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Lady & the Vamp

Chapter 1

The Dish






Thierry kissed the back of my hand.
 Then he kissed the injured finger and slowly
 drew it into his mouth.


I gaped at him, frozen in place. Heat flooded my body.

This was finger sucking the way it should be! Hell yeah! This was definitely the way to go.

He gazed at me as he concentrated on my injured finger. There was an expression on his face I don’t think I’d ever seen before. His eyes narrowed slightly and appeared to darken until they were fully black.

He pulled me against him, hard, and crushed his lips against mine, taking my breath away.

I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, hoping that I had enough time to explore black-eyed Thierry before sombody walked in on us. That would be extremely embarrassing.

But, hey, I think it might be worth it. I was beginning to like this Thierry a whole lot. And he wanted me to stop him? Like hell, I say.

“Four stars! Fun and clever . . . this novel is bound to appeal to those who like their romance a little offbeat and definitely humorous.”

—Romantic Times BOOKclub Magazine



Praise for Michelle Rowen’s novels:
BITTEN & SMITTEN
“A terrific vampiric chick lit tale filled with biting humor.” 
—Midwest Book Review 
“Rowen’s sense of humor is just too good to pass up.” 
—RomanceReaderAtHeart.com 
“Campy and vampy . . . This is what makes it so much fun.” 
—Shelf Life 
“A study of contrasts: frothy chick lit wrapped around a grittier reality and a flip side featuring a modern heroine paired with a Brontean hero. Let us welcome this fresh voice to the genre.” 
—Booklist 

ANGEL WITH ATTITUDE
“Four stars! Rowen does a delightful job mixing things up with her sassy and sexy characters. She has her own unique spin . . . which makes for downright fun reading.” 
—Romantic Times BOOKclub Magazine
“A subtly provocative, paranormal romance that shines a new light on angels and demons and witches, oh my! Michelle Rowen . . . has more than earned her ‘wings.’” 
—HeartstringsReviews.com
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To Bonnie



Not fanged, but definitely fabulous
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Chapter 1




J
ogging is great exercise. Running for your life—even better.

At least that’s what I tried to tell myself.

It was the new jogging suit that did it. I felt all J. Lo in my fuchsia velour (admittedly a little outdated, but happily purchased for half price) out for a quick, late-afternoon jog. Feeling good in the cold but fresh February air with my newest pair of very dark sunglasses firmly in place.

I guess I shouldn’t have smiled at the cute young guy by the hot dog cart outside of my apartment building. Firstly, because, hello? I’m taken, thank you very much.

Secondly, because of the whole “fang” situation.

Fangs never seem to go over very well with vampire hunters.

Next thing I know, instead of getting a modest workout—surprisingly enough, a diet of diluted blood is not calorie-free—I was hightailing it through a nearly deserted park with a hunter on my Reebok-clad heels.

I shot a look over my shoulder. “Leave me alone!”

“Stop running, vampire!” he hollered.

I eyed the wooden stake he had in his right hand, and then picked up my pace, darting past a couple of speed walkers who didn’t bother to give us a second glance.

Almost an entire month had gone by without seeing a single hunter. A very good month. Enough for me to let down my guard way too much. 

Not good.

“I’ll catch you!” the hunter shouted from a few steps behind me. “So why don’t you stop running and save me some time?”

I jumped up as we passed an overhang of evergreens and grabbed at the nearest icicle. Then I stopped abruptly and spun around to face him with the sharp piece of ice clenched in my hand.

He skidded to a halt, almost slamming right into me, and looked at me with confusion. “You stopped.”

“I’m trying to be more proactive these days. Come near me and this—” I indicated my drippy weapon “—is going through your eyeball.”

My heart was beating so hard and fast I thought it might burst out of my chest like the slimy creature in Alien. Vampire hearts beat just as hard as human hearts. I never thought they did before I became one. I used to think that vampires were undead. But they aren’t. They’re just another kind of alive. Heartbeat mandatory to stay that way, otherwise what difference would that famous wooden stake make?

Hunter-boy was actually kind of cute. Probably in his early twenties, with fashionably shaggy dark hair, a thin but attractive face, and brown puppy-dog eyes. He wore a black leather jacket over . . . beige Dockers?

I could totally take him.

“Proactive?” He raised an eyebrow and shifted the stake to his other hand. The frozen air puffed out of his mouth with every breath he took.

I shivered, and it wasn’t just from the temperature. “Yeah, that’s acting in advance to deal with an expected difficulty. I looked it up. It means that instead of running like a chicken with my head cut off—pardon the cliché—I will confront my attacker and deal with the situation in a calm yet forceful manner.”

“You’re smart for a vampire,” he said.

I raised my eyebrows at that. “Really?” 

“A vampire who’s about to die.”

I tensed and curled my other hand into a fist. I’d been going to self-defense fitness classes with my best friend Amy for a couple of weeks. It was true that only a few hour-long lessons probably weren’t going to earn me any major ass-kicking awards, but I felt a little more confident about my current woman-in-jeopardy situation. A little.

Proactive with a capital P. That’s me.

Okay, now I was shivering and sweating. I take it back. I wasn’t confident. Not in the slightest.

Hunter-boy was going to stake me. Easily.

“What’s your name?” I blurted out.

“Chad.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“Is that short for anything?”

“Yeah, it’s short for ‘I’m going to kill you now.’” He frowned. “Why are you still talking?”

He kicked the icicle out of my hand. It hit the ground next to me and shattered. I blinked at it.

I held my shaking hands up in front of me. “Look . . . Chad, just walk away now. You do not want to mess with me.” What was I going to do to get out of this alive? To defend myself? I’d go for the groin. Always a good place to start. And end.

“Let me tell you a little something . . . ” he paused expectantly and raised his eyebrows.

“Sarah,” I offered, without thinking. Stupid.

“The only reason you’re still talking, Sarah, is because I’m allowing it. I might not look it, but I’ve dusted over a dozen vamps, this year alone.”

I swallowed hard and felt a trickle of perspiration run down my spine.

“Well, if you’ve killed that many,” I said, even less confident now if that was possible, “you should know it’s not really dust. It’s more like goo.”

“Whatever.” He looked down at the stake, ran his thumb along the sharp tip, and then glanced over at me. “Now let’s get this party started.”

Hell, he looked fairly harmless what with the Dockers and all. Guess you can’t judge a man by his casual, stain-resistant pants anymore.

I turned and tried to run farther into the park along the snow-covered, cobblestone path, but before I got more than a few steps, I felt his hand clamp down on my shoulder, stopping me in midflee. He spun me around, then shoved me so hard that I stumbled back and fell to the ground in a heap. I scrambled back a few feet on my butt and looked around frantically. We were all alone. Why were we all alone? Where were innocent bystanders when I needed them?

“I’ll make it quick.” Chad winked at me. “If you stay nice and quiet for me.”


Yeah, like that was going to happen. “Are you aware that you’re the bad guy?”

That stopped him, but his stony expression didn’t change. “What?”

I shuffled back a little more, feeling the cold snow against my bare hands. “Vampire hunters are evil, homicidal bastards who kill for the fun of it. They’re the bad guys. Vampires are completely harmless. Like adorable, pointy-toothed bunnies.”

He laughed a little at that and stepped closer. “Yeah, right.”

I held a hand up in front of me to stop him from getting any nearer and slowly and shakily rose to my feet. 


Keep him talking, I told myself. 

I tried to smile and felt my cheeks twitch nervously. “Let’s talk big picture here, Chad. Do you know what you’d be doing if you murder me?”

“Slay, you mean.”

I shook my head. “Don’t try to make it sound all Hollywood. You’d be murdering me. Just because you think I’m a monster. But I’m not a monster. I’m just a little dentally different than you.”

He studied me for a moment, his expression growing uncertain. “You drink blood, don’t you?”

I made a face. It sounded so gross. “This is true. But it’s provided by willing donors. There’s kegs of the stuff, hopefully sanitized and homogenized or whatever they do to make it clean and disease-free.”

“You’re an undead creature of the night.” He frowned and jabbed the stake in my general direction.

I looked up and pointed at the sky. “Sun’s still up, isn’t it? And I’m breathing. Heart’s going all pitty-pat. Seriously, you need to read up a little on the topic. Take some notes.”

Chad sighed heavily. “You’re saying that everything I’ve been told all my life—everything I’ve ever believed—has all been a lie. That I haven’t been doing my job as a protector of mankind by ridding it of bloodsucking monsters, I’ve actually been killing innocent people.”

I nodded enthusiastically. “Bingo!”

He stared at me for a moment and then snorted. “You’re funny. That’s almost enough for me to let you live, but you know what? Not going to happen.”


Bingo denied.

I tried to scramble away from him, but he grabbed my fuchsia-covered leg and pulled me back until he was completely on top of me, pinning my arms under his knees so all I could do was thrash from side to side like a wounded seal. He grabbed my face and squeezed, making my mouth open up so he could inspect my fangs. He ran a thumb over one of them.

“I usually take these from the young ones I slay. Got myself a nice necklace now.”

I sank my teeth (fangs included) into his hand as deep as I could, and he pulled away with surprise and a sudden yelp of pain. 

He smacked me across the side of my face. “Shouldn’t have done that, vampire.”

“You touch me again and my boyfriend is going to rip your lungs out,” I hissed.

“Yeah?” He smirked and looked around from his position on top of me. “I don’t think I see your boyfriend anywhere. Or anyone else for that matter. It’s just you and me.”

“He’s a master vampire and he’s not a big fan of hunters. Lungs? Ripped out? Do I need to repeat myself?”

That got his attention. “A master vampire? In Toronto? There’s only one that I’ve heard of.”

“That’s him. Do I need to mention the ripping out of lungs again?”

His raised stake lowered slightly, and his brow furrowed. “Did you say your name was Sarah?”

“So what if I did?”

“Sarah Dearly?”

I struggled to get out from under him but he had me pinned too firmly. “Get off me, you bastard.”

Surprisingly, he did. As if there were wires attached to his body like a marionette, he sprang to his feet and stared at me with a deep frown while I slowly got up and brushed myself off. 

“Sarah Dearly,” he repeated. “The master vampire’s girlfriend.”

I glanced at him warily. “How do you know my name?”

His eyes widened. He breathed in a deep breath of cold air and let it out slowly before he spoke again. “Everyone knows about you.”

“Everyone?”

“The Slayer of Slayers.” He said it under his breath and took a step backward.

“The what of the what?”

“Last month . . . the massacre at the vampire lair. You killed so many hunters . . . so many . . . ” His voice trailed off and he brought a hand to his mouth.

What in the hell was he talking about?

He took another step backward and hit the thick trunk of a tall oak tree next to a park bench. “I . . . I . . . should never have . . . ” His eyes shifted back and forth and I noticed the hand that held the stake was now shaking. “Please, spare me. That whole thing earlier, me acting all tough . . . that was just an act. The other hunters . . . they’re so mean, and they all think I’m weak. I was just out for a hot dog and a Coke, that’s all. Please, don’t hurt me. I was kidding about the fang necklace! Really!”

Last month, there had been a hunter/vampire showdown at the Midnight Eclipse, my boyfriend (sounds like a silly thing to call a six-hundred-year-plus-old vampire, but that’s what he was) Thierry’s secret vampire bar.

It was true that the night in question was a major deal, that a lot of people got hurt, both hunter and vampire, and that I may have . . . possibly . . . sort of . . . had to kill a hunter named Peter, jerk that he was. But that had been pure self-defense—and something I was still feeling great gobs of greasy guilt from, even though he’d majorly deserved it. And it had been with a gun, not with my bare teeth as Chad seemed to indicate with the fearing-for-his-life expression on his now-sweaty face.

Now everyone knows my name?

The theme song from Cheers suddenly began to play in my head.

I took a step toward him and he fell to his knees, the stake falling to the ground. He put his hands together and began to pray in barely coherent whispers. With a trembling hand he reached inside his shirt to pull out a heavy silver cross, which he then held up to ward himself against me.

I sighed. Let’s just nip this in the bud, shall we?


I closed the remaining distance between us, reached forward, and grabbed the cross to show him that it didn’t hurt me at all. It was quite pretty, actually. And shiny. His eyes widened in fear.

Then I grabbed his shirt and pulled him up to his feet—easy to do since he was like a rag doll now—then brought him close enough that our eyeballs were only inches from each other.

“I will let you live . . . today,” I said, calmly and dangerously. I used to aspire to become a world-famous, well-paid actress, so I just called on that questionable ability to give my words a little extra weight. “But if you or your friends come near me again, I shall bathe in your blood.”

Ew. Did I just say that? How disgusting.

But it seemed to get my point across. Chad was now the one scrambling backward, nodding like a lunatic, saying, “Yes, yes, I promise,” over and over again. Then he got shakily to his feet, and with a last look of fear—the intense kind one might have just before losing total bladder control—he turned and ran from the park like the proverbial bat out of hell.

I leaned over and picked the stake up from where Chad the Vampire Slayer had dropped it and studied it for a moment. I had to go find Thierry, tell him what had happened here, and ask him what I should do about it. If anybody would know, he would. He just wasn’t going to be too happy about it.


Slayer of Slayers, huh?


I threw the stake into a nearby garbage can.

That new little nickname was so going to come back to bite me in the ass.

I first tried calling Thierry’s cell phone, but it immediately took me into voicemail, which was frustrating at the best of times. He wasn’t at his townhome, either. So I’d gone back to my apartment to change, then paced back and forth impatiently until eight o’clock when I knew somebody would be at his new vampire club. It didn’t open for another hour, but some of the staff would already be there setting things up. 

It had only been one week since Haven opened. I didn’t like the place as much as Midnight Eclipse. Instead of being hidden behind the façade of a tanning salon, the entrance to Haven was a plain-looking door located along an abandoned alleyway. No bells, no whistles. Just an ugly, three-hundred-pound vampire bouncer named Angel (unfortunately, no relation or even a passing resemblance to David Boreanaz) who sized up vamps who came a-knocking.

Typically the entrance was also monitored by Barry Jordan, the manager of the club. He was extremely short and usually dressed in a tuxedo as well as a sour and annoyed expression. The guy hated me with a passion. Can’t say I was all that thrilled with him either. Unfortunately he recently married my best friend Amy, who seemed to like him just fine for some odd reason.

Barry had a really annoying habit of calling Thierry “the master,” which was very Renfield, and kind of creepy. And he seemed to have a big problem with those who did not refer to him that way. Namely, me.

Barry wasn’t at Haven tonight. It must have been his night off. 

The club was small, intimate, with dark walls, ornately carved cherry wood tables and chairs. A splash of color came from the blue and teal ceramic tiled floor, which had a swirling pattern like a whirlpool. Actually it looked more like a flushing toilet, if you ask me. Modern chandeliers dripped from the ceiling, filling the club with a soft, flickering light that filled me with anything but ease. I was way too stressed out by the time I got there.

“Where’s Thierry?” I blurted out as I entered the club.

George was lighting a candle on a nearby table and he looked up at me. “Do you realize how often you enter a room saying that?”

I blinked at him.

“You could come in here with a ‘Hi George, how are you doing George,’” he continued. “But, no. It’s all about Thierry.”

I felt a wave of anxiety. “I need to find him. I have a major problem.”

He rolled his eyes. George was a waiter at the club. He’d also worked at Midnight Eclipse, and I considered him one of my very best fanged friends. Totally gorgeous, too. He had shoulder-length sandy blond hair, a square jaw, high cheekbones, full lips, and bedroom eyes. A body like a Chippendales dancer, or one of those hottie male models on the covers of romance novels. Yeah, George was damn hot.

Too bad he played for the other team.

“Marco dumped me,” he announced.

“Who’s Marco?”

“My boyfriend.” He frowned. “You knew that already.”

I shrugged, feeling too distracted to fully concentrate on what he was saying.

“He was one of the construction workers who worked on the club,” he said.

“Oh. Well, I’m sorry. I’m sure you’ll . . . I don’t know . . . meet somebody else.” I glanced around the dimly lit club. “So where’s Thierry?”

He sighed and leaned against the table. “Your lack of compassion for my acute depression is duly noted. What’s your trauma du jour, anyhow?”

I quickly explained what had happened, starting with the jog and ending with my new nickname. George whistled.

“Well, that explains all these crazy rumors I’ve been hearing,” he said. “About some badass vampire in town. I never realized it was you. No offense.”

My anxiety increased another notch. “There are rumors? Already? What am I going to do?”

He appeared to think about it. “You should probably talk to Thierry.”

“Well, duh.”

I felt a rough tap on my shoulder and I turned around. A husky man wearing a dark blue ski jacket presented me with a fang-filled grin. “You Veronique?”

I stared at him blankly. “Not even remotely. Who are you?”

“I’m her ride to the airport.”

There was a sudden change in the air and I knew without a doubt the woman in question had just entered the room. The scent of expensive perfume wafted under my nostrils. I’d been turned into a vampire exactly seven weeks ago and my sense of smell had been growing daily. This was sometimes a blessing and sometimes—depending on where in the city I was walking—not so much. 

I turned to watch her glide through the club.

Veronique eyed the driver and her red lips curved up to the right. “If you could give me one moment to say good-bye to my friend I would greatly appreciate it.”

He nodded, immediately intoxicated by the gorgeous woman with long raven hair, flawless skin, and remarkably white and sparkly fangs.

She glanced at the leaning tower of George and her eyes narrowed. “Shouldn’t you be working?”

“I was . . . I was just going to . . . ” he stammered, then gave me a stricken look. “Um . . . I’ll go find Thierry.” He scurried away.

Well, her charms didn’t work on everyone.

But I liked Veronique. Actually I liked her a lot, but there was one big thing about her I wasn’t terribly fond of. 

She was Thierry’s wife.

I had been assured that their marriage was in name only after more than six hundred years. Frankly, I couldn’t imagine knowing somebody for thirty years, let alone six hundred. But I still wasn’t thrilled with the situation. Dating a married man, even though the wife was fine and dandy with it, just seemed . . . extremely wrong.

I’d recently summoned enough courage to ask if she’d ever considered getting a divorce. Veronique had waved off my question with a laugh and said, “After so many years, why would I want something like that?”

Yeah. I’d managed to refrain from digging my fingernails into her perfect eyeballs. Barely.

So, as I said, I liked Veronique. But her recent decision to go back to her fabulous life in France wasn’t the most heartbreaking news I’d heard all year.

She gave me a tight hug, followed by a brief kiss on each of my cheeks. “Au revoir.” She leaned back. “Are you all right, my dear?”

I forced a smile. “I’m fine. Have a nice flight. Bye now.”

“Are you quite certain? You look a little . . . malheureux.”

“I failed French in high school. But I feel fine.” I shrugged. Well, other than narrowly escaping death only hours ago, I thought. Again.

I looked over my shoulder. Where the hell was Thierry?

“I think I know what it is.” A smile played at her perfectly outlined lips. “You are afraid to admit how much you will miss me. I understand. But the time that I was needed here has passed and yours has just begun.”

My eyebrow perked up at that. Was she talking about Thierry? Maybe she’d given the divorce thing more thought. I shifted my feet, which now, instead of the Reeboks from my near-death jog, sported low-heeled, rubber-soled Tender Tootsies that looked okay with my black jeans. My trendier footwear was currently piled up at the back of my closet to make way for that which was consistently comfortable and easy to run in.


Proactive = Me.

Veronique reached into her tiny Fendi bag, pulled out a business card, and handed it to me.

“That is the number to my home in Paris. If you ever need to talk to someone, please don’t hesitate to call me. I know things will soon be difficult for you.”

I glanced at the card and then tucked it into the pocket of my jeans. “So you’ve heard about the hunters’ special new interest in me, too? Wow, rumors sure spread quickly, don’t they?”

Her forehead creased prettily. “No . . . though that is certainly cause for concern. I was referring to how distraught you will be when my Thierry leaves you.”

“Huh?” My forehead creased less prettily, and I scanned the nearly empty club again. “What? He’s leaving me? When did this happen?”

She shook her head. “No, not yet, my dear. I’m simply saying that when it does happen, please feel free to call me. I can dispense invaluable advice to help mend your broken heart.”

My eyes widened with every word.

The driver approached her. “We should be leaving now to catch your flight, ma’am.”

I just stared at Veronique. “Did Thierry say something to you? Is that why I can’t find him tonight? Is he avoiding me?”

She smiled patiently at me. “It is so sweet how taken you are with him. I am not saying this to upset you, but it is quite obvious that this will only be a short-term relationship.”

“Short-term?”

“You have known him for what . . . less than two months, yes? I know he feels a great sense of responsibility for your safety. From the attention he has paid you, it is understandable that you would become greatly smitten with him.”

“Smitten?” I sputtered. “You think I’m smitten?”

She frowned slightly at my words. “Thierry is almost seven hundred years old. You are . . . what? In your mid-thirties?”

“I AM TWENTY-EIGHT!”

“There is no reason to shout, my dear. I am trying to be a friend to you and tell you how things truly are, so you will not be shocked by how things inevitably turn out. I have known Thierry for so, so many years. I know him better than anyone else. I am simply warning you to prepare for his interest to wane.” She touched my arm. “I am sorry.”

The driver cleared his throat loudly. “If we don’t leave soon, ma’am, I’m afraid you’ll miss your flight and then I’ll—”

I spun around. “And then you’ll what?” I snapped.

He took a step backward. “Never mind. Take all the time you need.”

Veronique shook her head. “Mon dieu. I should not have said anything. It is simply my desire to see those I care about happy. Being in love with a man such as Thierry will not bring you happiness. He is too old for you. There are too many secrets. Simply too much against you. I apologize for being blunt, but I have only done so as a friend.”

It was difficult to be friends with somebody who had been effortlessly perfect for seven centuries. She’d seen everything and done everything at least once. Plus, she had really great hair.

She also had a nasty habit of being right.

I ran a quick hand under my nose, sniffed, and tried to compose myself. “You’d better go. Don’t want to miss your plane.”

Veronique nodded. “Of course. Take care, my dear.”

She looked at me with concern for a moment longer. Then, with a single glance at the driver, she left the club without another word.

I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly and shakily as I tried to compose myself.


“When my Thierry leaves you.” Her words kept repeating in my mind like a bad burrito. “It is quite obvious that this will only be a short-term relationship.”


I shook my head. No. Thierry wasn’t going to break my heart. Our relationship was on solid ground. Rock steady.

Even though he was absolutely perfect and I was far from it, I wanted us to work out. I’d do whatever it took to prove to him that I was the right woman for him. Long-term.

Sure, he’d been a little distracted lately with trying to open the new club in record time. I’d barely seen him at all for the last couple of weeks, but that didn’t mean a thing.

Not a damn thing.

It was only a little over two weeks ago that we’d gotten back from a fantastic trip to Mexico. Romance. Margaritas. Sunscreen.

It could have been better, I suppose. Even while staying mostly out of the blaringly bright sun, I’d still managed to get a serious burn on my back that made it difficult to move without screaming. Thierry warned me about staying out of the sun, but I hadn’t listened to him. Vampires are not killed by sunlight as is the popular myth. However, it still makes us a bit weaker physically and annoyed by the brightness of the “big ball of fire death” in the sky, which is what I call it now, ever since the sunburn from hell. Especially after going through vats of Noxzema during the healing process. Talk about putting a major crimp in your love life.

After getting back, Thierry focused all his attention on the club. But now that it was open . . . 

I glanced around. Where in the hell was he, anyhow?

No. I couldn’t think about this right now. I had rumors to worry about. Hunters to hide from. Etcetera.

Veronique was crazy. Thierry and I were just fine. Sure he was a little distant, but that was just the way he was. We had a deep, romantic connection. 

Well . . . 

Except for the fact that we hadn’t had sex since Mexico. Oh, didn’t I mention that? Yeah. Might be a problem.

I swallowed hard.


Maybe Veronique wasn’t so crazy.

“Sarah—” a deep, familiar voice said from behind me. “George says you’re looking for me?”
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