in
the corner of the room, on which sat a silver goblet, filled with a
white liquid. The nun smiled back.

“You have everything you need here for a fresh night’s sleep.
After that, the choice is yours to make.”

“Choice?” Caitlin asked.

“I am told that you have one key already. You will need to find
the other three. The choice, though, of whether to fulfill your
mission and continue on your journey is always yours.”

“This is for you.”

She reached out and handed Caitlin a cylindrical, silver case,
covered in jewels.

“It is a letter from your father. Just for you. We have been
guarding it for centuries. It has never been opened.”

Caitlin took it in awe, feeling its weight in her hand.

“I do hope that you will continue with your mission,” she said
softly. “We need you, Caitlin.”

The nun suddenly turned to go.

“Wait!” Caitlin yelled out.

She stopped.

“I’m in Paris, correct? In 1789?”

The woman smiled back. “That is correct.”

“But why? Why am I here? Why now? Why this place?”

“I’m afraid that is for you to find out. I am but a simple
servant.”

“But why was I drawn to this church?”

“You are in the Abbey of Saint Peter. In Montmartre,” the woman
said. “It has been here for thousands of years. It is a very sacred
place.”

“Why?” Caitlin pressed.

“This was the place in which everyone met to take their vows for
the founding of the Society of Jesus. It is in this place that
Christianity was born.”

Caitlin stared back, speechless, and the nun finally smiled and
said, “Welcome.”

And with that, she bowed slightly, and walked away, closing the
door gently behind her.

Caitlin turned and surveyed the room. She was grateful for the
hospitality, for the change of clothes, for the chance to bathe,
for the comfortable bed that she saw lying in the corner. She
didn’t think she could take one more step. In fact, she was so
tired, she felt like she could sleep forever.

Holding the bejeweled case, she walked to the corner of the
room, and set it down. The scroll could wait. But her hunger
couldn’t.

She lifted the overflowing goblet and examined it. She could
already sense what it contained: white blood.

She put it to her lips and drank. It was sweeter than red blood
and went down more easily—and it ran through her veins faster.
Within moments, she felt reborn, and stronger than she’d ever had.
She could have drank forever.

Caitlin finally set down the empty goblet, and took the silver
case with her to bed. She lay down, and realized how sore her legs
were. It felt so good to just lay there.

She leaned back and rested her head against the small, simple
pillow, and closed her eyes, just for a second. She was resolved to
open them in just a moment, and read her father’s letter.

But the moment her eyes closed, an incredible exhaustion
overcame her. She couldn’t open them again if she tried. Within
seconds, she was fast asleep.

*

Caitlin stood on the floor of the Roman Colosseum, dressed
in full battle gear, holding a sword. She was ready to challenge
whoever attacked her—indeed, felt the urge to fight. But as she
spun around, in every direction, she saw that the stadium was
empty. She looked up at the rows of seats, and saw that the entire
place was vacant.

Caitlin blinked, and when she opened her eyes, she was no
longer in the Colosseum, but rather in the Vatican, in the Sistine
Chapel. She still held her sword, but now was dressed in
robes.

She looked about the room and saw hundreds of vampires,
lined up neatly, dressed in white robes, with glowing blue eyes.
They stood patiently along the wall, silent, at perfect
attention.

Caitlin dropped her sword in the empty chamber, and it
landed with a clink. She walked slowly towards the head priest,
reached out, and took from him a huge silver goblet, filled with
white blood. She drank, and the liquid overflowed and poured down
her cheeks.

Suddenly, Caitlin found herself alone in the desert. She was
walking barefoot on the baked dirt, the sun beating down her, and
she held a gigantic key in her hand. But the key was so
big—unnaturally big—and the weight of it was pulling her
down.

She walked and walked, gasping for air in the heat, until
finally, she came to a huge mountain. At the top of that mountain,
she saw a man standing there, looking down, smiling.

She knew it was her father.

Caitlin broke into a sprint, running for all she was worth,
trying to make it up the mountain, getting closer and closer to
him. As she did, the sun grew higher, hotter in the sky, bearing
down on her, seeming to come from right behind her father himself.
It was as if he were the sun, and she were heading right into
it.

Her ascent grew hotter, higher, and she gasped for breath as
she got close. He stood with his arms are outstretched, waiting to
embrace her.

But the hill became steeper and she was just too tired. She
couldn’t go any further. She collapsed where she was.

Caitlin blinked, and when she opened her eyes, she saw her
father standing over her, leaning down, a warm smile on his
face.

“Caitlin,” he said. “My daughter. I’m so proud of
you.”

She tried to reach out, to hold him, but the key was now on
top of her, and it was too heavy, pinning her down.

She looked up at him, trying to talk, but her lips were
cracked and her throat was too parched.

“Caitlin?”

“Caitlin?”

Caitlin opened her eyes with a start, disoriented.

She looked up, and saw a man sitting on her bedside, looking
down at her, smiling.

He reached over, and gently brushed the hair out of her
eyes.

Was this still a dream? She felt the cool sweat on her forehead,
felt his touch on her wrist, and she prayed that it was not.

Because there before her, smiling down, was the love of her
life.

Caleb.

 

 

{the remainder of the book, an
additional 230 pages,

is available for sale on Amazon,
B&N, Kobo, iTunes, and elsewhere)









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	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.



	


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.



	


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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