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Blurb

 


Marcus decided to savor his last night on
earth as a vampire, until he hears a faint cry

in a dark church. Miranda wants more than
anything to have a man and family of

her own so she agrees to help the stranger
save a baby hidden in the church.

Circumstances beyond their control tear into
the dream of making a family.

Is it too late for Marcus and Miranda to find
happiness in the midst of chaos?
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CHAPTER 1

 


Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

October 2009

 


Marcus Heinrick flew silently across the
sky, staying low, just above the tops of the skyscrapers in
downtown Pittsburgh. His body was unseen by mortal eyes so he
didn't fear their presence. He heard echoing sounds of crying,
screaming and rowdy laughter which all blended together as if part
of a demented song. Normally he tuned out the sounds, but this
evening they were a thorn in his side—a simple reminder that evil
and the insane bore like company.

He took his time searching the city, on the
main streets and in back alleys. The night was alive with
conflicting sounds and smells, the literal taste of impure fog
lying heavily in the dry air. This isn't the life he wanted, but it
was the life he agreed to out of necessity. In Pittsburgh, a city
housing over 12,000,000 mortals, he could find the bottom of
humanity, not that he wanted any part of it.

After all, he wasn't human. He was a night
hunter, a vampire.

Marcus picked up the screeching sound of
sirens and focused until he found their exact location. Four
blocks, just ahead. Looking further down the street in a straight
line-of-sight pattern, he found the reason why the police were
contacted. Still at least sixty feet off the ground, he passed the
two police cars easily and picked up his speed.

Landing in the alley alongside the building
being robbed, he stayed in the shadows, watching. The police were
still minutes away. He'd been doing this for decades in this city,
hiding in the shadows, waiting for the law to arrive. Two men cut
around the corner of the building, masks covering their faces and
two cloth sacks in each of their hands—and running directly toward
him. He was in luck.

Allowing his body to become visible,
he stepped from the shadows and into the faint light of the alley.
The two men skidded to a halt. One moved behind his partner, the
other pulled a gun. Marcus smiled. Dinner
time.

Taking care of business quickly, Marcus
looked hard into the front man's eyes until he dropped the gun. The
second man turned to run, realizing without the weapon, there would
be a fight. Reaching out a hand, Marcus compelled the retreating
man to stop. The man turned and slowly walked back to where his
partner stood, waiting for the next command. One by one, Marcus
drank from them, licking the wounds closed. Listening closely, he
heard the police pull up in front of the building.

Releasing the two men from their trance,
they blinked and looked around, confused then angry. Marcus kept
his eyes down. The older man fell on the gun and raised it to
Marcus' chest.

Careful not to show his teeth, Marcus smiled
and slowly looked up. The men screamed, turned and ran directly
toward the police cars blocking the alley.

"Demon!
He's a freakin' demon! Help us!"

The police shot into the air since the men
kept running toward them, despite the calls to "Drop your gun!
Hands on your head!"

This got their attention and they complied,
still screaming at the cops that a demon was in the alley.

One officer—gun drawn casually—walked down
the alley. He walked all the way to the back by the dumpster then
forward again. Marcus watched the man as he walked by. His hunger
was temporarily satisfied, but his loneliness still a constant ache
in his belly. He dare not trust the other vampires he came across
from time to time, and trusting mortals was out of the question.
His life became a movie of sorts where he sat in an empty audience
and watched the lives of generation after generation go by on the
screen before him—never a part of the life happening around him,
though always just out of reach.

More alone than ever, he took to the
sky and silently flew over the city once more, ready to end his
existence with the dawn and finally be free. Though the sun could
do no more than horribly scald his flesh, the stab of a dagger into
his heart would finish him quickly. He would die outside of his
home, alone. Always
alone.

Marcus spotted movement below. A large group
of people left a church. A curiously faint and unusual sound drew
his brows down. He dove lower, sure that the sound came from within
the closed building. Individual people and families filed quickly
into their cars. He saw a lone woman near a side door toward the
back of the church. The woman stood a few feet in front of the
church's dumpster. She locked the door and turned away when he
landed silently, out of sight.

The unusual sound became faint and Marcus
was positive that it came from within the building. For some
strange reason, he felt compelled to go inside and see what made
the noise. He could simply pull off the door handle once the woman
was gone, but didn't really want to cause damage to a church.

Making a decision he stepped from behind the
dumpster and into view. The woman's back faced him. She was petite,
barely three inches over five feet with a small but strong-looking
figure. The woman liked to keep fit, obviously.

Marcus cleared his throat loudly and the
woman spun around, dropping her purse and a heavy bag.

"Ohh!"

His eyes widened at her simple beauty. She
looked like one of Disney's fairies! Her sun-kissed skin glowed in
the moonlight. Her hair shone like rich chocolate and fell past her
shoulders. She wore the sides pulled up in an attractive fashion.
Her brown eyes complemented the deep color of her hair and honey
tan of her skin. Her eyes widened slightly and he felt himself
falling into their depths. She was adorable, beautiful and he was
completely smitten.

She, on the other hand, appeared
terrified.

Remembering his manners, he bowed. "Forgive
me for startling you, miss." He gave her credit for bravery. She
didn't scream or run. The woman even tried to smile.

"Th-That's okay. I didn't see you."

Her brows puckered as she eyed the dumpster
over his shoulder. Marcus easily heard her thoughts.

What on earth is he doing behind a
dumpster?

"I image you're wondering what I was doing
behind a dumpster."

She blinked several times, her eyes widening
once more.

Marcus smiled genuinely for the first time
in ages. "I was waiting for an opportunity to speak with you."

"Uh-huh. Really?"

"Quite so. I have an unusual request. I ask
you to please listen—and trust me."

Miranda tensed her muscles, though she
didn't move. The man must be kidding. The newspapers were lined
with stories of crazed killers, rapists and even a
possessed demon who attacked in the
night. Miranda would be dumb to trust a stranger—though this man's
eyes revealed a genuine kindness. For reasons she couldn't explain,
she decided to let the man speak.

"I'm listening."

"Are the activities over within your
church?"

Slowly, she nodded.

"I see. Then someone is trapped within the
church. I heard the person crying for help."

The woman's eyes opened wide and her jaw
dropped, but only for a moment. She glanced behind her quickly,
looking for assistance from one of her human friends. The last car
pulled into the street.

He watched her shake her head as if making a
firm decision. She bent over and picked up the keys from the ground
and nearly ran the six feet to the back door. He waited patiently
while she opened it. Once inside, she hesitated. The large room was
as black as pitch. He, though, was in his element.

There it was again, clearer this time. A
small sound, as if someone was having difficulty breathing. He
moved to the front of the sanctuary, sparing a quick glance at the
metal cross attached to the front of the podium. He walked off to
the side and climbed the stairs to the top of the Baptismal.

Carefully, he walked down into the empty
pool-like tub and squatted down. He could see it clearly now, the
tiny sounds coming from the abandoned baby. There was a small thin
cloth diaper which lay over the baby's face, though the rest of the
cloth lay beneath the baby's shoulders. The baby wore precious
little and he could see the tiny body shivering.

Picking up the baby gently, he cradled the
child to his chest with one arm and threw the cloth diaper over his
shoulder.

Suddenly the lights over the Baptismal
switched on and Marcus winced, nearly blinded by the spotlights. He
needed to get away from the light.

Miranda sucked in her breath at the
beautiful sight of this man. He was gorgeous, no question—and
bathed in the glow of the light, even more so. His black hair
gleamed so that she could see traces of blue in it.

She blinked at the empty
Baptismal. Where on earth did he go?
One second she'd been staring right at him then a second
later he was nowhere to be found. What just
happened?

She ran forward, able to see the shadowed
outline of the pews from the light coming from the Baptismal. She
took the side stairs two at a time and ran toward the choir loft,
looking left then right.

"I am here."

Miranda spun around, nearly losing her
balance. She caught herself using the back of one of the choir
chairs. Squinting, she tried to locate him in the darkened
church.

"Come down. I found the source of the
sound."

He was off to the side. Miranda walked
carefully down the steps toward the sound of his voice. She saw a
faint outline of him near the back, curiously in the darkest part
of the auditorium. He walked forward, though, until she could see
what he held.

"A
baby? Those were the noises you heard?"

"Yes."

Miranda looked down at the sweet baby with a
thin cap of blonde hair on her head. Several wisps curled out
giving the child a fly-away look. All the baby wore was a white
cotton top and a plain white diaper. Miranda saw a cloth diaper
thrown over the man's shoulder. She didn't know a lot about babies
but this one couldn't be more than two months old. "Was there
anything else with the child, other clothing, a pacifier or car
seat?"

She frowned, interrupting her own
thoughts. "Wait a minute. Didn't you say you heard someone
crying for help?"

"She did cry, in her own way.”

"She? It's a girl?"

"Yes." Marcus smiled. "And she loves the
sound of your voice."

Miranda blushed at the obvious compliment.
His voice was like sin itself. She looked around the dark
sanctuary, embarrassed by her thoughts. She thought she saw the man
smile.

Miranda sent him a smirk and laughed to ease
the tension. She jogged over to turn off the Baptismal light at the
back of the room then joined him when he walked with her toward the
side door leading outside. "You're good. If you want to go out,
just ask."

"Go out?"

She could hear the confusion in his voice.
Maybe she read him wrong. Man, how embarrassing. That was two for
two. Miranda fumbled, trying to backtrack so he wouldn't be
embarrassed as well.

"Ugh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to—"

"I would love to go out. Perhaps we should begin with a trip to
the grocery story to get this child something to eat."

"I guess you're right. Social Services won't
answer their phones by now and the police can't do much of anything
with everything closed. It's after 8:00 PM already. I just don't
have the heart to drop her off at a shelter. I can babysit tonight
then take her to the Social Services office in the morning. I'll
explain everything and how we found her. They may want you to give
a statement, though."

"That is impossible, I'm afraid. I'll
be…working most of the day."

"That's fine. I can do it. Would you believe
this is the second child who's been abandoned at our church? Three
others were abandoned at St. Matthew's downtown and two over at the
Living Word Bible church. It's just a shame. These sweet, innocent
children, abandoned and alone. It's horrible to be alone," Miranda
finished quietly.

Marcus searched her mind, finding a raw
wound very similar to his own. This woman lived a very solitary
life, surrounded by people, yet connected to no one. They were both
alone.

Miranda opened her arms to take the child.
"I'll go get her something to eat. Thanks for letting me know about
the voice you heard. You probably saved her life."

Marcus ignored her outstretched arms and
walked a few steps toward her car, turning to look pointedly at the
bags still on the ground. She rushed to pick them up. "I will hold
the child. You will need to drive."

Miranda stopped for a second and gave a
little laugh. "Yes, I guess you're right. I appreciate you taking
the time to help, sir. It's very kind of you."

"Marcus Heinrick, at your service,
miss."

She laughed, enjoying his formal
speech. "Thanks, Marcus. I have a feeling I'm going to need all the
help I can get tonight." She stared into his beautiful blue
eyes. He's simply drop-dead
gorgeous.

He raised a brow at the compliment. "You're
quite welcome, Miranda."

Her head snapped toward him, searching
his face. He looked straight ahead. I'm
nearly positive I didn't given him my name, did I? Too
weird...

Once inside the car, she helped him buckle
up, keeping the chest strap across the baby's back. This was the
one time in her life that she'd be driving really, really slow. No
lead foot tonight.

He looked up as she adjusted the
seatbelt strap. Miranda was taken aback by the beauty of his clear
blue eyes. They were a bright hue, almost unnaturally so. Maybe he
wore contacts. His eyes darkened to a midnight blue and glanced
down to her mouth. Hmm, maybe not
contacts. Marcus was devastatingly handsome and she'd
have to really watch herself. She wasn't pretty at all, and being
around gorgeous men usually made her trip all over herself. It was
one of the drawbacks to being painfully shy.

She moved away. "We'll get the necessities,
just to get through tonight. The folks with Social Services will
have supplies for the baby."

"As you wish."

Her brow puckered again. More formal
speech, Is he from another country,
visiting the United States? Maybe she should ask him a
few questions before taking him anywhere.

"So, Marcus... Are you visiting the US? Your
accent seems to be a blend I can't place. I hear some British in
there, but you have an Italian drawl too."

"You are correct on both assessments,
Miranda. I am originally from Italy, born and raised, then moved to
England to...further my studies. I spent many years there until
deciding to move to America. I enjoyed living in North Dakota for
quite a few years before moving to Pittsburgh. And where are you
from?"

"Boy, you've moved around a lot in your
life. I've always lived in Pittsburgh, but..."

"Yes?"

"As long as I can remember, I've always
wanted to live on one of the Hawaiian Islands. It's silly, I know,
but it's been something I've wished for since my teens."

"Why?"

She shrugged. "I love the ocean, but more
than anything, I have a desire to really help people. My
grandmother was a missionary and she would tell me wonderful
stories of the people she met and those she helped. They built
houses for those who lived in the streets, gave medical attention
to those who were sick. And she shared the love of Christ. I just
thought it was so cool when I was young, but later it became the
desire of my heart. Maybe one day..."

"One
day will never arrive."

She turned briefly to look at him, a heavy
frown on her face, before returning her eyes to the road.

He finished his thought. "Until you choose
to make it happen. You've waited this long, so what is stopping you
from going?"

Miranda didn't answer, she couldn't. She
didn't know the answer. What stopped her from going? Why couldn't
she just pack up, kiss her friends good-bye and just go do it? What
was the real reason she'd waited this long?

The baby began to wake and started to
whimper, probably for food. Miranda looked over in enough time to
see Marcus place the large palm of his hand over the top of the
baby's head. His eyes closed for only a moment before they
reopened. Amazingly, the baby stopped crying.

He looked over and smiled. "She's hungry—and
wet."

"Ugh, yeah. She's a baby, so that's a good
probability."

There was a loud silence then Marcus broke
into her thoughts.

"You desire a husband and child."

She sucked in a pained breath. The man had
some nerve!

Marcus rushed to explain, hearing the angry
words echo inside her head. "I'm assuming you are not married and
have no children. It's only wise to also assume you wish to be
married with a child, or two."

"Not all things come to all people, Marcus.
I just haven't found anyone I could call 'husband.' And good men
are hard to find these days."

"Not that hard."

She sneaked a peak at him and found him
smiling ear to ear. One devastatingly blue eye winked in her
direction. What a tease! He was actually hitting on her in her car
with a baby in his arms. Amazing. And what was even more amazing
was the fact that he was right. Not many people would want to get
involved if they'd heard someone, even a baby, crying out for help.
He seemed to be a really nice guy with a big heart. Maybe good men
weren't too hard to find after all. You just needed to know where
to look and to keep a sharp eye out for them.

The grocery store parking lot was full, of
course. They ended up having to park a good 110 feet away from the
front entrance. Something hit Miranda's nose and she jerked back in
response. Great, just great. It was starting to rain. She might as
well pick up a few umbrellas while she was in the store.

They hurried in quickly before the downpour
began. Marcus held the baby against his chest protectively, running
on light feet.

He immediately closed his eyes against the
glare of the artificial lights and ducked his head against the
baby's chest. Glancing up slowly, he spied a rack a few feet away
and snatched a pair of sunglasses from the tower. He snapped off
the tag with his teeth, careful to hide his incisors. He tossed the
price tag into the nearest shopping cart with an attached baby
carrier and looked over to Miranda. She stared in confusion, but
smiled all the same.

He placed the baby into the seat and buckled
her in before turning back to Miranda who was trying not to
laugh.

"It's bright and my eyes are sensitive to
light."

"No, it's not that. You look
like The
Terminator."

One single brow crested the top of the dark
glasses. "I'm Italian, not Austrian."

"Whatever." She covered her mouth with the
back of her hand to stifle her laughter.

What began as a simple trip for a single
baby bottle and a few cans of formula ended up being an over three
hundred dollar ticket. Miranda fell in love with six different
outfits, two rattles, three pacifiers, two baby blankets, a baby
carrier – since they would transport the baby in her car – a small
stroller, a large pink diaper bag, a package of bibs, several
packages of onesies and two packages of diapers, just in case. Of
what, Marcus wasn't sure. He'd never cared for a baby before,
though he'd seen women doing it over the centuries. He read
Miranda's mind and she thought to pay the bill, but he wasn't going
to allow it. He knew her finances were low and he could well afford
her this small treat.

The young woman behind the register
began to scan their items, smiling and talking as she worked.
"Aww, how precious. How old is
she? I wouldn't say a day over two months."

Miranda didn't know how to reply. Marcus
spoke before she could open her mouth.

"She is indeed two months old. We are very
proud of her."

Miranda gazed up at Marcus, spellbound
for some reason. He wasn't lying. The baby did look only a few
months old, and Miranda felt proud of how well-behaved the baby had
acted during the last hour. But there was more. This felt—right. It
felt like she belonged to a real family, someone who cared about
her and someone she could care for. Ohh, how she wished it could be true.

The cashier gave them the total and Miranda
gulped, not realizing it had added up so quickly. Well, she could
put some of it back. She could cover about a hundred dollars of
it.

While digging in her purse for her
wallet, Marcus removed a large wad of bills from his pocket, held
snug by a rubber band. A rubber band, for
heaven's sake! He was going to get hit in the head
carrying around that large amount of cash!

He peeled away three one hundred dollar
bills and a twenty. The cashier held them up to the light, checking
their authenticity. Satisfied, she held out his change, ten dollars
and fifteen cents. He walked around the bagging area and placed the
change in her smock's pocket. She began to protest until he held up
a hand, "I insist. I'm starting a new tradition—tip the cashier for
excellent service."

Miranda closed her gaping mouth. She
honestly didn't think men like this one existed any more.
Apparently, they did. She wondered, though, if that wad of cash was
legit. Please,
God—please don't let him be a
drug dealer.

They went out the door and a young man with
a baseball cap ran out alongside them until he stood in front of
the cart.

"Sorry, folks. I need you to come back
inside."

Miranda's brows went down. "Why? Who are
you?"

"I'm with Asset Protection. Your man here
didn't pay for his sunglasses." He looked up at the taller man.
"Bus-s-sted. I need to fill out a report and call the police."

"Oh, no. It was a simple mistake, sir. We
bought so much stuff for the baby that we just forgot to pay for
those. The tag was in the cart, but I guess it fell out through one
of the holes. I can pay for them right now." Miranda looked down,
digging for her wallet.

Marcus took a step around the cart, coming
closer to the man. He took off the sunglasses and the man's eyes
opened round as he took a step back. Marcus wiped the man's memory
clear, handed him the sunglasses then stepped back until he stood
alongside Miranda.

Miranda looked up, her wallet found. The
associate shook his head, as if waking up. He looked at each of
them, smiled and went around the cart and back inside the
store.

Her jaw dropped. "Okay, what just
happened?"

Marcus shrugged and pushed the cart forward.
"Apparently, he changed his mind."

"I— When did— I'm not going to complain, I
guess. But I should go inside and pay for those sunglasses."

"No need. He took them when he went
inside."

Miranda thought for a moment and shook
her head wildly. Man, it's been a really
weird night, so far. At least it stopped
raining.

"Listen, I'm going to take the baby back to
my house, if that's okay," Miranda said, inserting the key into her
car.

"I'd rather she stay with me. You are
welcome to stay as well. My house is large and each room locks from
the inside. You will be safe."

Marcus gazed into her compelling eyes.
Could he really promise her safety? Already he felt the stabbing
pain of hunger and Miranda's tender and fair flesh looked very
appealing. She was beautiful with her rich brown hair that
reflected the parking lot light and chocolate eyes that darkened
with anger, though her innocence did not escape him. She appealed
to his masculine needs as well as his vampiric. Can this be the woman I've searched the world over to find who
will ease my lonely heart?

He heard her heart racing as she looked away
from the intensity in his eyes. She may be attracted to him, but
the real test would come with time. And once she discovered his
true nature. Would she still desire him then?

The baby carrier was strapped in backwards
in the back seat with the baby inside. They slid into the front
seats and buckled up.

Miranda reached over to start the car and
Marcus' hand covered hers, stopping the motion. Their eyes met and
Marcus spoke his mind.

"Miranda, I must be honest with you."

Oh, no. Here it comes. He's a drug dealer.
Miranda's body tensed up, waiting for bad news.

Marcus sighed and lowered his hand to the
seat between them. "No, I am not a drug dealer." She hissed in a
breath. "I am a very wealthy man. My fortune has accumulated over
the years. I am lonely and have lived alone for too many years to
count. I must confess that I planned to take my own life by
morning, no longer willing to live alone. Though I feel hope, since
meeting you. I believe I've been given a second chance to be
happy."

Miranda looked like a cornered animal and
that was something he did not want her to feel. He wanted to see if
maybe they could find happiness together. He'd seen inside her
mind, saw her great loneliness. He understood she wore a smile as a
mask with everyone she knew. Her pain was great once she was alone,
though. That was why she volunteered to help at her church wherever
they allowed.

"My goodness, Marcus. This is a lot to
take in. I didn't realize you considered taking your own life. You
have to understand, that scares me. I have to question if you're
sane." She remembered something else. "And how did you know
exactly what I was
thinking?"

"Ahh, yes. I have certain—abilities due to my
special circumstances. That is one of them."

"One of them? What else can you do?"

"I'd rather not say too much at this time.
Please trust me, Miranda. I will tell you all, when the time is
right." He paused for a moment. "Will you stay at my house this
evening and help me with the baby?" He looked into her eyes.
"Please."

Miranda thought about this long and hard,
weighing all that Marcus said, using her gut instincts about the
man. She felt she could trust him. And honestly, when was the last
time she trusted anyone with something of importance? Wasn't it
about time she did?

"Thank you, Miranda."

She didn't say a word for several seconds.
"Please, don't do that again. If you can block it out somehow,
please do. It's very disconcerting to know you can see inside my
head."

"I will try." His smile was radiant.

He gave her directions and she turned to
look at him as he took her out of downtown Pittsburgh and into a
more rural area twenty-five miles away. There were no places of
business, just a country club. Just beyond it was a community
called Remington Estates which was surrounded by a stone wall
nearly twelve feet high. The homes inside of it were mostly
two-story so that she could see the upper half of most of the homes
from the outside.

She entered the community and Marcus
directed her to the very back street. After driving by the last
house they passed a large patch of land with nothing on it, just
grass. The last street lamp was too far back to see ahead and
Miranda drove in complete darkness. After about a thousand feet or
so she came to a large iron gate that surrounded a wide area she
couldn't see completely in the pitch black of night.
Have I fallen into a trap?

"No, you have not." She eyed him quickly
before looking away. "My house is beyond the gate. I demand
privacy, so I purchased nine acres of land beginning with the bare
stretch of grass we passed moments ago."

He raised a hand and the gate opened
automatically, though she didn't see a controller in his hand or
anything electrical connected to the gate. Dear Lord, is he telekinetic too?

"You might say so, yes. Please do not be
alarmed, Miranda. I have used these abilities for many years and
they come naturally to me. I sometimes forget they do not to
others."

He saw her nod, but she still looked
startled—and afraid. He didn't want her to be afraid of him.

Miranda drove down a long brick-lined
driveway that led to his house. From the gate she estimated his
house to be nearly an eighth of a mile down the drive. She gasped
softly at her first glimpse of the house. It was a single-story
with an upstairs bonus room, painted a radiant stark white that
appeared to glow when the moonlight struck the house. The design
was foreign, maybe Greek. She looked over and saw his smile and
nod. Apparently, she was right. Large trees surrounded the house
and lined the long drive from gate to home. Its beauty took her
breath away.

As she drove closer, the saw the
driveway split so that it created a large circular drive. She
veered off to the right and followed the brick pathway around to
the front door. She stopped the car, though left it running.
Oh, my goodness, this is his home?
Although it was essentially a single-story, unlike the
two-story homes in the community, its beauty far exceeded the other
homes' designs. Marcus' home had a unique flavor, rather than the
typical cookie-cutter look that seemed to be the rage with most
builders today.

He laughed and she enjoyed the sound. She
got the feeling he didn't smile or laugh very often. She wondered
why. He possessed more money than anyone could possibly want or
need in a lifetime, but he also said that he was lonely. Did he
have no wife, children? No relatives at all?

"None. Those of my parents' immediate
bloodline have all died. I did not keep in touch with others who
are now distant relatives."

"Why? Then you wouldn't be alone."

"I have good reason which I will share with
you at another time. For now, though, we must see to the needs of
little Hannah."

"Hannah? Hmm, I think I like that name. Too bad we can't
keep her."

There was a long silence broken only by the
cutting of the engine.

Marcus did not really consider that a
possibility—until now. It brought a small smile to his face.

"Why can we not? She is abandoned,
yes? There will be no one to claim her. I know the Americans
provide a foster care system, but I don't think I could subject
little Hannah to jumping from home to home, never really loved,
never truly wanted. Not when we
could love her," he ventured quietly.

We? Miranda didn't know anything about
Marcus yet, who he was or what he was capable of. What about his
values, his beliefs, what he cared for above all else? She didn't
know him well enough to make that kind of a decision.

"I see."

Marcus exited the car and she quickly
followed, coming around his side to help with little Hannah. He
unbuckled the seatbelt, but before he could reach for the baby, she
stopped his hand with her own. Her touch set his blood on fire and
he shook with the desire to control it.

Miranda ran her hand along his bare forearm,
her voice whisper-quiet. "I'm sorry, Marcus. Please
understand."

He straightened all the way out of the car
and took her upper arms firmly in his grasp, pulling her
forward.

"Marcus, you must believe me—I want to trust
you, but trust takes time. I've only known you for a few hours. How
can I trust what I've seen of you so far?"

"What do your instincts tell you? What do
you feel when you look upon me?"

Miranda gazed into his eyes for a long
moment, searching the darkening hue. "My gut is telling me that
you're an honest man and I can trust you. My feelings are mixed and
confused, though. It's hard to say what I'm feeling right now."

"Then speak without words..."

Marcus drew her closer and slowly bent his
head, giving her time to reject his embrace. She did not. When
Miranda closed her eyes in surrender and he felt her body soften in
his arms, he knew she felt as he did.

Their lips touched and a jolt of physical
awareness passed between them. It existed before their kiss, but it
became a living thing which spoke to each of them, demanding a
response from the other.

For the first time in her life, Miranda felt
the fire of passion zing through her veins. It made her feel
sensitive to touch, aware and alive. It was unlike any emotion she
ever experienced. She'd been kissed before, but never like this.
His touch told a story, relayed a message she'd never heard from
any other man. He wanted her—that was clear. But she could almost
feel his desire for a family of his own, something she could easily
relate to. She did want the family he suggested in the car. She
wanted to be loved and to love in return. She wanted children and a
home in which to raise them. Could Marcus be the man she'd waited
to find for the last twenty-six years?

Marcus devoured her mouth while he read her
thoughts, as clear as his own. She wanted him too and was
considering a life with him. He would give her everything, anything
she desired. Most of all, he would give her his faith and trust and
all the love in his heart until the day she died.

Surrounding her with his arms, he pulled her
flush against him, his mouth leaving hers to kiss and ravage a hot
pathway down her throat until he reached the tender spot below her
ear. His mouth opened and he could feel his incisors lightly
scraping across her neck. Miranda moaned his name and pressed more
firmly against his chest. He nearly bit her, almost taking what he
desired from her flesh.

Without warning, Miranda was released
and her back came up abruptly against the side of the car. She
shook her head to clear it. Marcus was walking quickly toward the
front door with his keys jingling. Why did
he stop so abruptly? Did I do something wrong?

Cooing noises from inside the car brought
her back to reality. Grabbing the diaper bag, she slung it over her
head to cross her body. Gently, Miranda picked up the baby, kicked
the car door closed with her foot and walked toward the front
door.

 


 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


Marcus turned away as quickly as
possible, before Miranda could see the midnight black of his eyes
and the incisors that lengthened into view. Damn, I nearly took her blood! She isn't one of my
prey. But it was hard to remind his vampire instincts
of that when he was this hungry. Although he already fed for the
night, he felt the irresistible need to hunt again, and very soon.
He'd leave Miranda and Hannah as soon as they were
settled.

Opening the front door using his house keys
was for Miranda's benefit, usually having no need for them to open
his own home. He started a fire in the hearth with a flip of his
wrist and went into the kitchen, out of view, to check his teeth.
Although he cast a reflection, there were no mirrors in the
kitchen. His fingertips ran across his teeth and he felt his fangs
retreat back into his gums. He knew from experience that once his
incisors retracted, his blue eyes would return.

Marcus sighed heavily, no longer feeling the
extended length of his incisors.

"Hey, a little help here!"

Miranda came up behind him and he turned to
walk in her direction. "I'll get the grocery bags and lock up your
car. Do you have your purse?"

"Yes, but I forgot the keys in the ignition.
I have a bad habit of doing that, sorry."

Marcus smiled. "I'll be right back."

He gathered the groceries in several trips
then locked her car, dropping her keys into her purse which sat on
the floor. She took a seat closest to the fire, holding the baby
easily in her arms. He pulled up another chair and stared at the
two of them. How beautiful they looked together. He simply must
convince her that staying with him was the right thing to do.
Marcus didn't dare consider the consequences to his own life.

"The two of you make a perfect picture of
tranquility. Maybe I should have a portrait done of you holding
Hannah."

Miranda returned his smile. "I don't
photograph very well, but I'm sure little Hannah would do
wonderfully."

Marcus' brows puckered for a moment. "I
meant an actual painting, probably in oils. I'll hang it above the
fireplace."

She looked up, noticing the barren
brick. Yes, a painting will look good
there. She visualized one done of the three of them.
When she looked over and saw his grin, she knew he read her mind
again.

"I told you to stop that, you know."

His smile remained. "I know."

Laughing softly, Miranda rocked the baby by
leaning forward and back. "If the baby is going to stay here for a
few days, while we talk, then we're going to need a bassinette and
a rocking chair. Feel like taking a trip to the baby store tomorrow
morning?"

Marcus' smile faded and Miranda wondered
what she said to upset him.

"I have to work all day, remember? I won't
be home until—at least seven in the evening. Can you wait until I
return to shop?"

"By all means. I'm going to have to call in
myself, since I'll be staying with the baby. I'll say it's a family
emergency."

"Thank you. I should be home right at
seven."

"I'll— We'll be waiting."

She rocked the baby for a while until Hannah
woke up, crying delicately for her food. Handing the baby over to
Marcus, she went through the groceries and put together a bottle of
formula, praying they'd bought the right kind. Hannah hadn't seen a
doctor, of course, so choosing a formula was a guessing game until
she did.

She handed over the bottle and watched from
her chair as Marcus fed little Hannah. They fit together and
Miranda felt more certain each moment she was around Marcus that he
was really the one, the man for her.

"At some point, Marcus, we'll need to take
Hannah to a doctor for a complete physical, shots and to make sure
she's getting everything she needs."

"Yes, but not yet. There are other things to
consider before we can do this."

He was right. Big things and even bigger
decisions to make, from each of them.

Once Hannah finished eating and Marcus
changed her into a warm onesie, he placed her in her carrier to
sleep. He would watch over her through the night. Once the sun
rose, Miranda could take over.

"Why don't you get some sleep, Miranda.
You'll need it to take care of Hannah tomorrow."

"What about you? You have a full day of work
ahead of you."

Marcus smiled. "I'll sleep in a little
while. I'm able to exist on very little sleep. It's another one of
my—abilities."

Miranda closed her eyes as if to sleep in
the chair.

"Miranda, come with me. You need a room of
your own with your own bathroom. The baby can either stay with you
or in my room."

She swallowed once, bravely speaking what
was on her mind since they arrived at his house. "Why—Why don't you
stay with us?"

He raised a single brow and she uttered a
nervous laugh. "Nothing X-rated, I assure you. Just so we can rest
and be within earshot in case Hannah wakes up in the night."

He wouldn't dare refuse such an offer. But a
gentlemen always gave a woman a chance to refuse. "Are you
sure?"

In answer, she held out her hand. In one
hand he picked up the carrier. In the other he took her hand into
his own.

Marcus walked her past the kitchen and down
the hallway to the far side of the house. This room and the bonus
room upstairs were smaller than his own, but large enough for an
adult. They were the only two bedrooms, except the one hidden
beneath the house where he normally slept. He reached the end of
the hallway and opened the bedroom door. Her gasp of delight and
wide smile told him she loved the soft yellow and white decorated
room. She was pleased.

"It's lovely, Marcus! I love it." On
impulse, she turned on her heel, reached up and kissed his chin.
When she didn't move away, he lowered his head and brushed her lips
back and forth with his own, testing her for a response. She wound
her arms around his neck and he set the carrier down to surround
her back with his arms. Their passion was like that of the flame
from a lighter. It was hot and dangerous, but controlled. Marcus
kept himself under tight control, wanting only to please Miranda,
yet keep her safe from his wild hunger.

When she slipped her tongue between his
teeth, his control vanished. He walked her forward until her hips
hit the bed. He lifted her gently to sit on the edge of the bed and
came forward until he stood between her thighs, leaning heavily
into her body. She came against him almost desperately and he
didn't question why...until he heard her voice in his head.

He can't leave me, I won't let him. I don't
want to be alone anymore.

Marcus broke the kiss, but kept his arms
around her and his head buried against her neck. He took long deep
breaths until he felt his calm return. Swiping his tongue across
his upper teeth, he sighed when his incisors retracted. Marcus
eased back until he could see her face. His eyes must have returned
to blue since she didn't fight or scream to get out of his
arms.

"Marcus, please, that's the second time
you've pulled away from me. What am I doing wrong?"

"Nothing, Miranda. I want this, I truly do.
I think you need time, though, to make sure it's me you want and
not just anyone to appease your loneliness."

Oh, goodness, he's right. She needed time to
think, something she couldn't do rationally while in his embrace.
Now, more than ever, she needed to think about everything that
happened tonight.

"Go ahead and sleep, Miranda. I'll put the
baby alongside the bed. If she needs anything in the middle of the
night, I'll hear her and take care of it. You sleep."

Miranda nodded and Marcus backed out of the
room, unwilling to lose sight of them until the last moment. How
weak he'd become these last years in his desire for companionship,
even love. Did the pursuit of love make one weak? Maybe it did, but
he no longer cared. He knew he was falling in love with Miranda.
She didn't feel the same, he was sure, but perhaps she would in
time.

The hunger pierced his gut until he wanted
to scream. He dare not delay a moment longer. He needed to hunt,
quickly.

Leaving the house locked and secure, he took
to the sky and headed back to Pittsburgh, to feed.

 


~*~

 


Hannah woke Miranda at six-fifteen AM. That
was an ungodly hour to be woken up to start the day. All of mankind
should be required to sleep until noon, at least. She was surprised
when Hannah didn't awaken her during the night. Maybe Marcus took
care of her needs while she slept. She'd have to thank him once he
got home from work.

Hearing Hannah's increasing cries, Miranda
pulled herself up and scooted over to the edge of the bed, facing
the carrier and a very upset Hannah.

"Yeah? I'm hungry too. Let's get you
changed, little lady and we'll go see about something to
drink."

After taking care of her immediate
toiletries, Miranda changed Hannah's diaper and put her into one of
the adorable outfits Marcus bought last night. It was a little big,
but Hannah would grow right into it.

She carried Hannah with one arm and the
carrier with the other. It took very little time to have her bottle
ready to go. Hannah was delicate in nearly every way, but when she
drank her bottle, she was a little pig. A cute one, of course, but
a little pig all the same. It was sweet.

Pulling the last of the merchandise out of
the plastic bags, Miranda attached Hannah's pacifier to her dress
with a Pooh clip, then opened the remaining items and placed them
in the diaper bag. Using the blanket, Miranda made a soft bed on
the carpet and laid Hannah on it while she fixed herself some
breakfast. It wasn't until she opened the pantry doors—all
thirty-seven of them—and the refrigerator that she realized there
wasn't a drop of food in the house.

What on earth? Did the rich always eat out?
Surely he stocked canned food somewhere. She searched the garage
and every closet and found nothing. Not even cleaning supplies. How
weird.

Going back into the kitchen, she searched
the countertops and fridge for any sign of a work number he
might've left behind. Not a single scrap of paper. The fool! What
if there was an emergency and she needed to reach him? She could
call 911 for assistance, but she would have to explain what she was
doing here in his home while he was gone. She didn't think the cops
would be able to get past the locked, iron gate anyway.

Out of desperation, she grabbed the keys out
of her purse, flung her purse and diaper bag over her shoulder,
picked up the carrier and headed out the door. She wouldn't be gone
too long so Marcus' house should be safe, even unlocked.

She set down the carrier to shut the front
door when she heard it—barking and gradually getting louder. When
she spotted three Dobermans tearing around the side of the house
she screamed, grabbed the carrier and threw open the front door.
She released the carrier and the momentum of her swing caused it to
slide across the polished wooden floor. Releasing her car keys and
turning fast, she used both hands to slam the door closed. A second
after she flipped the first deadbolt, the dogs crashed into the
door with their bodies. Miranda shook so badly she had to force
herself to breathe while she turned the remaining locks on the
door. With fingers that barely worked, she retrieved her car keys
and absently dropped them into her purse by the front door.

It wasn't until she picked up Hannah
and laid her against her breast to soothe her frightened cries that
Miranda collapsed into the chair by the cold fireplace and began to
cry with Hannah. She rocked the baby, trying to deal with the
emotional aftermath of the two of them nearly being torn
apart. Those are his animals, they must be.
Why would he need attack guard dogs?

The rest of the day consisted of feeding and
changing Hannah, rocking her, burping her, crying as she tried to
sing to her and then sleeping when Hannah slept. She liked Marcus,
she really did. But God help the man when he came in the door this
evening at seven o'clock. He was toast!

 


~*~

 


Marcus woke as the sun began to descend. He
was finally able to wake while some light remained in the sky, but
for safety sake, he stayed below until the sun set deep into the
horizon.

He arose quickly, eager to see Hannah and
Miranda. He walked up the steps to the ground floor and opened the
door. That's when he felt it. The house was thick with menace,
anger, sorrow. Fear for their safety made him move at supernatural
speed into the living room.

Hannah lay on her blanket, gazing up at him
with sad eyes. She wasn't crying, but she didn't look happy either.
And where was Miranda? Within seconds he located her heartbeat,
coming up fast behind him. He turned and instinct enabled him to
grab her wrist before her small fist could hit him squarely in the
back.

What the hell?

"What's wrong? Did something happen?" He
looked around the room, everything appeared normal. He looked back
to Miranda, this time noticing more than anger on her face. Her
eyes were red and slightly swollen and her lips were blood red, as
if she bit them to hold back her tears.

Marcus grabbed her shoulders, shaking her
slightly. "Did someone break in? Are you all right?"

His grave concern was her undoing. Miranda
collapsed in a heap of tears against his chest, her arms hanging at
her sides. He held her for a moment then picked her up and sat in
his chair with Miranda on his lap. She didn't notice or seem to
mind, so he soothed her back and spoke with his hypnotic voice in
her ear. She calmed immediately and he simply held her until the
last of her tears were gone.

"What happened, Miranda? What upset
you?"

"Dogs, three Dobermans. We tried to leave
and go to the store, but they came running around the side of the
house seconds after I shut the front door. I've never been more
terrified in my whole life. I thought they were going to get Hannah
and I knew I was her only chance for safety. I moved like I've
never moved before. I thought they would tear down the front door
at first. A few minutes after we got inside, though, I heard them
leave." She took a deep breath. "Please tell me those weren't your
dogs."

"Actually, they are mine."

"I knew it. I
knew it!”

"They guard the perimeter surrounding the
house. They won't try to attack you or Hannah ever again, I
promise."

"How can you make that promise? Dobermans
are vicious and unpredictable. They can't be trusted."

"Just the opposite, actually. Humans are the
ones who can't be trusted. I'll speak with them and change their
commands to include yours and Hannah's safety. It won't happen
again."

Miranda narrowed her eyes. "Let me guess...
You can speak to animals too."

Marcus smiled. "Yes, I can. These are loyal
animals and have been in my care for over forty years."

"Forty?
Isn't that an incredibly long life for a dog?"

"Normally, but these are—unusual dogs."

"Uh-huh. I can well imagine."

"So, what have you and Hannah been up to all
day?"

Miranda stood up from his lap and
crooked a finger at him to stand. "Let me show you what I
haven't been doing all
day."

Miranda calmly walked into the kitchen. One
by one, she began opening the cabinet doors. By the time she opened
the third one, he realized his mistake. There wasn't a crumb of
food in the house. He knew the refrigerator was empty as well.
Heavens, she was probably starving to death!

"Come, get your purse. I insist we dine out.
It will be my treat in apology for my lack of foresight. I should
have thought ahead and supplied the house with groceries."

Miranda was already shaking her head. "I
don't get it. You can't eat out all of the time, Marcus. Don't you
ever cook? With your kind of money, I'm surprised you don't have a
maid, cook, butler, mechanic—the whole nine yards."

Marcus threw his head back and laughed. "I
have never thought of those things, never needed them before. Maybe
I should consider hiring a staff to help you and the baby."

"No, no, we're just fine. I can cook a bit
too, but only if you have something to work with in the house," she
added dryly, staring him down.

"I'll take care of it this evening. By
tonight you will have food in
the house."

Miranda became uneasy.
If I agree to be here tomorrow. She
needed to make a decision soon.

Marcus came up behind her and wrapping his
arms around her chest, beneath her bosom. "I know you have many
questions and are unsure what you should do. I will do my best to
answer your questions this evening. Will you do something for me?"
Warily, she nodded. "Listen to all I say before you make a
decision. Give yourself time to consider everything before you
decide what you will do. Agreed?"

"Yes, I agree."

"Wonderful!" He spun her around and gave her
mouth a quick, but passionate kiss. "Let's go."

 


~*~

 


Marcus believed in living in style. The
restaurant menu didn't even have prices, which was never a good
sign.

Marcus chuckled. "Don't worry about the
cost. Order what pleases you. This is my way of apologizing for my
daft blunder."

Yes, he had the money to easily pay for the
meal, but it didn't seem right that she didn't pay for something.
Maybe she could cover the tip. "Well, if you insist."

"Absolutely."

Disturbed by his pleasant but steady
stare, Miranda looked over at little Hannah whose baby carrier sat
on the chair beside her. She'd taken a bottle as soon as they
arrived at the restaurant and was now sleeping peacefully. Her
angelic face and rosy cheeks made Miranda smile.
How precious Hannah is to
me.

"And to me as well. I find it amazing how
much the two of you have come to mean to me in such a short time. I
don't wish to lose either of you."

Miranda didn't know what to say. Thankfully,
the waiter arrived to take their order. Miranda ordered the Chicken
Cordon Bleu dinner then turned to Marcus.

The waiter smiled and readjusted the crisp
white linen hand towel lying over his arm. "What can I get for you
this evening, sir?"

Miranda watched him closely. Marcus appeared
uncomfortable then smiled at the waiter after a few moments.

"My stomach is upset and I don't want
anything to eat right now. Maybe another time."

The waiter nodded and left.

Marcus moved uneasily in his seat, conscious
of Miranda's eyes and thoughts on him. Normally, if he must go to a
restaurant to keep up a human front, he would order a small dinner
and push it around on his plate just enough to give the impression
of sampling at least at portion of it. Tonight he didn't wish to
play that game in front of Miranda. He could hear the questions in
her head, fighting with each other to come out and be asked.

Miranda deliberately placed her elbows on
the table with her face in the palms of her hands. "What's up,
Marcus? You didn't say you were feeling sick when we drove over
here."

He shrugged. "I prefer to eat later. My
stomach is rather—sensitive to certain foods, so I must be cautious
in what I choose to eat."

Miranda laughed softly. "Sensitive,
huh? Your eyes are sensitive
to light and your stomach is sensitive to certain foods. Please tell me you
don't howl by the light of the full moon." She laughed softly
behind her hand, enjoying her joke. He raised a beautifully arched
brow.

"No, madam, howling is something I will
never do. I may enjoy the night, but no howling is involved, I
assure you."

His grin was wicked. When Miranda blushed,
Marcus targeted his gaze on her cheeks—and neck.

The food arrived quicker than expected and
Marcus excused himself to the Men's room. Once he was out of
Miranda's sight, he dematerialized only to reappear beyond the back
door to the restaurant. He needed to hunt and quickly, before
Miranda became suspicious.

Marcus was in luck. Another waiter opened
the door to dump two bags of trash into the dumpster. The young man
turned to go back inside and was stopped by the intensity of
Marcus' gaze. The waiter felt nothing and obeyed the command to
remain immobile. Marcus fed quickly, erased the waiter's mind and
materialized a second later inside one of the stalls in the Men's
room.

Miranda looked up after taking a bite
of her shrimp and nearly choked. What
happened to Marcus in the Men's room? His skin glowed
with vibrant color, his hair shone in the low light and his face
looked five years younger. Did this restaurant offer face-lifts in
the bathrooms? He just looked—healthier. Miranda thought of his
comment earlier to the waiter. Sick stomach
my foot.

Marcus sat down and Miranda leaned over the
table to run her forefinger over his cheek. She examined her
finger, rubbing it and her thumb together for texture. No make-up,
no rouge, not even oily skin. Could any man look more perfect?

Miranda eyed his raised brow and dark smirk.
There was something about this guy that wasn't normal. He was a
hunk, no doubt about it. Something about the way he spoke and
walked—gracefully as if floating, changed in his appearance, all of
it was unnatural in some way. She couldn't explain it or define the
real problem. But it caused her to view him more warily.

Marcus lost his amused expression and looked
away. She watched him carefully for long minutes as he seemed to
struggle with something. It wasn't until he faced her again, his
chin rising with determination that she remembered he had probably
read her thoughts. She liked him and the last thing she wanted to
do was hurt him. Even though she wasn't sure if he should be
trusted.

"And that is why I want to tell you
everything, Miranda. I want you to know who and—what I am. Only
then will we be able to see if there is a future for us."

"What
you are? Marcus, does this have something to do with your
abilities?" she whispered, looking around to make sure no one
overheard.

"Indeed, it does. Please, finish your dinner
and we can go back to the house and discuss it."

Miranda took a bite of food before
responding. "I thought we were going to go shopping for groceries
since you said we'd have food in the house by tonight. That kitchen
is absolutely bare."

Marcus finally smiled. "It is done. I
contacted a friend as we were being seated and everything you could
possibly need in a kitchen is being shipped to the house as we
speak. It should be waiting outside the gate once we arrive."

Miranda sipped her wine and blotted
her mouth. "Ugh, great. What
about cold items?"

"All iced over in several ice chests."

She laughed. "Only the rich." He didn't
laugh, but smiled instead. He could deliver an irritatingly
handsome smile that made her blush all over, especially when he
looked at her the way he was right now. Her food was halfway gone;
she could eat the rest back at the house. It was time to leave
before she embarrassed herself further.

Catching the waiter's attention as he passed
by, she asked for a "to-go" box and he raised his brows in surprise
as if he'd never heard the request before.

Marcus laughed loudly in a deep voice
and many heads turned toward the appealing sound. He smiled at the
waiter and tipped him with a fifty. "Forgive her, Stephen. She
doesn't know the rules of the house, but I strongly suggest if you
want my continued business, you will find the lady a box."

The young waiter's eyes popped open,
anticipating future high-dollar tips. He nearly ran from the
room.

"Oh, my goodness, I'm in error, aren't I? I
hope I didn't embarrass you, Marcus."

He waved away her concern. "Please, I do not
mind at all. I found it rather amusing and you, rather charming.
You're a delight, Miranda."

It was the highest praise she'd ever
received. Tears entered her eyes and the smile she gave him made
her face glow. "Thank you. From the bottom of my heart, Marcus." If
she didn't believe she was able to fall in love with him before,
she believed it now. Every moment in his company confirmed what she
just witnessed. He was a gentleman, a charmer and a kind soul. She
didn't think she'd find a man like him if she searched the world
over for a thousand years.

"I have searched the world over, my dear,
for—many, many years. I know I have found the missing piece of my
heart."

Without thought, she reached out and he met
her halfway, their hands clasped tightly across the table. His
warmth gave off a sexual current that shot up her arm and stole
down her limbs, coming together in her lower body. She tensed,
afraid of the unfamiliar feeling, but quickly relaxed, knowing she
was in good hands.

Miranda stood, reaching for the baby
carrier. "Come on. I don't need the leftovers anyway. I'll cook you
a meal you'll never forget tomorrow night." She smiled and reached
for her purse, missing his worried frown.

During the return back to his house, she
told him of her experiences as a youth, good and bad. She told him
private things she didn't even tell her parents. Normally, she
would feel uncomfortable telling someone about her past, but not
with Marcus. She felt that she could tell him anything. Already
there was a connection she was hard pressed to explain. It was an
invisible tie, but as strong as steel.

By the time they reached the house, she felt
hoarse and he promised to make her a cup of tea as soon as they got
the groceries inside and settled the baby down for the night. She
was really looking forward to that cup of tea.

As Miranda came closer to the front gate,
she gaped at the amount of groceries he'd ordered. My goodness,
there must be at least thirty paper bags and four ice chests! Half
of this would probably expire before the two of them could eat it
all. Maybe he purchased this much to cover several parties.

When they reached the house, Miranda
carried Hannah inside and sat the carrier on the floor next to the
fireplace. Marcus whipped it to life with a flick of his hand,
taking her by surprise. She shook her head in amazement, feeling
his eyes on her for a reaction. It must be
part of his telekinesis, she guessed. Miranda heard
his audible sigh.

It took the better part of thirty minutes to
make three trips out to the gate and load the car then carry
everything inside. It took another hour to figure out where to put
it. There were so many cabinets that she'd be searching for items
for the next few weeks. The house contained a few cooking utensils
and three or four cooking pans already. It appeared he purchased
more cookware and accessories too. Well, at least there was enough
cabinet space, unlike her small apartment. It had ten full-sized
cabinets, including the two below the sink. It was why most of her
pots and pans hung above her head on the special lighting fixture.
She'd make it attractive using a creative touch, but it was still a
pain not being able to put them away. Thank goodness she was so
short or she would've banged her head every time she went into the
kitchen.

Miranda was off-side the sink, putting away
the dishes he purchased in the cabinets above. There were four
plates already in the cabinet, now there were twenty. The
silverware and silver servers went into two drawers next to the
sink. Moving down another cabinet, she looked through the grocery
bags for the spices she glimpsed while carrying in a handful of
bags. She heard a quick whistle and turned in enough time to catch
one, then another seconds later.

"You're lucky I'm a darn good catch,
buddy."

"I already knew you would be. You were on
the baseball team, remember?"

"Yeah, in second grade! I guess I still got
it."

Marcus' eyes raked her from top to bottom.
In a deep, sexy voice he answered, "You most certainly do."

Miranda looked at him through her lashes as
he turned away, feeling more comfortable with his teasing. It felt
good to tease him back.

"Hey,
catch!"

He turned in enough time to catch a
large bag of powdered sugar. Unfortunately, the bag was torn along
the bottom. With a muted poof,
the bag exploded in his hands. His face, shirt-front and the tips
of his hair were a stark white.

Miranda laughed so hard she doubled over at
the waist. For a second she couldn't breathe, until she felt hands
pull her upright. Miranda sucked in a deep breath and tried to stop
smiling, she really did. She even bit her lips, shaking with the
effort. When his glare turned into an evil grin, she became
suspicious.

His grip on her arms tightened only
slightly, enough to let her know he wasn't going to let her go. He
shook his head and body wildly and Miranda felt powdered sugar
settle on her nose, chin and some even went down her shirt, making
her squirm with the need to itch. When she opened her eyes she
realized some of it had landed on her eyelashes too.

"Okay," she laughed easily. "Now we're even.
I really didn't know the bag was going to explode, Marcus.
Honest."

He didn't speak. His smile slowly vanished
and his focus lowered to her lips. When she licked them, he groaned
and pulled her snugly into his arms. His mouth found hers, sweet
with her own special flavor rather than the sugar coating her
lips.

 


 


 



CHAPTER 3

 


Miranda wrapped her arms tightly around
Marcus' waist and his arms overlapped hers, pulling her closer.
Marcus tilted his head and she followed suit, giving of herself as
well as meeting his passion. He reached into her mind and saw her
fear, knew that she was not very sexually experienced. It thrilled
him that her body remained pure. He hoped his loving wouldn't taint
that purity.

Crawling up his belly was the raging
hunger that set him apart from humanity. Any second he would need
to pull away or reveal his true self to her and he wasn't quite
sure she was ready. Two incisors slid out of his upper gums. Marcus
forced himself to remember the danger Miranda could be in if he
submitted to his desire and drank from her. He must pull away...now.
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