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Prologue



 

Medieval Scotland, 893 A.D. 

  

Mortimor MacDougal, Laird of Castle Dundaire, known as Imor the Insatiable, undressed, his tunic and britches tossed in a wrinkled heap upon the floor, his sword and dagger skidding across the room to their usual resting place beneath his bed. Completely naked and more than merely perturbed by his failings, Mortimor made his way across the chamber. The embroidered curtain separating his sleeping area from the rest of the room descended from the ceiling like a foreboding sentinel guarding the sleeping lass who lay at the center of his sins. 

In his wildest dreams, he had never imagined it could've happened this way. His heart wasn't supposed to fall to the enemy. Neither were his immortal secrets. But upon seeing the beguiling Katya Von Hess, Mortimor had been instantly bewitched. If only the woman's uncle wasn't his greatest enemy, the infamous Viking king, Rorik the Rotten, descended of the ancient Germanic tribes. If only the lass hadn't been born to a Norse Draugre. 

As Mortimor reached out for the curtain and took a deep breath, the enticing aroma of elderberries wafted to his nose. The Draugre were the only vampires he'd known whose blood had both tasted and smelled as sweet as honey on a fine spring morning. The fragrance wreaked havoc with his senses. 

"Imor?" Katya's soft voice called to him from behind the curtain. 

Mortimor parted the fabric shield and joined his vampiress on the bed. 

"Has the time already come, my lord?" 

He nodded, but remained silent. 

She wrapped her limbs about his body, her soft caress sending him over the edge. 

"Had I known you were Draugre, Katya, I would never have bitten you." 

"I know that, Imor. And I do not hold you responsible. In time, by your hand or another's, I would have learned of my curse." 

The truth of the woman's words did little to soothe his soul. "After tonight's mating ritual, you'll have the freedom of choosing the timing of the final act." He ran his fingers through her flaxen hair, the long strands feeling like silk against his skin. "I refuse to force you into completing the task, Katya. When you're ready for the vampire within to fully emerge, you must come to me of your own free will. My bite merely initiated the act...it doesn't hold you to me. Is that understood?" 

"Yes. However, I cannot imagine being with anyone else." 

He cursed to himself again. What was he thinking to go wenching on a night of the full moon? With all his years of being a vampire, Imor knew better than to sate his base desires on a night when darkness owned his soul. Now, with the deed already done, all he could do was hope the gods would have mercy on him when judging his ultimate fate. 

A cool breeze danced through the window and rustled the curtain dividing the chamber. 

* * * *

Katya's nipples hardened in an instant. Mortimor gently rolled her onto her back and bore down on top of her. His well-muscled body pressed against her frame, sinking her deeper into the straw mattress. 

Katya reveled in the sensation. Never had she felt so secure in all her life. She sent a silent prayer to the gods thanking them for having her uncle Rorik cast her ashore, with the hopes of baiting the enemy. The man had hated her for as far back as she could remember. 

And now, Katya mused, he will be betrayed by his own act of treachery. 

Mortimor stared down at her, the look in his dark eyes reaching out to her soul, jolting her back to reality. He dipped his head to her neck and with the tip of his tongue drew small circles along her jugular. 

The soft, wet caresses sent goose bumps dotting her flesh. 

The man kissed her and teased her, leaving a heated trail from her neck to the hollow between her breasts. He lapped at her flesh, the caress of his tongue exquisite against her bare skin. When Mortimor lowered his head to one side and ran his full lips over the peak of her left breast, the fiery sensation shot a pleasant surge down to her clit. 

Katya twisted against the sheets. She instinctively raised her breast to his mouth, desiring him to do more than merely toy with her. 

Mortimor obliged. He locked his lips around her nipple and suckled. His alternating rhythm of gentle pulling mixed with an occasional tug and light nip of his teeth, sent ripples of pleasure pulsing through Katya's body. 

She moaned a soft sigh and sent her hand searching for the sensitive nub between her legs. In the process, her fingers brushed the underside of Mortimor's long, thick rod. The feel of his firmness enticed her. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gently explored his length. 

His already firm cock grew harder. 

Mortimor pushed her hand away, his fingers seeking her feminine folds and she parted her legs, allowing him complete access to her most private of parts. He twirled the pad of his forefinger over her mound, circling it, rubbing it. 

The scent of her wetness lingered in the air. She lifted her pelvis against his body, wanting more of him, not just his priceless touch. 

Mortimor raised his head, giving a firm tug to her nipple, and then released his hold. He sought her neck in an eager, hungry fashion and grazed his fangs over her flesh. 

Katya turned her head to one side, exposing her jugular for the taking. At the same time, she reached her hand once more for the man's cock and guided the stiff rod to her now very slick opening. 

Mortimor entered her with a swift thrust and simultaneously bit down on her neck, tearing her maidenhood in one place, and her flesh in another. 

He drank from her as if there would be no tomorrow, all the while his masterful fingers working her clit and his large cock rocking her sensitive honeyed walls, thrusting to a primal rhythm that sent Katya's senses into a heated frenzy. 

She ran her hands over his back, her nails biting into his flesh and her fangs emerged, along with an overwhelming desire to feed. 

Her body convulsed in pleasure, spasms rippling through her vagina. 

Mortimor pulled away from her neck and licked the wound he'd inflicted on her torn skin. 

The urge to drink blood settled somewhere in the deepest recesses of Katya's soul. Her fangs retracted. 

Mortimor fell upon her body, his own urges spent and now silent. She weaved her fingers through his damp, black hair at the nape of his neck. 

A thud echoed from behind the curtain at the foot of the bed. 

The sound of a sword slicing through fabric cracked the night air. 

Katya screamed. 

Mortimor reached under the bed, withdrew a dagger, and leapt from the mattress. 

The sight of her sick-minded uncle staring down at her naked body sent shockwaves of horror through Katya's system. As she watched, Mortimor lunged for Rorik's heart. 

The Viking marauder fought back with a fierce thrust of a double-edged sword. 

Mortimor grasped his hand to his waist, his blood spilling. 

Rorik hovered over the wounded vampire. He lifted his sword with both hands. 

Katya cried out. 

As Rorik slammed his weapon into Mortimor's spine, severing the sensitive fibers of the vampire's bat-like wings, his sick laugh echoed throughout the chamber. 

Even with all the years of witnessing her uncle's pirates pillaging the Celtic villages, Katya had never seen anything as brutal. 

Mortimor dropped to the floor. 

Rorik removed his sword with a swift pull and then approached the bed. "Come, Katya. Your work here is done." 

Her lips quivered, but she could do nothing to save Mortimor, or her own self for that matter. She reached for the sheet and wrapped it about her body. Leaving the bed, she crossed the room in silence. 

Mortimor reached up, grabbing her ankle as she passed by his bleeding body. The pleading look in his eyes jabbed at her heart like the brutal pierce of a dagger's point. 

Rorik pulled her away. His large fingers bit down into her flesh. "You'll never see that bastard or his kind again as long as I live. I put up with your wretched soul for my late brother's sake. But now that I have finally bested Mortimor MacDougal, I have no immediate need of you. From this point on, you will be at my mercy. And if ever you deceive me, I will have your heart and your head. I will do so without conscience." 

"You are a sick bastard, Rorik." She twisted her arm against the man's grip. 

He held firm. Reaching his free hand to a small pouch at his side, Rorik withdrew a fine-pointed dart. He pulled Katya's bare arm closer to him and turned it palm side up. 

The notion of her uncle's pending action sent swirls of disbelief hammering through her brain. 

She had no time to react. 

Rorik pierced her vein with the arrow's needle-thin point. 

The room swayed, the images before her eyes doubled and then clouded, slowly fading away until all her senses slipped into an existence of nothing but darkness. 



  

Chapter 1



 

Present day, New Orleans 

  

It started with the innocent temptation of a single chocolate truffle. 

Katya popped the delectable morsel into her mouth and went right back to doing the bump and grind along with the rest of the dancers on the floor. She barely missed a beat. Swirling the rich cocoa around the inside of her mouth, she didn't think twice about the small bonbon coupling with her tongue. The treat was one of many passed about on silver trays at the annual Dracula's Ball. 

Hell, she didn't think twice about much of anything tonight. She was a vampiress in the making, enjoying the best of both mortal and Vampyric worlds since medieval Scotland. And thanks to the gods' favorable admiration of her beloved Norse mother, Katya knew her life was in no danger of ending, even if she chose never to be fully turned. 

The firm grip of a man's hands cinched her waist. The vampire dipped his head forward, his cool lips brushing against her neck. She heard his deep intake of breath. 

"Norse Draugre," he said with a proper English accent. "I thought your kind were eradicated by the ancient Germanic marauders." 

"They were," she said. "Save for me." 

"According to history, not one Draugre survived the Runic bastards." 

She gave the man a quick jab with her elbow. "Curb your tongue. My father was one of those men." 

The vampire gave up a soft laugh. "Oh, what I'd give to be the one who turns a feisty spirit like you." 

She spun on her heel and pulled away from the man's grasp. "Well, it would have to be your heart and your head, nothing less," she said, leaning forward a tad to reveal the pure silver dagger cradled between her breasts. 

"I'll give you the ride of your life," he retorted. 

"Look, I was bitten and fucked by the Laird MacDougal in 893. And according to your bloody history, written by your land's female vampires, no Brit ever topped Imor the Insatiable. Unless you care to rewrite Vampyric history books and have every vampiress in the Isles on your neck, I think you should just back off." 

The vampire backed away, fading into the crowd. 

The heat from the packed room started to take a toll on her. Katya fanned her hands in front of her face. The cool breeze offered her a bit of relief. She closed her eyes and listened to the steady beat of the techno music. The droning noise touched her soul, sending her senses into a swirling frenzy. Aromas of exotic spices mixed with herbs teased her nostrils, whispers of a foreign tongue danced at her ears. An overwhelming feeling of heaviness descended on her heart. Katya swayed, her knees buckling. 

The loss of balance alarmed her. She opened her eyes in a panic, but saw nothing other than a massive blur of black shadow. 

A strong arm wrapped around her waist. A cold hand caressed her face. 

Katya opened her mouth, but no words emerged. Her feet floated on the air, her body rising above the dance floor, carried away by a stranger's hand. Unable to scream or move of her own will, Katya was completely and utterly at the mercy of the stranger who now scurried her away. 

Sleep, Katya... 

The whispered words echoed in her head. The deep, male voice sounded vaguely familiar. 

Katya felt her soul slipping away into an abyss of strange shadows. Yet, somewhere in the depths of her soul, fear rose from the very core of her being and seared her senses like a bolt of lightning in the most violent storm. The sensation was so intense, it literally knocked her to hell and back, finally settling her soul in an engulfing vortex of silence. 



  
Chapter 2



 

The beast had come back to haunt him. 

Mortimor sensed the vampire gnawing at this soul, returning to course through his veins, forcing his craving for something he hadn't consumed in ages--human blood. He made it a point never to feed on a living being and hadn't done so since the Viking raids on his beloved Scotland. 

He cursed to himself. The chains he had ordered his men to shackle about his wrists and ankles were not as strong as he'd hoped. Several links had already started to separate and the hour hadn't even struck twelve yet. Until dawn, he was at the vampire's mercy. And only one act could sate the creature--the drinking of blood. 

Thoughts of Katya flooded his mind. He should've turned her, saved her from that bastard Rorik, when he had the chance. Then neither of them would have suffered. 

He pulled at the restraints holding him to the wall. Heavy cuffs soldered to long chains of thick links tore at his flesh, the scent of his own blood teasing the creature housed within his soul. 

Mortimor growled. His body felt as if it were splitting in two. He fought the beast by reminding himself of his beloved Katya. 

Following his second bite of the young woman, the Vikings had burned his village, killed his people. The pain of his loss never ceased. 

After healing from his wounds, he had spent centuries searching for the woman. Traveling the globe, fighting in every war known to man, inhabiting every empire ever established, and still, never once, had he stumbled upon his beloved Draugre. He wondered what cruel torment the woman had endured. Was she turned? Did she feed? A never-ending stream of questions haunted him on a daily basis. 

Over time he'd learned to come to terms with his conscience, his guilt. But despite his best efforts, there was one question he could not escape. And that was did Katya survive Rorik the Rotten? The knowledge his beloved could still be roaming the earth had become Mortimor's prime reason for living. The thought she had died had become his second. If Katya did not survive the cursed creature that dwelled in her soul or the torments put to her by her kin, then Mortimor vowed to avenge the woman's death even if it took him an eternity to do so. And considering the years that had already passed, an eternity was what he believed it would take. 

He pulled at the chains once more. 

The footsteps of servants mulling about on the floor above his dungeon stirred his soul. Their blood's sweet scent piqued his desires. 

Mortimor growled a second time. 

The sound of a loud thud rumbled the floor. 

The last of his servants had closed up the house and departed until dawn. 

He smiled to himself. The beast within had not bested him yet. The thought of several mortal souls saved by his persistent retelling of his tale to his head steward pleased him. 

Mortimor lunged forward, his blood turning as rays of moonlight filtered across the stone chamber. The eerie glow, mixed with a thin vapor rising from the floor, silently called to the night creature fighting to emerge. 

His vision shifted. 

The room around him turned a bright red. 

His shoulder blades snapped. 

Large wings unfurled from his spine. 

Pointed fangs extended from his mouth, digging into his flesh, drawing out his own blood. 

The Mortimor MacDougal who had been born to a mortal world no longer lived. 

The vampire within had been unleashed. 

The beast thrashed its arms and legs against the pillar that had been used to restrain him, and then pulled forward, breaking the thick links of chain with ease. 

Bits of metal fell to the floor, fiery arcs spitting in all directions. 

His skin burned from the pure silver that had lined the inner sides of the shackles. 

He stared at the open wounds circling his wrists, raised his torn flesh to his lips and drank of his own essence. The metallic flavor sated his taste buds. But he needed fresh blood to survive, to fully feed his hunger. 

Tonight, Mortimor knew he would finally take his first mortal meal in more than a millennium. 



  

Chapter 3



 

Katya stirred from her sleep. Scenes of shifting images filled her head and blurred her sight. She rubbed her eyes to no effect. She dug her arms and hands firmly against the mattress where she'd been placed and tried to leverage her body to a sitting position. She failed. 

Falling back onto the bed, Katya closed her eyes and started her drift back to the dream world. 

"Imor..." The name slipped from her tongue with ease. Not a day had gone by that she didn't think of Mortimor, the vampire who had first bitten her, the man who had first made love to her. She wondered what fate had befallen him, if Rorik's sword had killed him or if he was strong enough to have survived. The pain of losing Mortimor engulfed her heart. She wished she had never remembered any of it. 

* * * *

Mortimor rose from the earthen dungeon beneath his house and began his beastly prowl. He took to the air and splintered the chamber door concealing his hidden sanctuary. His house sat empty, sleeping beneath the moon's fullness. He scanned the rooms searching for the magnetic imprint of souls who currently served him and for those who had served him in the past. He wondered how long he could keep his true identity a secret. How many more generations would be willing to give up their souls to protect his? The modern world was not like the one into which he'd been born. An unsettling feeling cocooned his soul. 

Mortimor headed toward the main doorway. He wrinkled his nose as the metallic scent of human blood mixed with centuries-old aromas wafted through the air. His mortal servants hadn't gotten that far away. He cursed to himself. He had been very explicit in his instructions to his steward--all souls were to be gone at least one hour before his turning--but the man obviously did not heed his warning well enough tonight. The heady aroma of fresh blood pumping through a living heart tantalized Mortimor. 

He reached for the doorknob and turned the crystal orb, visions of the pending feast giving fuel to his anticipation, but stopped mid-twist. He cocked his head to one side and turned his attention to the stairway in the center hall. The scent of blood hadn't invaded his home from the outside, but rather from within. The notion piqued his interest. Letting go of the doorknob, Mortimor made his way across the hallway and up the stairs. 

The intoxicating aroma grew more intense. At the far end of the upper corridor, Mortimor found what he'd always prayed he would never encounter--a living mortal in his home during a full moon. He approached the last bedroom, stopping in front of the door and placing his left ear to the paneled portal. The steady sound of a beating heart danced on the air like an eerie lullaby, stirring his senses and further enticing his hunger. 

Mortimor glanced at the doorknob, but the door was slightly ajar. He pushed forward and slipped inside. His attention immediately settled on the bed. Beneath a velvet blanket lay a woman, the sweet essence of her female scent clawing at his nose. 

With a flick of his hand, he drew the bed to within inches of his body. The woman remained silent. 

Mortimor ran his palm over her fabric-covered silhouette; the soft curves of the female's form were familiar to his deepest memories. He pulled his hand back as if burned by fire. 

The revelation shocked him. 

Mortimor leaned over the sleeping female and slowly removed the blanket cocooning her body. He stared at her face. 

Katya... 

He moved in closer. 

Tree branches scratched against the window. 

* * * *

Katya stirred. Her body felt strange, almost as if she didn't belong inside her own skin. Visions of the dance floor came flooding back to her. 

A cold touch caressed her forehead. Katya opened her eyes and watched in silence as a single ray of moonlight crossed the room and crept its way directly to where she lay. As the silvery light danced across her skin, Katya felt the presence of another soul in the room. 

"Katya..." 

She turned her head to the deep, velvety smooth voice commanding her full attention. 

"Imor?" She reached for the man standing at the side of her bed. As her fingers met his, realization sank in. She gasped for air. Katya shook her head and pulled away. "I thought surely Rorik had killed you." 

Mortimor took a step forward and sat down upon the bed. He wrapped his arms around Katya. "One aspect of the Vampyric curse is that most wounds heal." He kissed her gently on her forehead. "I've searched the world over for you, Katya. Never did I expect you to find me." 

"But I didn't find you. Someone brought me here." The truffle came back to her mind. "I was drugged, then taken against my will." 

He stared at her, a look of concern crossing his face. "Then you do not wish to be here?" Imor pulled away from her. 

A sense of loss pierced her heart. Katya extended her arms and wrapped them around Imor's neck. She pulled him to her, the weight of his body forcing her back upon the bed. 

"Katya, I think mayhap this is not the best time." 

She trailed her hand from his neck over his chin and up to his bottom lip. 

He tossed his head back, eyes glowing like the moon. 

"Take me, Imor. Make me what I was meant to be." 

He brought his head forward, a wild look glazing his eyes. "There'll be no turning back." 

"Settle the war in my soul." 

"And what of Rorik?" 

She swallowed hard. "He still lives. But I have not seen him for more than a decade." 

Katya sensed a hesitation in Mortimor. "I have waited all these years to be turned, hoping, by some odd chance of fate, you still lived and our paths would cross again. Now I know I was right to have waited. Turn me, Mortimor. Make me vampire. Make me yours." 

His lips curved upwards into a slight grin. He dipped his head to Katya's neck and immediately sought her jugular. 

The feel of Mortimor's fangs grazing her skin, teasing her flesh, sent a ripple of pleasure pummeling through Katya's body. 

Mortimor reached his hand to her blouse and undid the buttons, pulling the garment to her elbows. 

She undid his shirt and black leather pants. 

He kicked off his boots and stepped out of the remainder of his clothes. 

Mortimor pushed Katya gently back onto the bed and reached for the hem of her skirt, inching it to her waist. 

With little patience, Katya reached down and undid the snaps on her lace teddy. She spread her legs wide, offering Mortimor full access to her body. 

He tossed back his head, his fangs now fully emerged. He leaned forward and lowered his mouth to her bare flesh, taking the final bite in the sacred act of turning a vampire. 

Pain and pleasure mingled in one overly erotic sensation, starting at Katya's neck and pushing downward to her pussy. She cried out in bliss. 

Mortimor lifted his head and bit into his own wrist. A steady stream of crimson flowed from his veins. "Drink from me, Katya. Replenish what I've taken from you." He placed his wrist to her lips. 

The metallic taste of blood mixed with the flavor of exotic spices, tantalized her tongue. A fiery spark zigzagged through her veins, rejuvenating her senses, her strength. Nothing she had ever experienced compared to this single moment. Fearing she'd drain Mortimor, Katya pulled away from the vampire's wrist. 

"You need more," he said. 

"Later." 

Mortimor smiled down at her. He skimmed his hands along her curves, edging his way toward the bottom of the bed. Settling himself between her legs, he ran his fingers through her curls. 

The caress sent a spark of electricity through Katya. 

Mortimor placed his fingers over her lips and spread her wide. He lowered his mouth to her clit and gently teased her sensitive bud with his tongue. He licked and then suckled her, pulling the swollen nub into his mouth. 

The tugging sensation caused spasms to erupt inside her pussy. The swiftness of her response startled Katya. She remembered the last time she and Mortimor had made love. "I want you inside me, Imor." 

Mortimor shifted his body and settled his hard cock at the entrance to Katya's pussy. Her warm, slick juices teased the head of his rod. 

She wrapped her hands around his body, urging him closer. 

He slid in slowly, then pulled back, toying with her, testing her. 

She tipped her hips. "Don't make me wait." 

He offered her a devilish grin, then filled her with his full length. 

Katya matched his every move, meeting him thrust for thrust. 

He rode her hard and fast, fucking her until all their energy had been spent. The moment they were both well-sated, he collapsed on top of her, the two of them drifting off to sleep. 



  

Chapter 4



 

Katya woke with her hands clamped about her throat, her struggle for air resulting in nothing more than short, empty pants. 

Mortimor rose from the bed and attempted to pry Katya's fingers off her neck. But even his strength could do nothing. He cursed roundly. 

A familiar chuckle echoed from the shadows. "Well, well, well, Mortimor. We meet again." 

He knew the vile voice all too well. 

"And like last time, you fell for the bait." 

"Free her, Rorik, now!" 

"Or what?" 

"I'm not the same man you encountered at Dundaire. Don't underestimate me." 

Rorik drummed his fingers against the dresser. "I come here asking for a truce. I've even brought a gift." He opened his left hand and extended his arm. A vial and syringe rolled in his palm. 

Katya choked. 

Mortimor pulled at her arms, but her fingers refused to budge. "Damn you, Rorik." He had no choice but to hear the man out. 

"Over the years, I have managed to keep Katya alive, preserved her immortality without having her turned. She thought the gods favored her, when in reality it was me who spared her from death. Now I offer you the sole antidote to reversing Vampirism. This dose will reverse it all, bringing you back to the exact age you were turned and then allowing you to live out a normal mortal life, including a day of death somewhere in the future." 

"Why me?" 

"By doing away with your Vampyric soul, I will rule as the last of an ancient kind." 

Katya gasped again. 

Mortimor stared at the syringe resting in Rorik's hand. "I'll give up my world, if you first free Katya." 

Rorik shrugged. He raised his right hand in the direction of the bed. 

Katya took in a deep breath and coughed. Her fingers popped free from her neck and her hands fell to her sides. She sucked in gulps of air. 

Mortimor approached Rorik. 

The Viking vampire readied the syringe in his hand. 

In a flash, Mortimor sent a left jab straight to Rorik's chin. 

The vampire stumbled, the syringe flying from his fingers. Rorik regained his composure and lashed back at Mortimor. 

He ducked. 

Rorik hit nothing but air. 

Mortimor reached for the syringe lying on the carpet and lunged for Rorik's jugular. He hit the vampire exactly where he had aimed. 

Rorik let out a screeching hiss. 

"You don't really think I believed you? Trusted you with my life or with Katya's? Did you?" 

Rorik couldn't answer. His body shriveled, his skin dried to his bones. 

Mortimor watched in horror as the poison in the syringe aged Rorik at lightning speed, decreasing the wretched vampire to nothing more than a heap of dust. 

Katya rose from the bed and ran to Mortimor. Tears fell from her cheeks. "I will never have to fear the man again, Imor." She wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face against his chest. 

Finally, thought Mortimor, my ancient antagonist has gotten his just dessert. 
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