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PART 3: The Monk and the Tavern Wench 

Chapter 2 

 

Lucas sensed Vivian following him. She stopped as he passed through the heavy wooden door 

into his lair. The room was dark but he didn’t need light to see everything in startling clarity. His 

gaze swept the simply furnished room—bed, desk, chair, armoire. He cared little about any of it 

until his gaze fell upon the altar in the corner and the glided crucifix on top. Neither he nor any 

of his hunters seemed to have a problem with looking upon Christ’s cross. Although he’d used 

the cross on his hunter’s dagger to subdue his share of evil vampires. 

 

The absurdity of all of it hit him in the chest like a blow. He’d lived as a monk for… God, how 

many centuries? 

 

But he wasn’t a monk of Christ anymore. He had the possibly to be an instrument of great evil. 

Every man had that potential, but for him it was a demonic instinct he fought with everything he 

had. And he was getting tired of fighting his nature by himself. 

 

He faced the beautiful angel behind him. Her fear that he’d reject her and desire for him mixed in 

his senses like the taste of sour grapes, but he knew if allowed to be made into wine, those grapes 

would be of the finest vintage. 

 

“Lucas?” 

 

Her quiet voice had him holding his hand out to her. Her fingers shook as he enfolded her much 

smaller, almost dainty hand. Her other clutched at the cut bodice, closing the blue silk over her 

breasts. The memory of those high mounds of creamy flesh with their dark rosy points had his 

groin aching with a fierce need he’d never felt before. 

 

“I—I…” He cleared his voice and pulled her to him. As he brushed his fingers over her cheek, he 

breathed in the sweet aroma of her. All sunshine and lavender. “I don’t want you fighting 

because I cannot bear the thought of you leaving here. Leaving me.” 

 

She gasped and her eyes flashed diamond bright with her desire. Closing his eyes, he let desire 

nearly as strong as bloodlust take over his actions. He pinned her against him, and she moaned 

from the contact with him. He brushed his lips over hers, and she arched against him. 

 



The brush of lips was tender and sweet, but he wanted more, needed more. But, damn it, he felt 

so inadequate. So, he stopped and rested his forehead against hers. As their gazes locked, he 

hoarsely said, “I was supposed to be a Gladiator. My father was a great fighter and was training 

me. That’s why I’m so big. When he was killed, I was just a boy of fourteen. I never knew my 

mother. She was killed after I was born because she chose to become a Christian. My own father 

turned her over to the soldiers for…” He scrubbed his face, remembering. “For gold. When I 

found out, I despised my father, and I despised the God she’d believed in. 

 

“When he died, I was…relieved.” He turned away and sat on the bed. She settled next to since he 

still held her hand. The words wouldn’t stop as a thirteen-hundred-year-old memory came to the 

surface like oily scum. “I had nowhere to go. I didn’t want to be a fighter. I ran, hiding from the 

authorities who would have taken me and shipped me off to some nether lands of the Empire. Or 

in the ring with a half-starved lion with only my hands to protect myself. I don’t know why, but I 

prayed to my mother’s God. When I finally fell to sleep, I had a dream. I had to find the church. I 

had to join the church. My father had tried to instill the Pantheon on me, but I never believed in 

the gods and goddesses. 

 

“Driven by that dream—I know now it was my Guardian—but then I…” He looked at her, and 

her eyes held such wonderful glow he couldn’t pull away. “I just felt I had to follow her 

direction. I found the monastery. My conversion came quick, and I never understood why or how 

it all made so much sense to me so soon. I felt what my mother must have felt—protected, loved, 

forgiven, saved. I never felt otherwise or believed otherwise until I was turned into a vampire.” 

 

He looked down at their joined hand. “I’ve often wondered if my becoming a vampire was for 

my feeling of relief that my father had been slain. Ever since, I’ve been living a sham. Still the 

monk in a church I’m no longer a part of.” 

 

“Lucas, I don’t believe you were turned for any other reason than out of Satan’s greed. You are 

and were a remarkable man. And because you are and were a true man of God, you didn’t buckle 

under his evil. You stayed strong and still believe in what is right. But this isn’t really about 

telling me about yourself, is it?” He met that glowing blue gaze again. “You’ve never been with 

a woman, have you?” 

 

He sucked in a breath he didn’t require since he didn’t need to breathe at all and could do 

nothing but close his eyes and nod. She stood, and her leaving stabbed into his lonely heart as 

surely as a silver blade. 

 

When she didn’t walk out the door, he looked at her. She smiled and dropped the front of her 

dress. The cut halves fell away from her glorious breasts. His body stung from the need to touch 

her, but what came next paralyzed him. 



 

With deliberate slowness, she slipped the dress down her body. The blue silk pooled around her 

feet like the sea, or the azure sky. His heart stumbled over several beats as he looked upon her 

body. No artist could have done her justice with a brush.  

 

“You are so beautiful,” he rasped in his native Latin. Her movements were so graceful she 

seemed to float toward him. “I have to be dreaming again.” 

 

She rested her hand on the side of his face. The other landed on his knee below the dagger 

strapped to his leg. “You dream about me?” 

 

“Yes,” the word came out on a gravely breath of air. 

 

As she leaned over him, her golden hair fell around him. She untied the straps holding the 

hunter’s dagger to his thigh. The soft touches setting off a firestorm in his lower belly and 

tightened his erection to the point where he was afraid he’d embarrass himself even more than he 

already had. 

 

As her lips hovered above his mouth, she whispered, “What do you dream about, Lucas?” 

 

He grabbed her bare waist, her skin soft and satiny under his touch, and pulled her into the gap 

between his thighs. “Doing this.” 

 

Gently, he brushed her lips, but before he could pull away, frustrated that he wasn’t doing the 

kiss correctly, she licked his upper lip. He opened his mouth, and she delved into his with her hot 

tongue. She explored his mouth and then pulled back. He lifted her and laid her on the feather 

mattress at the same time he dove into the sweetness of her mouth with a growl. He planted his 

fists on either side of her head and surged over her. 

 

She groped his shoulders and caressed down his back. As he feasted on the amazing pleasure of 

her kiss; the sensations echoed between them through the mate bond that grew stronger with 

each touch. Her fingers found the front of his breeches. Before he quite knew what she was 

doing, her warm hand grasped him. 

 

On a moan, they both broke the kiss as the bliss engulfed both of them as she stroked him. 

Breathless, her back arching against him, she said, “What else…Lucas? What else do 

you...dream about doing to…me?” 

 



He was nearly lost, but he fought the urge to let go; instinct telling him the release for both of 

them would be so much better if he struggled to hold it in. Leaning over her, he lifted his hand 

and caressed down her throat to her breast. He brushed over her pebble-hard nipple. “This.” 

 

He dipped his head to her breast, letting his fantasies and his instincts full reign, and took the 

hard point into his mouth as a babe would. Squeezing his eyes tight and clenching his muscles as 

her pleasure ripped through him, he suckled first on one nipple then the other, until the urge to let 

go got to be overwhelming—for both of them. 

 

“Lucas…” Vivian’s plea stroked down his back like invisible fingers to the base of his rock-hard 

erection.  

 

He couldn’t wait any longer. She opened her legs further to accommodate his big body, and he 

went to that place as if going home. He thrust forward, and she pitched off the mattress. Staring 

into her glowing blue eyes, knowing his were a hell-fire red, he joined their bodies in one swift, 

powerful plunge. He threw his head back and called out her name in a loud rush as her pleasure 

and his bliss echoed through him. She held on to his buttocks, her fingernails biting into the flesh 

as he pulled out and slammed right back into all that hot, slick glove. 

 

The mating was fast with more than a hint of desperation in both of them. Four thrusts into it, she 

tightened around him and the sensation caused a flaming cannon ball to shoot down his spine. He 

threw back his head and roared like a lion, and she screamed his name as she quaked around him. 

Time stretched and snapped back when that hot ball shot out of him and filled her. Lucas floated 

on the sea of ecstasy—filled with both his and hers. 

 

Dear God in Heaven! 

 

He trembled as he came back to himself and rolled over onto his back, taking Vivian with him. 

She curled into him her body warm and soft pressed close to his hard muscles. He ran his hand 

over her back, up into her tangled waves of golden hair, and held her to him. 

 

“I love you,” she whispered and kissed his neck, right over the place the demon had bitten him. 

He moaned at the zinging pleasure, and his spent manhood filled with raging life again. 

 

He brought her over him to meet his gaze. “I love you.” She kissed him, but he broke it off and 

held her face between his hands. “The Guardian had come to me. She gave me the name of that 

village.” She trembled in his arms and her gaze slid from his. The scene had been one they had 

never spoke of—four vampires—Vivian being among them, fifteen drained bodies, others so 

traumatized they were barely alive. Evil at its height. “The Guardian told me I’d find my partner 



and brother among the evil. I thought both were Ian.” She met his gaze again. “But I was wrong. 

You are my partner and Ian has become my brother.”  

 

“I will always be your partner. I will fight by your side for eternity.” 

 

He smiled and brushed her hair from her face. “Will you become my wife? My mate?” 

 

“Yes.” Then she took him into her body, and her love encircled him with such force he lost his 

breath. 

 


