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Huntress Eve Williams had a personal—and painful—reason to want Andre Vossimer dead. The professor was devastatingly handsome, dangerously charismatic…and a member of the Secret Vampire Society. He was also the man who killed her sister.

But when Andre unexpectedly kissed Eve, her need for revenge was replaced by desire…and the hope that Andre might not be a killer after all. Their passion was too strong to resist—even if being together put Eve in danger of being hunted by the very vampires she was trained to slay…
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Chapter One 

Her fingers wound tight around the stake, slivers grinding into her palm. Eve Williams fought against the urge to wince because she could show no human weakness. She couldn’t show that she was at all…human. Or they would kill her…like she intended to kill them—every last one of the blood-sucking creatures of the night. But he had to be first.

He was the worst. He wasn’t just a cold-blooded killer. He was a charismatic con artist, as well: manipulative and brilliant. And that made him more dangerous than any of the others.

But that wasn’t the only reason Eve wanted to kill him first. She had another more personal—more painful—reason to want Professor Andre Vossimer dead.

Her eyes adjusting to the dim lights and smoke, she tracked him through the underground vampire club. His black hair flowing past his shoulders and his facial features aristocratically chiseled, he looked more poet than professor. His body was long and lean, and he moved with an athlete’s ease through the maze of tables and the crush of patrons as he left the crowded bar. He hadn’t stayed long, tossing back only one thick crimson drink before heading out again into the night. Maybe, like her, he had plans to do some hunting, too. But tonight, Eve would put a stop to whatever he intended; she would put a stop to Andre Vossimer.

Even more tightly she clasped the stake, which she hid deep in the pocket of her coat. Alone, it wouldn’t be enough to kill him. She’d have to bury the sharpened wood tip deep in his heart. And for that she had help, the special gun into which she would load the stake like a bullet. Then she’d fire the makeshift weapon into his heart—ending his miserable life and her pain.

Her pulse racing in anticipation, she hurried through the crowded bar. Jostled by bodies gyrating to the low bass of the live band, she stumbled back and momentarily lost sight of him. But there was only one way out of Club Underground—the cement stairwell that ascended to the busy street of downtown Zantrax, Michigan.

But when she hurried up the steps, she found the street deserted. No headlights of cars or street lamps penetrated the complete darkness of the industrial area. Fear raced over her with the cool night breeze, lifting her skin into goose bumps. She huddled inside her coat and reached inside her other pocket. The stake wasn’t the only thing she carried in the deep pockets of the long coat. She had the gun, and the flashlight that simulated sunshine.

She had been trained well to be a huntress. So how had she let him slip away?

Frustration, with her own incompetence, knotted the muscles of her stomach. She had worked so hard to find him and infiltrate his world. She dragged in a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She knew where he hung out; she would get another chance at him. And she wouldn’t let the next one slip through her fingers.

Loose stones skittered across asphalt, drawing her attention to the narrow alley between the tall brick building that housed Club Underground in the basement and the office building next to it. She was not alone out here. “It’s not him…”

He was gone. The creatures of the night had powers humans did not have at their disposal. They were immortal, and they could fly. He was probably long gone. But yet she turned toward that narrow alley. She could have brought out her flashlight, but then some of the patrons leaving the club might have seen it and figured out what she was: human and a huntress. So she skimmed her fingers across the brick as she headed in the direction from which the noise had come.

She had to investigate—just in case he hadn’t left. Maybe he’d gone into the alley to do whatever it was that had caused him to leave the club so quickly.

Rounding the corner of the building, she stepped inside a wider alley…and into the arms of the man who’d lured her into his trap. Muscles, stronger than those of a mere mortal, rippled in his biceps and his chest, as he dragged her tight against him. A scream burned in her throat, and she parted her lips to utter it.

But his mouth was there, covering hers. Anger and fear coursed through her, and she tried to pull back but his lips pressed tighter. She wriggled in his embrace, but his arms didn’t loosen. If anything, he pulled her more closely against his chest—so close her legs molded to his, her stomach rubbing against his. She gasped at the hardness of his heavily muscled body.

And he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding into her mouth as his fangs scraped her lip. She tried again to scream, but it wasn’t just him she feared anymore. She feared her reaction as her stomach quivered and her pulse raced with…desire.

The strength of the passion coursing through him had Andre shuddering as he fought to control the urge to take her right there—against the brick wall of the Club Underground building. Club Underground…

He’d only kissed her to shut her up, so that she wouldn’t scream and draw the attention of any other members of the Secret Vampire Society. At least that was what he tried telling himself as he dragged his mouth from hers. Pressing his forehead to the warm skin of hers, he warned her, “Don’t scream. Don’t fight. Don’t draw any attention to yourself…”

But it was already too late for that. When she’d followed him into Club Underground, she’d drawn the attention of every mortal and immortal in the smoky lounge. In her thigh-high leather boots and long leather jacket, she was so sexy she was dangerous. But, hell, she was the one in danger. She didn’t pose any threat even though she looked more like a member of the secret society than any of the real members in the club.

As he had, she shuddered now. But probably with fear. He must have frightened her. “It’s okay,” he assured her. “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m trying to protect you.”

“Protect me?” she asked, her voice a raspy whisper. “From what?”

He couldn’t tell her that—not without putting her in more danger. Any human who learned of the existence of vampires posed a threat—one that every vampire had sworn to eliminate in order to protect the society. “This is a rough neighborhood.” She had no idea how rough. “You shouldn’t be out here alone at night. It’s too dangerous.”

“You’re not my father,” she pointed out.

He was damned glad of that. “No, but I’m your professor.”

She stiffened in his arms. “You recognize me?”

“Yes.” He flinched, immediately regretting the admission because it would probably encourage her infatuation with him. She had to be infatuated. Why else would she have followed him from class to the club?

Then he shook his head in self-disgust; that damn kiss had encouraged her more than anything he could say. He should have just left, instead of sticking around to make sure she got safely away from the club. He’d known she was too sexy to resist.

“You sit toward the back of the hall,” he said, “but I recognize you.”

Because of her pale gold hair shimmering under the auditorium lights and distracting him, he’d nearly forgotten some of his lecture even though it was the same one he’d been giving for the past several hundred years.

“Just from class?” she asked. “That’s the only reason I look familiar to you?”

Able to see clearly despite the enveloping darkness, Andre studied her. With her bright green eyes, that hair and her tall, curvaceous body, she was unforgettable. “You attended last week’s lecture and tonight’s. Then you followed me here. I’ve never seen you before that.”

Unless she wasn’t the human he was certain she was, unless she’d known him centuries ago. But when he’d kissed her, he’d felt no fangs.

“No,” she said. “You haven’t seen me. But you don’t think I look like someone else—someone you knew twenty years ago?”

He released her now and stepped back, horrified by the conclusion he’d jumped to. But she couldn’t be implying she was his daughter. She was older than twenty; he’d realized that during his lecture—that she looked older than the other kids in class, probably thirty or so. Some of his tension eased away. “You think you look like someone I used to know?”

She nodded. “A former student of yours—my sister. Everyone always said that I resembled her so much I could have been her clone.”

Dread tightened the muscles in his stomach as he realized whom she was talking about. But for her sake, he couldn’t make the admission she wanted to hear. “I’ve had a lot of students over the years.” More than she could know. “I’m sorry. I don’t remember your sister.”

“You didn’t even ask me her name,” she pointed out.

Because he knew. “It doesn’t matter. I don’t remember anyone looking like you.” Her sister hadn’t; her hair and eyes hadn’t been as bright or her body as strong. “What’s your name?” He’d heard it before, but he couldn’t pull it from his memory now, twenty years later.

“Eve Williams,” she replied. “Her name was Jennifer. Jennifer Williams…”

He shrugged as if the name meant nothing to him, as if the woman hadn’t either. But Jennifer had been special—too special to deny the request she’d made of him.

Eve’s lips twisted as if she struggled to contain all the things she wanted to say to him. She uttered only one bitter question for him. “So you don’t remember the name of every woman you’ve murdered?”

He swallowed a curse and an automatic denial. Her sister was dead to her, and he couldn’t deny that he was responsible for that. But yet he had to defend himself. “I am not a murderer.”

“I know what you are!” she said, her voice rising with anger and fear and disgust.

He shouldn’t have kissed her and risked her feeling his fangs. “I can explain…”

She shook her head, tumbling waves of that pale hair around her shoulders. “No! You don’t explain. You lie. I’ve heard your lectures and they’re nothing but lies.” She snorted. “Claiming that vampires are myths, that they don’t exist.”

“They don’t,” he said, doing the very thing of which she’d just accused him.

“Then you don’t exist,” she taunted. “And as much as I wish that were true, it isn’t.”

Stung, Andre clenched his jaw, feeling as if she’d just slugged him.

“If you didn’t exist, my sister would still be alive. But you’re here and she’s…” Her voice cracked with emotion. “…not.”

Her pain reached inside him, clenching his heart. “Eve…”

“You killed her!” she accused him again. “You’re a monster.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” he warned her. “So you shouldn’t be talking…” Because she risked someone overhearing her and realizing that she knew about the secret society.

“No,” she agreed. “I should be doing what I tracked you down to do.”

Zantrax wasn’t where he’d been teaching when he’d met her sister. “It couldn’t have been easy for you to find me.” In the past twenty years, he’d guest-lectured at too many colleges and universities in too many cities for him to recall every one. Or even half of them. And every few decades, he added another I behind his name and pretended to be his own descendent. He was currently Andre Vossimer XI.

“I was determined,” she said, her eyes bright with anger. But despite the rage, her pupils dilated with the attraction that shimmered between them like smoke rising from hot ashes. With a little stoking, the fire could burn again. She blinked, breaking their locked gazes. She obviously wasn’t going to let him stoke anything…but her rage.

“I take it you didn’t track me down to kiss me in an alley,” he said, amused now by his own arrogance. He’d thought she was infatuated with him when she was really infuriated—and with damn good reason.

“You kissed me!” Her voice rose with the vehemence of her denial. Maybe too much vehemence?

He stepped forward and closed the distance between them again. Then he lowered his head to hers, and their mouths only a breath apart, he reminded her, “You kissed me back.”

She shook her head even as guilt dimmed the brightness of her eyes. “No…”

“Want me to prove it to you?” he threatened, his lips just brushing across the silky softness of hers. “I’d love to kiss you again.” He’d love to do more than kiss her. But making love with her wouldn’t change her mind about him, about what he was and what he’d done.

Only one person could tell her the truth and make her believe it. But Andre had made that person promise to never talk to Eve again. Guilt overwhelming him, he stepped back again. But she followed him, her soft body close to his—tempting him to finish what he’d started when she’d first joined him in the alley.

But she hated him. Believing what she did, she had to. Did the passion burn so hotly between them that it surpassed her rage or fueled it even more?

He had his answer when she leaned forward, and something hard and sharp pressed against his chest. He recognized the tip of a stake. “You’re not going to kill me,” he said, unable to suppress a smirk from lifting his lips. “Not with that.”

While she was tall, she wasn’t strong enough to fight him off and pound a stake into his chest. Few humans were, or would be, as he’d explained in his lecture, if vampires actually existed. He traveled around to prove that the myth of vampires was just that: myth.

“I know what you are,” she said. “And I know how to kill you.”

The point of the stake shifted against his chest, and cold metal penetrated his thin cashmere sweater. “What’s this?” he glanced down at the makeshift weapon she held.

“A gun,” she explained. “All I have to do is pull this trigger to send the stake through your heart.”

A gasp of surprise slipped through his lips.

“I paid attention in class, Professor.”

He suspected she wasn’t talking about just his class, though. While he mentioned that if vampires were real, humans wouldn’t be able to kill them, he hadn’t given tutelage on how to kill the “mythical” creatures.

Her eyes glinting with anger and resolve, she warned, “I know exactly how to kill you.”

“But can you do it?” he asked. “Can you pull the trigger and take a life?” His gut told him no, not if she was anything like her sister. But he didn’t know Eve; maybe she was nothing like Jennifer.

“That’s why I tracked you down,” she explained. “To take away your life like you took away my sister’s.”

Again he couldn’t deny his responsibility. “You don’t want to do this,” he advised her. “You’re not a killer any more than I am.”

“I know what you are,” she said again. “But you don’t know what I am.”

“Eve Williams.”

“That’s who I am. Not what,” she pointed out.

Human. But he dare not utter it aloud. She would know he was already aware of that, though, just as she was aware of the society. And she’d tracked him down, armed with a weapon that could actually end his centuries-long immortality. His body tensed as he realized what she was and exactly how much danger he was in. If he started to struggle with her, the crude weapon might accidentally fire. But then if he died, it wouldn’t be an accident.

She really intended to kill him. “You’re a huntress,” he said.

And he was the hunted.

Chapter Two 

Her finger trembled against the trigger of the specialized weapon. All she had to do was crook her finger, pull the trigger and finally assuage the pain and frustration she’d suffered the past twenty years. Justice for Jennifer’s murder would fill the hole her loss had left in Eve’s life—it had to because nothing else had.

“You don’t want to do this,” the professor said again, his deep voice as hypnotic as all his students found it when he lectured.

She’d graduated some time ago, but she didn’t remember any teacher ever having the hold over his students that Professor Vossimer had. It was as if he brainwashed them to believe everything he said. While those naive, young students hung on his every word, she knew he spoke no truth—only self-serving lies.

“This is exactly what I want to do. What I need to do,” she insisted, “so that you can’t hurt anyone else the way you hurt Jennifer.” She’d been one of his students, too, long ago; his had been the last class her sister had ever attended. As payback, Eve wanted tonight’s lecture to be the last class he ever taught.

“I didn’t hurt Jennifer,” he said, his dark eyes warming slightly as he repeated her sister’s name.

“You remember her,” she realized.

He nodded.

“Good,” she said, her finger steadying. “I want you to know why I’m killing you, that it’s your sentence—your punishment—for what you’ve done.”

“You don’t know what I did. You don’t know anything about me.” He spoke slowly and quietly, as if he were trying to soothe her, or mesmerize her as he did his other students, into believing his lies.

Instead he incited her anger even more, because she was mad at herself for listening to him, for wanting to believe him. “You killed Jennifer!”

He shook his head. “I don’t understand why you think your sister is dead. Her body was never found.”

Her heart clenched. “You would know.” And she was glad now that she hadn’t pulled the trigger yet. “What did you do with her? Where is she?”

Unlike her parents, Eve didn’t need her sister’s body to accept that Jennifer was gone. And knowing what he’d done to her, she didn’t really want to see it. But her parents wanted it, wanted to bury Jennifer’s remains, so that they could find peace at last. Eve hadn’t given them anything else they’d wanted from her; maybe she could give them this. Then she could find her own peace the only way she could: by killing her sister’s murderer.

“Tell me where she is!” she demanded.

He shook his head, and his silky-looking hair brushed across his wide shoulders. “I can’t…”

She narrowed her eyes and studied his, losing herself in the dark, fathomless depths. “You could. But you won’t.” She shoved the stake harder against his chest. “Tell me or I’ll pull this trigger and end your eternity right now!”

“You’re going to kill me anyway,” he pointed out. “You might as well do it now because I can’t tell you something I don’t know.”

She trembled as doubt eroded her resolve. What if she was wrong about his having murdered Jennifer? Her heart leaped with hope at the thought, not that she believed her sister was alive. She couldn’t believe that; Jennifer wouldn’t have stayed away for twenty years unless she was dead.

But Eve didn’t want Andre to be a killer; she didn’t want to kill him—not when there was something she’d rather do with him. Even with the gun between them, her body warmed from its proximity to his, her skin tingling. And she could taste him yet on her lips, the bittersweet flavor of dark passion.

“You’re telling me you’re not the reason my sister is gone?”

A muscle twitched in his jaw, and he shook his head. “I can’t tell you that either.”

Tears stung her eyes, tears of regret and loss for what could have been, but she blinked them back. “It was you then. It was your fault.”

So she had to pull the trigger, for Jennifer and for any other victims he’d taken or might take if he wasn’t stopped. If she didn’t stop him now…when she had the chance. But she hesitated yet, waiting for him to fight her. But he stood as stoically as he had since she’d pressed the stake to his heart, awaiting his fate.

The fate that was in her hands.

“It was your fault,” she murmured again, almost apologetically, as she crooked her finger and began to squeeze the trigger.

“It was my fault,” a soft voice murmured from the darkest shadows of the alley.

Finally Andre moved, whirling toward those shadows as Eve did the same. It was too dark for her to see who had joined them. But Andre murmured, “Jennifer…”

Eve shuddered. “No…”

It couldn’t be.

But a flame flickered to life from the match held between the pale fingers of the woman standing in the narrow passage between the two brick buildings. Her hair, a dark gold, glinted in the light, and her green eyes glowed.

Eve shook her head. “It’s not you,” she said. “It can’t be you…” Because that meant that Jennifer had left her of her own free will. She hadn’t been taken from Eve—she’d deserted her. “No…”

“I’m sorry, baby sister,” the ghost replied. But the woman, despite looking exactly the same as she had twenty years ago, was no ghost. She wasn’t transparent. She was solid; she was real. Then she was gone again, leaving Eve with nothing more than that brief apology.

“No!” Eve screamed. “No!” She shoved her makeshift weapon into her pocket and ran after the woman. But strong arms caught Eve, holding her back. She wriggled, fighting him now as she should have fought him earlier—when he’d kissed her. But he was strong, his arms so heavily muscled, that she couldn’t even ease his grasp on her. “Let me go!”

Instead of arguing with her, he lifted her—not just into his arms but into the dark sky. Cool air rushed over Eve as they flew high above the streets of Zantrax. She dared not struggle anymore for fear that he might drop her. Her stomach tight with nerves, she squeezed her eyes shut, blocking out the glittering lights far below, and clutched at him.

But it wasn’t just fear that had her holding on so tightly. Even if her feet had stayed on the ground, she would have been reeling. She, Eve Williams, had nearly killed a man for a murder he hadn’t committed.

Her sister was alive.

Andre shouldn’t have brought her here. She already knew too much about him: where he taught and where he hung out. Now she knew where he lived. Not that she seemed at all interested in his underground apartment with its Venetian plastered walls and archways and its dark coffered ceiling.

Instead of gazing around, she stared down at the hardwood floor. Her arms wrapped around herself as if she needed comfort, but she remained tense, as if unable to accept it even from herself.

Andre wanted to hold her close again, but he didn’t trust himself to offer her only comfort if he did. “Are you all right?” he asked.

She shook her head, tumbling her wind-tangled hair around her shoulders. “No…”

“Can I get you anything?”

She shivered, probably chilled from the flight to his apartment. He didn’t live many blocks from the club, but the night air was cold.

“Coffee,” he offered, stepping closer. “I can brew a pot. Or hot chocolate or tea.” She glanced up at him as if surprised that he had beverages besides blood on hand. He enjoyed human comforts, like spirits. “Whiskey?”

She shook her head again.

“You need something warm,” he urged her. She needed something to bring her out of the shock of discovering her sister wasn’t actually dead.

She dragged in a deep breath as if bracing herself. “I need the truth.”

“I haven’t lied to you,” he promised.

She lifted her gaze to his face, and her green eyes shimmered with tears. “You’re the only one.”

“Your sister didn’t lie to you,” he defended Jennifer.

“She just left.”

“And with her being gone so long, you assumed she was dead,” he said. It was his fault Jennifer hadn’t been able to stay in touch with her younger sister. He was the reason for Eve’s loss and pain.

She nodded again, and a tear streaked down her wind-reddened cheek. “I was certain of it—even before he told me she was dead.”

“He?” Andre asked, and a strange feeling rushed over him. Foreboding or jealousy?

“He’s the man who told me about you, about what you are.” Her delicate throat moved as she swallowed. “About what you’d done.”

“And this man is the one who told you to find me and kill me?” he asked, as he began to understand how Eve had become a huntress.

She bit her lip and shook her head again. “That was my idea.”

Andre doubted that or she wouldn’t have hesitated over pulling the trigger and impaling his heart with the stake. “But he told you how?”

She nodded now. “He taught me how to hunt you down and kill you when I found you. He gave me the gun that he made especially…especially for…”

Since she couldn’t even say it, he had no doubt now that she wouldn’t have been able to pull the trigger.

“Who is he?” The man had to be a member of the secret society. No human could know about vampires and live let alone understand how hard it was to actually pound a stake into the heart of one.

She shivered, as if she couldn’t get warm again despite the heat emanating from the rattling old radiators in his apartment. Andre wondered if it was the cold flight or thoughts of the man that chilled her. “He told me that his name is Liam McKiernan.”

That name meant nothing to Andre. He shook his head in frustration. Who was the guy and what was his motivation in turning Eve into a huntress?

“But I don’t know if that was just another lie,” she admitted, “like Jennifer being dead.”

She wasn’t dead, but she wasn’t exactly alive either. Andre needed to explain that to her. But her pain had his stomach twisting into knots and his heart aching for her.

“Why would she do that—why would she leave and let me and our parents believe she was dead?” More tears streamed down her face. “Why would she do that to me?”

Unable to stop himself, Andre reached for her and pulled her into his arms. “She did it for you,” he assured her, stroking his hands down her back. “She was protecting you.”

“Protecting me?” She wedged her hands between them, her palms against his chest, and shoved him back.

He only eased his hold on her but didn’t release her. He couldn’t let her go. Not now. For her safety, maybe not ever…

“Jennifer was the fragile one,” she said, “the broken one. I’ve always been the strong one. I don’t need anyone to protect me.” She sniffled back her tears and lifted her chin with pride. “I don’t need anyone.”

“You do now,” he insisted. “You found out something you can’t know. You need protection.” From the members of the society who would hunt her down and kill her like she’d hunted him. “I’ll protect you.”

Her lips curved into a slight smile, but he couldn’t tell if she was amused or doubtful. “You will?”

“Yes,” he assured her. “It’s why I brought you here. I need to hide you. It’s the only way to keep you safe.”

“You’re going to keep me safe—after what I did?” she asked, her green eyes narrowed with suspicion and confusion. “I nearly killed you.”

“You didn’t.” Andre was certain she wouldn’t have pulled the trigger, even if her sister hadn’t appeared.

Eve pressed her palm harder against his heart, her brow furrowing as if she counted its hard, steady beats. “I intended to kill you.”

“You couldn’t.”

“If not for Jennifer showing up, I would have,” she insisted. “I would have killed you.” The tears flowed again, streaking down her face to drip from her chin. “I would have…”

Andre shook his head in denial of her claim. “You’re not a killer.”

“No,” she agreed. “But I would have become one. I would have ended your life. And then I would have regretted it. I would have regretted so much…” She slid her palms up his chest and around his neck. Then she pulled his head down until his mouth met hers.

She kissed him with so much passion, her lips pressing hard against his, that Andre’s mind went blank. His body taut with desire, his pulse pounding erratically, he couldn’t remember all the explanations he owed her. He also couldn’t remember ever wanting any other woman so quickly and so desperately.

Her fingers tangled in his hair, clutching his mouth to hers. Her tongue slipped through his lips and stroked across his, back and forth. His fangs extended, growing longer and sharper. He pulled back, so that he wouldn’t hurt her. So that he could control himself.

Between pants for breath, he warned her, “You don’t want to do this.”

Her lips, swollen from the passion with which she’d kissed him, curved into that sexy, slight smile again. “I want to.” She reached for him again, her fingers clutching in his sweater as she tugged up the cashmere and pulled it over his head. “I want you…”

He groaned as her lips skimmed over his chest. He clutched at her head, and her hair tangled around his fingers like ropes binding him to her. “Eve, there’s so much you don’t know yet.” So much he had to tell her.

“I know what I need to know,” she said, her breath warm against his skin as she pressed another kiss to his heart.

He groaned and tried to pull back. But she followed him, pressing her body against the taut, straining muscles of his. “Eve, there are things I need to explain to you, so that you can understand everything….”

“We can talk later,” she said, and fear glinted in her eyes, as if she was afraid of what she might learn. “I don’t want to talk now. I don’t want to think. I don’t want to do anything but feel.” Her teeth, her straight short human teeth nipped at him and slammed his pulse into overdrive. “I just want you….”

A growl burning his throat, he uttered it as his control snapped. He couldn’t deny her—not when it was what he wanted too.

Chapter Three 

Was this what she wanted? Doubts niggled, as they had when she’d been about to pull the trigger and release the stake. So Eve pulled back slightly.

But Andre gave her no time to reconsider the rashness of her actions. He swung her up in his strong arms, muscles rippling under the skin she had bared when she’d pulled off his sweater. He epitomized the perfect masculine body with the sculpted muscles of his hair-dusted chest and the bulging muscles of his arms. At nearly six foot, she was no lightweight, but he carried her effortlessly, striding down a short hall. Then he kicked open a door to a dimly lit bedroom. Gold satin sheets glowed in the light of the candle chandelier hanging from a dark beam in the ceiling.

After laying her down on the bed, he stepped back and reached for the belt of his black pants. Eve jumped up, and his hand stilled.

“You’ve changed your mind?” he asked, his voice a raspy whisper. A muscle twitched along his jaw, as if he struggled for control.

Eve shook her head then shrugged off her jacket. The leather coat dropped to the hardwood floor with a clatter of metal, because of the flashlight and the gun in the pockets. Although the noise wasn’t loud, she winced as she remembered what she’d nearly done to him. Guilt squeezed the breath from her lungs, so that she gasped. “I’m sorry.”

He closed his eyes, his lashes dark against his chiseled cheeks. “It’s okay.” He groaned. “Hell, it’s probably good that you changed your mind. This was a bad idea. We need to talk.”

“I haven’t changed my mind,” she said. She reached for his belt now.

Even with his eyes still closed, he caught her fingers in his hand, and his grasp was tight. “Eve…”

Had he changed his mind? Didn’t he want her?

Eve shouldn’t have been surprised. No one else had ever wanted her—just for her—only as a cure or a substitute for the one they really loved. Steeling herself for another rejection, she lifted her gaze to his face. With his black hair shining in the candlelight and his sharply featured face all planes and shadows, he was so damned handsome it was ridiculous. He could have any woman he wanted; she’d been crazy to think that he might want her.

His eyes open again, he stared down at her. She wasn’t used to that. At over six foot in heels, not too many people ever looked down on Eve. The candlelight reflected in his eyes, as if they burned. With desire for her?

“I want you,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. “I want you too much.”

Her pulse tripped, racing away at his words and the intensity of his stare. He released her hand, but before she could reach for him, he’d caught her close. His fingers tangled in her hair, and he held her head still as he made love to her mouth. His tongue slid through her lips, in and out, across her tongue and along the even line of her teeth.

She shuddered as his fangs scraped across her lip.

Panting for breath he pulled back and promised, “I won’t hurt you.”

He hadn’t lied to her about her sister, so she had no reason to doubt him now. But with everyone else having lied to her, she had no reason to trust him either. She could only listen to her own instincts.

This time when she reached for his belt, he didn’t stop her. Instead he sucked in an audible breath and his abs rippled as her knuckles brushed across his skin. She unclasped the belt and unbuttoned his pants. But before she could unzip them, he jerked back and shook his head.

“You first,” he said.

Her fingers trembled as she lifted her sweater, pulling it up and over her head. Then she unzipped her skirt and let it drop down over the boots. He groaned and his eyes darkened even more as she stood before him in nothing but lacy underwear and those thigh-high boots.

“You’re killing me now,” he murmured as he touched her, stroking his fingers across her shoulders.

Her skin tingled, heat streaking across it and pooling between her legs. She leaned closer, so that her breasts brushed his muscular chest. Her nipples hardened beneath the lace.

His fingers on her shoulders shook slightly as he pushed down the straps of her bra. Then he reached around and unclasped it, so that the lace fell away. He lifted her again, as he’d carried her to his room, as if she weighed nothing. When she’d pulled the gun on him in the alley, if he’d fought her, she couldn’t have won. He was too strong. Too powerful.

Too overwhelming.

His mouth followed the path his fingers had taken, across her shoulders and down over the slope of a breast until his lips closed around a nipple. He tugged gently, then one of his fangs scraped across the sensitive point.

She moaned and wrapped her legs tight around his waist. With each tug of his mouth on her breast, pressure built inside her. She writhed and squirmed against him, silently begging for release from the unbearable tension. “Andre…”

He tensed against her, seeming to fight for control. As if just the sound of his name on her lips was pushing him beyond it…

His mouth on her breast, Andre cupped her butt in his hands and then skimmed along the sensitive skin of her thighs. His fingers slipped beneath the lace of her panties, edging it aside to slip into her heat.

She moaned and arched against him. “Andre…”

He was killing her now, making her want more than she’d ever wanted. Making her need when she had made a point of never needing anyone or anything.

“Please,” she beseeched him, the word slipping out with a moan. “Please…”

Finally he laid her trembling body on the bed. His zipper rasped as he dragged it down. Then he kicked off his pants and shoes. She gasped as the size of him. His erection pulsed as blood rushed through it. She could never remember anyone wanting her as he obviously did. Cords strained in his neck while his pulse beat so frantically she could see it beneath his skin. “Now,” she urged him. “Take me now…”

He pushed her legs apart, but he didn’t thrust inside her. Instead he kissed her there, at her core, his lips skimming across her before his tongue slipped inside. As his hands cupped her breasts, his tongue lapped at her. And his fangs scraped across the most sensitive part of her.

A scream tore from her throat with the intensity of the orgasm slamming through her. She shuddered and cried, writhing beneath him until he pulled back. Then he joined her on the bed, his naked body covering hers.

Her boots still on, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around his back. Then she reached between them and stroked her fingers over the length of him as she guided him inside. He thrust hard, and she arched, trying to take him deep. But he was so big. So strong…

She cried out.

And he tensed, holding himself perfectly still. “I’m sorry,” he murmured against her ear. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you…”

Her skin tingled from his hot breath. She moaned and stretched, taking him deeper. She dug her nails into his hard buttocks, pulling him closer.

He groaned, sweat beading on his upper lip, as his body remained tense and still. “Eve…”

“I’m fine,” she assured him.

He began to move, and she moaned as the pressure built again, winding her tight inside. She’d never wanted a man so much, had never felt so much before. She nipped his chest and shoulders with her nails and then her teeth, teasing him into losing control.

He thrust harder, driving deeper as his mouth covered hers. He kissed her as deeply as his body joined hers, his tongue sliding in and out of her mouth.

Gasping for breath as she arched, meeting each of his thrusts, Eve tore her mouth from his. His lips slid across her cheek and down her throat, his fangs lightly scraping her skin. She tensed, with fear, then shuddered with pleasure as he reached between them and stroked through her light curls. When he flicked his thumb across her nub, she came—screaming his name.

He nipped her neck, lightly with his mouth, before pulling back. He arched away from her, his body tensing, every muscle rippling beneath his taut, glistening skin. With a guttural shout and one last, deep thrust, he came, filling her.

Their bodies still joined, he rolled them, so that she lay sprawled atop him. His arms held her tight against him, as if he never intended to release her.

Instead of feeling trapped or afraid, Eve felt safe, and for the first time in her life, wanted. Her pleasure complete, she released a wistful sigh and settled her cheek against his chest. She felt as well as heard the strong beat of his heart and cringed as she remembered what she’d wanted to do to him. What she nearly had…

Because she’d thought he’d killed Jennifer. He hadn’t, but he obviously knew her older sister. How well?

Was Eve really the woman he wanted or only the substitute again? Afterglow damned, she had to know. “Are you and my sister…”

“No.” His fingers stroked over her shoulder and down her back, following the rigid line of her spine.

“Were you…ever?”

“No.” His chest rose with a heavy sigh. “She was only ever my student.”

Sensing that he left so much unsaid, she blinked back tears. “I was hoping you’d tell me the truth.” She was hoping that she could trust him. Although he’d bitten her neck, he hadn’t broken the skin; he hadn’t attacked her. If anything she’d attacked him.

But still, there was something he was keeping from her. Instinct, and the sense of foreboding pricking the skin on her nape, warned her that it was something she wouldn’t want to hear. That was why she’d stopped him from talking earlier. She’d wanted to make love, to feel alive, after nearly taking his life. But she couldn’t put off the conversation any longer. No matter how much pain it might cause her, she had to know the truth.

“I’ve been in the dark for twenty years about what happened to my sister. Tell me everything,” she requested, even as her stomach knotted with dread over what she might learn. “I need to understand.”

“You’ve already learned too much,” he warned her.

She turned her head, tipping her chin up, so she could study his face. “What do you mean? I don’t know anything.” And she couldn’t figure it out on her own; she had to trust someone to give her answers.

His voice deep with regret, he said, “You know about the secret society.”

“Secret society?” She realized what the society was. “Of vampires…”

“And no human can learn of the secret society and live.”

She shivered over the threat. “So what are you going to do? Kill me?”

Andre’s heart beat slowed with dread. “It’s my responsibility to kill you,” he admitted. “You followed me to Club Underground. It’s because of me that you learned of the society, so it’s my responsibility to eliminate the threat you pose against us.”

“Threat?” she repeated, her voice cracking with fear.

He stroked his hand over her back again, but her skin chilled beneath his touch. “There is no greater threat,” he said. “You are a huntress.”

She shook her head. “You were the only one I was hunting. Because I thought you killed my sister. But she’s alive.”

“She’s not alive,” he clarified. At least not like Eve remembered her.

“I saw her,” she insisted. “She’s not a ghost. She’s not dead.”

“She’s undead.”

She shivered again and pulled away from him to wrap one of the sheets around herself. “Undead? She’s one of the…” Her throat moved as she swallowed. “…society?”

Unwilling to force the word and his true identity on her, he just nodded.

“I don’t understand.” Her brow furrowed in confusion. “How did it happen? Did someone attack her?”

“No.”

“Then how—”

“She asked me to turn her.” And in doing so, he’d risked his own safety.

“And you couldn’t refuse?”

“I should have,” he admitted. “I put myself in danger. A vampire is not supposed to turn a human unless that human vows to spend her eternity with the vampire who turned her.” Some other vampires had broken that rule and not been punished, but as a Vossimer, he was held more strictly to the rules because his grandfather had enacted most of them.

Hurt flashed in her eyes. “But I thought you and Jennifer weren’t involved?”

“We weren’t,” he said, wanting to soothe that hurt and her doubts. “We had no personal relationship,” he insisted. He’d heard the vulnerability in Eve’s voice when she’d asked him about his relationship with her older sister.

“Then why would you agree to turn her?”

“Because I couldn’t let her die,” he explained. Because he usually only guest-lectured, he never got attached to students. But Jennifer had been different, so fragile and needy, that she’d drawn out his protective instincts. He usually only used those for the society, but she’d been different from any other human he’d met. She’d felt more like family than any of his cousins, uncles or even his grandfather. “She was sick. I knew it even before she told me.”

Tears streaked from those mesmerizing green eyes. “I knew it. I knew it had come back.”

“The cancer.”

“But she’d survived it before,” Eve said.

“Because of you.” Jennifer had told him about her baby sister. “Because your parents had you to use as her cure.”

She flinched.

And he reached for her, to offer the comfort she’d never been given before. According to her sister, their parents had never really shown Eve the love she’d deserved.

She pulled back and shook her head. “It’s okay. I know that was the only reason they had me. For my bone marrow. And it worked, you know. Jennifer could have gone through that procedure again, whatever she needed to do.”

“She could have,” he agreed, “but she didn’t want to put you through it.” He reached for her again, needing to wrap her in his arms and keep her safe. Not from the society but from all the pain she’d endured in her young life. “She told me how your parents treated you…”

She uttered a bitter laugh. “Like replacement parts for the child they really loved?”

“She was afraid that they would put you through too much, that they would take more from you than you could give.” And it was that concern for her little sister that had convinced Andre to turn Jennifer. He’d known he could trust a human that selfless. “She couldn’t risk your life for hers.”

“But why did she leave me?” Eve asked, blinking away the shimmer of tears. “Why couldn’t she explain what she was doing? And why?”

“You couldn’t learn about the society.”

“I was only ten when Jennifer left,” she said. “If I told anyone what had happened to her, they wouldn’t have believed me. She could have let me know what she was doing, so that I wouldn’t think she just left me alone.”

“She couldn’t tell you. She couldn’t talk to you at all,” he said. “She promised that she wouldn’t have any more contact with her family.”

“Jennifer wouldn’t have made such a promise,” she insisted. “If she wanted to keep me from getting hurt, she wouldn’t have agreed to never have contact with me again.”

“That’s why she made it—to keep you from getting hurt. Your life was threatened if she broke it.”

“Who was so cruel to use me to force her to keep such a horrible promise?” she asked, sobs shaking her shoulders now.

His heart heavy with remorse for the pain he’d caused her, he admitted, “Me.”

She shook her head. “No. It couldn’t have been you. Not you…”

“I’m sorry.”

As if unable to bear his touch, she pulled away from him and scrambled out of bed. “You told me you’re not a killer. But you threatened my sister—you threatened my life?”

“I had no choice.”

“You gave her no choice.”

“If I hadn’t turned her, Jennifer would have died,” he reminded her.

“It doesn’t make sense,” she argued. “You cared enough to keep her alive—why would you cut her off from all the people who care about her?”

“She couldn’t stay around people who knew her, who would have noticed that she was strong now and that she never aged,” he explained. “She would have exposed the society.”

“Damn your society!” she yelled, her voice cracking with emotion. Tears dripped from her chin onto her bare breasts, but then she pulled her sweater over her head and stepped into her skirt. Next she stabbed her arms into the sleeves of her coat.

“Eve, you can’t leave,” he said, leaning out of the bed to reach for her. “It’s too dangerous for you out there. Someone from the society might have realized that you’ve learned the secret.”

She jerked back, so that he couldn’t touch her. “I felt bad about threatening your life earlier,” she said. “I had no idea that you had already threatened mine.”

“I had to make sure that Jennifer wouldn’t break her promise.” But he’d hated having to make the threat and had hated himself for making it.

“And if she’d broken her promise, would you have kept yours?” she asked.

His grandfather always insisted that all Vossimers follow and enforce the rules. But Andre could have never hurt a child. After they’d made love, he’d hoped Eve would have realized that about him.

“I knew it wouldn’t come to that. Your sister loves you too much to break it.” Until last night. Now she’d put Eve in danger; she should have let her sister drive the stake into his heart instead.

“I wasn’t wrong to threaten you,” she said, her eyes dark with pain and anger. “Because I wasn’t wrong about you. You are the one who took my sister away from me.”

“I’m sorry, Eve,” he apologized, his heart aching with sincerity. “I’m so sorry. But the society has rules that we have to abide by or we’ll all be in danger.”

“I was ten years old,” she said again. “And I needed my sister. She was the only one who loved me.”

“She loved you so much that she knew she had to let you go,” he explained, “for your protection.”

“Because you threatened my life—for your protection,” she snapped back at him. “And for the protection of every vampire in your damn society. You didn’t care about me!”

“Not then, no,” he admitted. “But I care about you now—too much to let you leave me. You’d be crazy to go out there—to risk your life” He slid out of bed and reached for her again.

But she stepped back and held up her hands as if to ward him off. “Don’t touch me!”

“Eve, I’ll keep you safe,” he promised. “I won’t let anyone hurt you.”

“What about you?” she asked. “You’re the one who threatened me. You used me. You’ve already hurt me.”

“I was doing what I had to do.” At the time. And he’d hated himself for doing it. Hurting her now would kill him.

“So am I,” she said and she pulled the makeshift gun from the pocket of her coat and pointed it at his chest. “I’m doing what I have to do.”

Chapter Four 

The darkness of the alley wrapped around Eve like her leather coat. But the darkness offered her no comfort, no warmth—nothing like what she had found in Andre Vossimer’s arms, in his bed. Maybe he was rightwhen he’d warned her that leaving his place would be crazy.

But in that moment, feeling betrayed once again that he had used her to keep Jennifer away, she’d gone mad. Not mad enough to pull the trigger on Liam’s vicious, little gun and shoot the stake through Andre’s heart. But crazy enough, reeling from the betrayal and heartbreak, to threaten to kill him.

Andre had heeded her threat and had let her leave him. Had he really believed that she might kill him—even after what they’d shared? Her skin tingled now as she remembered his touch. His hands, his mouth—caressing every inch of her. Despite the cold night air, heat flashed through her, and her anger ebbed away.

Sure, he’d used her, as everyone else had, but she didn’t believe that he really would have carried through on his threat. He’d been so gentle and tender when they’d made love that she had trouble imagining him capable of violence—no matter what he was.

She probably should have stayed in bed with him. She certainly never should have come back here—to the alley behind Club Underground. What if one of those creatures realized what she was and what she knew?

She would be in the danger of which Andre had warned her. But had he been looking out for her or had he been trying to protect himself, too? If the society discovered that he was aware she knew about them, and had let her live, then he’d violated their rules. Would they punish him with death, too?

She shivered. She wished him no harm—either by her own hand or anyone else’s. If only she could trust him…then she might be able to accept the feelings she was fighting, her feelings for him. Could she care already? Wasn’t it too soon? Wasn’t it too much?

She shook her head, trying to deny those feelings and the doubt that kept niggling at her. If only she could be certain that he really cared about her.

But what did she know about that? Had anyone really ever cared about her? She’d once thought Jennifer had, before her older sister had disappeared. She should have been thrilled she wasn’t dead, but disappointment—and guilt over that disappointment—plagued her. Jennifer had chosen to leave her. Could she believe Andre about her sister’s motives? Had she done it for Eve’s protection?

A shoe scraped loose stones and sent them skittering across the asphalt as someone else walked into the alley. The darkness still all-encompassing, Eve couldn’t see who had joined her. No match was struck to provide any illumination.

“Jennifer?” she asked. That was why she’d risked returning here—because it was the last place she’d seen her sister. And she wanted to—had to—see her again. “Please, Jennifer, come out.”

But her sister didn’t step any closer. No match flickered to illuminate her presence. Did she think that Eve wouldn’t be able to accept what she’d become? To assure Jennifer, Eve said, “I understand why you did what you did.”

“That makes one of us,” a deep, masculine voice murmured. Finally a light burned, just the small circle of a flashlight beam. It glanced across her face, momentarily blinding her, but she didn’t need to see in order to identify the man who’d joined her in the alley.

Her stomach muscles tightened with apprehension. “Liam…”

“I don’t understand what she did. I’ll never be able to understand that,” he continued. “And I don’t understand what you’re doing.”

“She’s alive,” Eve said, no less awed by the revelation than she had been when Jennifer had revealed herself earlier that evening. Hell, Eve had been in shock. If only she could use that as an excuse for having made love with Andre.

But the truth was that she’d been attracted to him since she’d sat in on his first class. Every girl in the room had been drawn to his good looks, his charm, his charisma…even she, who’d thought he’d killed her sister.

As if trying to regain her attention, Liam McKiernan directed the flashlight beam near his face. But the redhead’s handsome features remained hard, as if chiseled from stone. He wasn’t at all surprised that Jennifer lived.

“You knew she was alive,” Eve realized. “You knew but you told me…” She swallowed hard as bitterness and pain rushed over her. “You told me she had died a horrible death, that Andre had killed her, like one of them had killed your brother.” He’d even showed her his brother’s autopsy photo. She shuddered as she remembered the picture of the slain teenager, his skin translucent because all the blood had been drained from his body.

“Not one of them,” he murmured.

“Not Andre,” she defended him. A lover that gentle and generous didn’t have it in him to be the killer she’d once believed he was.

“No,” Liam admitted. “But I hold him ultimately responsible. He turned the person—the monster—who killed my brother.”

Fear chilled her, and she shook her head, already denying the accusation she knew he was about to make.

“Your sister…” His deep voice cracked as if his anger overwhelmed him. “Your sister killed him.”

“No! Jennifer’s not a killer.”

“Maybe she wasn’t before he turned her. But when she became a vampire, she became a killer. They all are.” McKiernan stepped closer to her, and his eerily pale blue eyes glinted like ice in the darkness. “That’s why you should have killed him when you had the chance, Eve.”

“Then I would have become a killer, too.” No wonder the society worried about humans learning of their secret. Some humans were too quick to destroy what they feared. But Liam McKiernan didn’t fear the vampires; he hated them. He hated her sister most of all.

Fearful for Jennifer’s safety, Eve glanced around the alley. She’d wanted to see her sister again; now she hoped Jennifer kept the promise she’d made to Andre and stayed away.

“I don’t want to be a killer,” she said, “and neither do you.”

“You don’t know me,” Liam said.

“Because you lied to me,” she pointed out. “You told me my sister was dead.”

“She will be,” Liam ruthlessly promised, “as soon as she shows up here.”

“She won’t.” At least Eve hoped like hell Jennifer wouldn’t.

“Then that’s too bad for you,” he said, his deep voice dropping to an even lower, ominous threat.

Eve shivered again. “Why’s that?”

“Because if she doesn’t, you won’t get another chance to see your sister.”

“You can’t hurt her.” Jennifer had been through too much during her life, had given up too much to stay alive, for it all to end over a lie. “She wouldn’t have hurt your brother. She wouldn’t have…”

“You don’t know her,” Liam said. “You were just a kid when she took off on you. You glamorized who she was, made her a fairy princess in your head. She wasn’t. She was selfish and heartless.”

“No!”

“You should know that better than anyone else,” he insisted. “She wouldn’t have deserted you if she cared about you.”

“You don’t understand.” And neither had she when Andre had first told her, but it all made sense now. She knew, though, that she wouldn’t be able to convince Liam McKiernan. So all she could do was try to stop him. Her fingers trembling, she reached inside her pocket for the crude weapon Liam had made for her.

But a strong hand caught her wrist and squeezed until she whimpered and withdrew her hand. “You’re hurting me…”

Liam bitterly chuckled. “And what did you intend to do to me if I let you take out this gun?” With his free hand he reached into her pocket and pulled out the weapon. “You were going to hurt me.”

“I just want you to leave me alone,” she explained. “Me and my sister. You’re wrong about everything.”

“You’re wrong,” he argued, his grasp tightening.

“Let me go!” She jerked her wrist, trying to twist free. “Let me go. Now.”

He shook his head. “It’s too late. I can’t let you go—”

Fear stalled Eve’s pulse then tripped it into overdrive as she realized his intention. He was going to kill her.

The vampire hunter was going to kill Eve. Andre had worried that one of the society would harm her, and that was why he’d followed her from his apartment back to the alley. But this man, with his red hair glowing like fire and his eyes like ice, had to be the man of whom she’d spoken; Liam McKiernan was the true danger.

“Let go of her!” Andre shouted, bristling with anger as he stepped from the shadows. Every protective instinct in him rushed over him, making him want to attack the man, making him want to be the killer the vampire hunter claimed he was. But if Andre acted rashly, the man might hurt her.

Eve gasped in surprise, but the vampire hunter barely reacted, almost as if he’d known Andre was there. If anything, his grip tightened on Eve and on the gun he’d taken from her. The stake, protruding from the barrel, pointed in Andre’s direction, specifically toward his heart.

Andre didn’t care about his eternal life, though. Because he knew now that it wouldn’t be worth living without Eve in it. In such a short time, she had come to mean more to him than anyone else had in all the centuries he’d lived. “She has nothing to do with this!”

“You didn’t turn her into a killer like you did her sister?” Liam asked, his rage turning on Andre.

“Jennifer’s not a killer!” Eve shouted at him, struggling against the madman’s hold.

Liam jerked her arm, and Eve’s beautiful face twisted into a grimace of pain. Andre jumped forward, but he couldn’t pull her away without risking her more harm—without her slender arm breaking in two if the men fought over her.

“Let her go,” he ordered again. “You’ve already used her enough.”

Too many people had done that with Eve; they hadn’t appreciated her, only what she could do for them. Andre’s heart ached with all the pain she’d endured because of how people—including himself—had mistreated her, caring nothing about her feelings.

“I helped her,” Liam insisted. “I gave her answers that no one—”

“You gave me lies!” she lashed out.

“How do you know who’s telling you the truth?” Liam asked her. “Do you think you can trust this…thing?”

“He has no reason to lie to me,” Eve said, her gaze meeting Andre’s.

The muscles in his stomach tightened as he read the fear in her eyes. She was scared. And she was putting her trust in him to save her. He couldn’t hurt her again or let anyone else hurt her.

“He has every reason to lie to you,” Liam said.

“But I haven’t,” Andre said, his gaze still locked with hers. “You can trust me.” He glanced down, trying to send her a silent message. Some of his family could read minds. It was an ability he’d always envied but never more so than now, when he needed it most.

But maybe Eve understood because she tipped her head down in a slight nod. Then she dropped, falling to the asphalt, so that Liam lost his grip on her.

Andre moved, slamming his fist into Liam’s square jaw. The guy was strong, maybe even superhumanly strong, because Liam just stumbled back but he didn’t fall. He didn’t loosen his grip on the gun either; he lifted it instead and pressed it against Andre’s chest.

He sucked in a breath, and the point of the stake ripped his sweater and scratched the skin beneath. “Eve, get out of here!” he shouted. He didn’t want her to see this, him being killed or being forced to kill.

“No!” she yelled, vaulting to her feet again. She tried pushing between them, tried shoving them apart and pushing down the gun.

But Andre wouldn’t move. He’d rather take the stake than have her harmed in the cross fire between them. “Go!” he ordered her. “Please go…”

Because if he didn’t survive, he wanted her gone—far away and out of the reach of the vampire hunter, who no doubt intended to use her to draw out Jennifer. “Get out of here! Now!”

“I’m not leaving you,” she argued.

The strength he’d once admired in her now infuriated the hell out of him.

“This is all very touching,” Liam said with a short, bitter chuckle. “But nobody’s going anywhere. Not alive.” And he jammed the barrel harder against Andre’s chest.

“Don’t!” Eve screamed, and she launched herself at Liam, pounding his head and shoulders with her fists.

He lifted his free hand and slapped at her, knocking her away. Rage surged through Andre, nearly blinding him. His control snapped, and he lashed out, shoving Liam back. This time the man fell. With a groan, he dropped to the asphalt then a curse slipped through his lips.

Satisfaction eased some of Andre’s anger. But causing the man pain wasn’t enough, not for everything he’d done to Eve. Not for the threat he would pose to her…if he lived.

Andre swung his fists, connecting with the man’s jaw. Then he reached for his throat, closing his hands around it. As strong as he was, he could crush the human’s windpipe. He could kill him easily. But then the barrel dug into his chest again, scratching his skin.

Andre wasn’t a killer. But he would kill. To protect Eve. But could he kill Liam McKiernan before the vampire hunter killed him?

Chapter Five 

“Stop!” Eve screamed, but she just echoed the word another woman shouted.

Jennifer’s appearance distracted the men, who grappled together on the ground. But Eve flinched as she recognized the clink of metal, as the trigger was pressed. The stake fired. She screamed again: nothing coherent just a primal cry to express the pain tearing her apart.

Strong hands closed over her shoulders, shaking her gently. “He’s okay. He’s okay,” Jennifer assured her.

All Eve had wanted for the past twenty years was to see her sister again, to hug her. But she pulled away from the woman and turned to Andre as he lurched to his feet. He held the stake in his hand; he must have caught it as it fired. Just how strong was the vampire? As he squeezed his fist, the specially hardened wood splintered and snapped in two. Then he reached down for Liam, his dark eyes glazed with rage.

“Stop!” Jennifer repeated. “This isn’t you, Andre. You’re not a killer.”

“But he is—he’ll hurt her if I let him live,” he said, his voice raspy from his struggle, which Eve suspected was as emotional as it was physical. “She’s already been hurt so much. I can’t let anyone else hurt her. Ever again.”

He hadn’t spoken the words to her, but he reached Eve as no one else ever had. Love for him flooded and warmed her heart.

Tears glistened in Jennifer’s green eyes. “I know she has,” she said, her voice cracking. “That’s why you can’t do this. You are the one person she can trust, Andre. Don’t become someone she can’t. Don’t become someone she’ll fear.”

“Don’t talk about me like I’m not here,” Eve said, feeling like the child she’d once been, the child who’d only existed as a cure, as spare parts. The child who’d never mattered. Until now. Until Andre Vossimer was willing to kill to protect her. “I’m right here.”

“And you shouldn’t be,” Jennifer said. “You can’t be here.”

Andre turned away from Liam, who lay on the ground, spotlighted in the beam of the flashlight lying beside him. Blood oozed from his lip and trailed down his chin. Instead of looking at Jennifer, who’d spoken to him, Andre stared at Eve—as if she were the only one in the alley. “You can’t be here,” he agreed with her sister. “You need to leave…”

She shook her head.

Jennifer’s fingers dug into her shoulder as she pushed Eve toward Andre. “Take her, Professor. Get her out of here. Take her to safety.”

“I’m okay,” Eve assured them both. “I’m fine.” And she was—thanks to Andre.

Jennifer glanced up, toward the lightening sky. “The professor won’t be fine, if he stays here. The rising sun will steal away his strength. He won’t be able to protect you or himself. You need to get him out of here almost as much as you need to leave.”

Eve shuddered at the danger she hadn’t even considered. To Andre. He had risked his life for her; it was her turn to protect him. She reached for his hand and entwined her fingers with his.

Andre finally turned toward her sister. “And what about you? I can’t leave you alone with him.”

Eve glanced down at the man sprawled yet on the ground. His neck bore the red marks of Andre’s fingers, and he gasped for breath. “Come with us,” she beseeched Jennifer. A twinge of guilt squeezed Eve’s heart that her first concern hadn’t been for her sister but for Andre. “You can’t stay here, either, with him.”

Despite his lies, Eve knew Liam McKiernan and knew that he would stop at nothing to exact his revenge. “Please…”

Jennifer shook her head. “No. I’m staying.”

“The sun will hurt you too,” Andre warned Jennifer, “if he doesn’t kill you first.”

She picked up a piece of the splintered stake. “I’ll be fine. Take care of my sister.” A look passed between her and Andre that raised goose bumps on Eve’s skin.

She recognized that look as goodbye. But before she could say the word to her sister, Andre whisked her into his arms and then into that lightening sky. He flew faster now, clutching her close to his madly pounding heart. In moments they were back in his apartment, locked underground. Safe and alone.

“We shouldn’t have left her,” she protested, her stomach churning with nerves and regret. She wrapped her arms around her waist as she stood in the living room—in the exact same spot where she’d stood just a few hours ago.

“Jennifer’s not the woman you remember.”

“He’s not right about her,” she defended her sister against Liam’s crazy accusations. “He can’t be…”

“He’s not,” Andre assured her. But he offered her words only, no physical comfort. He hadn’t touched her since he’d locked the door behind them. “But neither are you right about her. She’s not the sick girl she used to be. She’s strong now. She can take care of herself. She’s not the one I’m worried about right now.”

“I can take care of myself, too,” she reminded him, with pride. “I’ve been doing it for years. I could have handled Liam.” She had to believe that he wouldn’t have hurt her, that he wasn’t a killer. He was just a man in pain over his brother’s death; she understood that kind of pain too well.

“Tonight, and Liam McKiernan, was nothing compared to what will happen to you if the society realizes you know the secret,” Andre warned her. “You won’t live long.”

“I don’t want to live long,” she said.

He gasped his shock, turning toward her. “What—”

She closed the distance between them, pressing her body against his. “I want to live forever.”

His brow furrowed in confusion. “You can’t mean…”

She nodded in response to the question in his dark eyes. “I want you to turn me into what you are. I want you to make me one of the secret society.”

This woman would never cease to amaze him. “You’d trust me to do that?” After she’d witnessed him nearly killing a man with his bare hands?

She nodded. “I trust you.”

“But you left before because you blamed me,” he reminded her. “For the pain you endured, for Jennifer being out of your life when you needed her most.”

“I don’t need my sister in my life anymore,” she said.

He gasped, again, in surprise.

“I want her in my life,” she clarified. “I want to be her sister again. But I don’t need her.”

He nodded his understanding. Having been alone as long as she had, she’d become so strong and independent that she no longer needed anyone.

As if she’d read his mind, she shook her head. “I need you.”

Her hands tugged his torn sweater up and over his head. Then she pressed gentle kisses against the scratched skin of his chest. Her tongue laved the hurt away…until the pain shifted lower. His erection throbbed and pushed against the fly of his pants.

Her fingers moved there, smoothing down the zipper to release him. She stroked him with her palm before dropping to her knees, like she had in the alley. Then she’d silently understood what he’d needed her to do, just like now, because her lips slid over the tip of his erection. Her tongue stroked the length of him.

He tangled his fingers in her soft hair and groaned as she slid her mouth over his shaft. She sucked him deep in her throat. After the fight in the alley, his control was tenuous at best, so he struggled to hang on to it. So that he wouldn’t hurt her.

But her straight, little teeth nipped at him, scraping his most sensitive flesh. And he spilled into her mouth.

She swallowed and licked her lips. And drove him even crazier. He lifted her, swinging her over his shoulder and carrying her to the bed where he dropped her so that she bounced lightly on the mattress. She giggled at his action, but her amusement vanished when he reached for her.

His hands shaking slightly, he dragged off her sweater and pulled down her skirt. And this time he took off the boots, too, wanting her completely naked. He wanted her completely. And he took her, thoroughly kissing her lips before gliding his mouth down her throat.

She arched her neck. “Do it,” she urged him. “Turn me.”

But he pulled back. “Are you sure you want this? Do you understand what you’re giving up? That your life will never be normal again?”

She nodded. “I don’t want normal. I want you.”

He chuckled. But he didn’t bite her. He only teased her with his fangs, scraping them down her throat and over her collarbone. He flicked his tongue across one of her nipples. Then he closed his lips around it and tugged.

She came off the bed. “Now. Take me now.”

He made love to her with his mouth again, driving his tongue inside her—teasing her with his fangs—until she came. Then he lifted her up and turned her over, so that she lay, stomach-down, on the mattress. And he parted her legs and drove his body into her wet heat. Her muscles clutched at him, pulling him deeper with each thrust, wrapping tighter around him.

She arched, pushing her back into his chest, her neck into his mouth. And he bit her. With each thrust of his shaft inside her, he sank his fangs a little deeper. And when she came, her orgasm pulsing over him, he drank of the sweet richness of her blood, of her life.

And he came, filling her as she filled him. Her blood bound the two of them together for eternity. She shuddered and collapsed beneath him. He clutched her close, studying her pale face. “Are you all right? Did I hurt you?”

Turning a human was risky; more died than survived. And few thrived as her sister had. But Eve was as strong as she’d claimed; he’d witnessed and experienced her strength. He hadn’t thought turning her would hurt her. Or he never would have tried.

His fingers trembling, he stroked her sweat-damp hair off her brow. What had he done?

Hungrier than she ever remembered being, Eve awakened. But it wasn’t her stomach growling; she didn’t want food. Her soul was starving instead, for love.

She wanted the man lying beside her, his naked body curved around hers as if he, alone, guarded her against all the perils of the world he knew so well. And she realized that he did. He’d kept his promise to protect her.

“I love you,” she murmured.

His eyes blinked open, and in the dark depths burned his reply. She didn’t need the words, but he gave them to her anyways. “I love you.”

That hunger building inside her, she straddled him and guided his throbbing erection inside her. She gasped at the sweet invasion of his hard body. And she rocked against him, back and forth. Up and down. His hands grasped her hips, guiding her toward ecstasy.

But it wasn’t enough, the pleasure ebbing inside her. The hunger remained, until she leaned forward and nipped his neck. Her teeth stretched, fangs forming, and she broke through his skin.

He groaned, and she pulled back, fearful that she’d hurt him.

“I’m sorry.”

He clutched her mouth to his throat. “Drink,” he urged her, his eyes dilated with a crazed kind of passion.

She sucked, and sweet liquid filled her mouth, sliding down her throat like thick liquor—hot. So hot that she burned inside, her temperature rising until she erupted, coming harder than she ever had.

He thrust up and tensed and spilled inside her. “That was…”

“Perfect,” she murmured as she collapsed onto his chest this time.

His heart pounded fast and hard beneath her cheek. And she remembered just a short time ago she’d nearly driven a stake through it.

“I love you,” she vowed again.

“I know. And I love you. I will always love you.” He stroked his hand over her back. “Will you always love me?” he asked.

She sighed as her fears and doubts rushed back. “You mean if something’s happened to Jennifer—will I be able to forgive you?” It was almost as if she could read his mind, like his thoughts entered her head, or maybe she could just see them in the depths of his soulful, dark eyes.

“Nothing’s happened to her,” he said, but doubt had crept into his deep voice and the depths of those dark eyes.

“If it has, it isn’t your fault,” she assured him. “I won’t blame you. You gave her twenty years she wouldn’t have had without your help. And she wouldn’t let us stay tonight.”

“Maybe she didn’t stay either,” Andre said. “She just wanted to make sure you got away safely before she left.”

“Maybe.” But Eve had a feeling that her sister had wanted to be alone with Liam McKiernan. The vampiress and the vampire hunter.

“She’s fine,” Andre said, this time with more conviction.

“She has to be,” Eve agreed. Because everything was too perfect in her world for her to lose her sister again now. She’d finally found everything else she’d ever wanted—someone who loved her for herself. And someone she loved and would never lose.
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