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1�
Mirabella DuFrane exited the beachfront adobe
mansion as if she were floating, rather than walk-
ing. The skintight gown—paisley print, plunging
halter neckline, slit up to her slender hip—clung
to every perfect curve, despite the fact that she’d
given birth only three months ago. No one would
have known it to look at her.

Speculation about the identity of her baby girl’s
father was rampant, but no one except Mirabella
knew for sure. And Mirabella wasn’t saying. It just
added to the mysterious allure of Hollywood’s
brightest star.

She was the silver screen’s flavor of the year.
An exotic blend of Italian and Spanish, with cop-
per skin, almond eyes, a figure most women
would die for and many men would kill for—she
was the ideal. And that she was so elusive—never
married, and promising that she never would be—
only added to her massive appeal. She was fond
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of telling the press that she was too free a spirit to
ever be tied down, that no man could ever own her,
possess her, or even hold her for very long. She
would never be tamed. The tabloids were con-
stantly pairing her with one man or another. Poli-
ticians, businessmen, actors. Any photo of her
with a male was fodder for gossip in the rags. She
never denied or confirmed any of it, just smiled
her mysterious smile and answered questions with
more questions when the reporters cast their lines
into her waters on their fishing expeditions.

That was Mirabella.
And yet, there was something else about her.

Something frail and otherworldly that rarely
showed. It lingered beneath the surface, like a
fragile seashell resting on the ocean floor and hop-
ing no rough currents stirred it up to the surface.

Mirabella floated toward the black stretch lim-
ousine that waited at the curb, her gown’s hemline
skimming just above the sidewalk, creating that
airborne illusion she so loved. Paparazzi swarmed,
held at a distance by Bella’s ever-present body-
guards.

Once it had been unusual for the press to be in
Santa Luna in such droves, but this small coastal
town, twenty-five miles south of Los Angeles, had
become a haven for the rich and the famous. Too
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expensive for common folk, too remote for fans,
it had become the hot spot for celebrity get-
aways—quick ones, when there was no time to go
on a real trip. Mirabella had been a guest at an ex-
clusive party at the mansion known as Avalon. Its
fanciful and somewhat pretentious name had been
thought up by its former owners, a Hollywood
pair who’d peaked in the fifties before retiring
here. The Avalon Ball had become an annual
event, and Hollywood’s elite hungered to see their
names on the guest list. Because being invited
was such a coup, no one complained too much
about the press.

Cameras flashed in the night as Mirabella made
her way along the clear path to the waiting car,
smiling and waving all the way.

Then there were different kinds of flashes.
Three of them. Bella’s smile froze in place as her
body jerked in perfect synch with those bright
eruptions. Her milk-chocolate eyes fluttered,
lashes lowering as she looked down. Blood flow-
ers blossomed in slow motion like a Hollywood
depiction of an acid trip over the front of her de-
signer gown. She lifted her head, the huge gold
hoops in her ears jangling. One hand rose, as if
reaching out for help, and then Mirabella’s heavi-
ly lined eyes fell closed, and she folded over her-
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self and sank to the sidewalk, graceful, even with
three bullets in her abdomen.

The press swarmed as her bodyguards fought to
hold them off. Police on crowd control duty closed
in to help, and within a minute, sirens could be
heard as more police and an ambulance arrived.

“It was too late to save Mirabella DuFrane,” a
vaguely familiar male voice said.

It was some retired news anchor, Jack Heart
thought, hired to narrate documentaries once he
was replaced by a younger model at the news
desk. He couldn’t remember the guy’s name.

“She died in the hospital that very night. But
that’s far from where this story ends. The starlet’s
body was stolen from the hospital morgue, and to
this day, it has never been found, leading to nu-
merous reported sightings in the years since. And
her murder? Never solved.”

There was a knock at the motel room door. Jack
looked up, irritated at the interruption. Then he
sensed who was on the other side. Topaz.

Jumping to his feet, he popped the DVD out 
of his portable player, returned it to its case—a
case that bore Mirabella’s image, and the title
DEATH OF A GODDESS: The Mirabella Du-
Frane Story—and closed the lid. “Just a minute.”
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He quickly stuffed the documentary into his back-
pack, zipped it closed and tossed it into the closet.
“Come in, Topaz,” he said as he opened the door
to greet her.

She stepped inside, and for just an instant,
Jack’s gaze was stuck fast on her face. The resem-
blance was subtle, but it was there in the delicate
bone structure, the cheekbones, the jawline, even
the eyebrows. Her skin wasn’t as dark, and her
ethnicity wasn’t as obvious as it had been in her
mother. But she was every bit as stunning.

No. More so.
“What are you staring at?”
“I was just thinking it’s a shame your insides

don’t match your outsides.”
“Oh, I’m the one who’s not what I pretend to

be? As I recall, you’re the one who professed your
undying devotion right up until you vanished with
a half million of my hard-earned dollars.”

“Inheriting is not earning.”
“It was in my case.” She narrowed her eyes.

“And how do you know I inherited it, anyway?”
He averted his eyes. Topaz was under the im-

pression that none of her vampiric friends knew
who she had been in life. And maybe none of
them did—other than him. But he knew. Now.

“Lucky guess,” he muttered.
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“Yeah, well. I don’t suppose the other half of
my money appeared to you in your sleep, did it?”

“I gave you back the half I had. I told you, 
Gregor has the rest. I’ll get it from him somehow,
as soon as we track him down. I promise.”

“Sadly, I know just how much your promises
are worth, Jack.” She shrugged. “And I’m pretty
sure we’ve reached a dead end when it comes to
tracking your former boss down.”

“What do you mean?”
“I mean he got away. Reaper’s calling a meet-

ing in an hour. I’m pretty sure he’s going to dis-
band the gang—send us all our separate ways. At
least until he can get a line on Gregor again.”

He let his gaze move down her body as she
spoke, barely listening to her words and instead
tracing her curves with his eyes. Tight jeans, tiny
silk blouse, her breasts straining against the 
fabric. Even while he stared at them, her nipples
stiffened, as if they could feel his gaze like a phys-
ical touch. He got up and walked toward her.

She tensed, her brown eyes wary, watchful,
but she wouldn’t back away. No, she was too
proud for that.

Jack traced her cheek with a fingertip. “I kept
some of my promises—when I promised to make
you scream, to play your body like no one ever
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had or ever would. I didn’t break any of those
vows, Topaz.”

Her eyes fell closed, and her breath slipped
from her lips in a slow, soft sigh.

He bent his head until his lips were only a
breath away from hers, and he whispered, “If you
stick around a little while, I’ll keep them all over
again.”

He felt her body respond. Felt it tugging at his,
felt her yearning, her desire. Even heard it in the
breathy quality of her wavering reply, saw it in the
way her lips trembled as she gave it, while his eyes
fell closed and he swayed closer, about to kiss
her.

“I could do that. Or you could just eat shit and
die,” she whispered.

He frowned and opened his eyes.
Hers were coated in a sheet of solid ice—one

that concealed a riot of emotions, he was certain.
“I hate you, Jack.”
“You want me,” he said, straightening away

from her.
“One doesn’t negate the other.”
“Okay. Fine. I’ll be ready for Reaper’s meet-

ing.”
He backed away a few more inches, mostly to

give himself relief. Yes, she was just a mark, al-
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beit the only one he’d ever regretted. But he
wanted her like he’d never wanted another
woman. And he was determined to get her out of
his system once and for all.

“Why are you here, Topaz?”
“To give you this.” She fished a slip of paper

from her jeans pocket and handed it to him. “And
to say goodbye.”

He opened it, glimpsing an address, then quick-
ly refocused on her. “You’re going somewhere?”

“I’m going there.” She nodded at the paper in
his hand.

“And you couldn’t leave without coming to
say goodbye, letting me know where you would
be, in case—”

“In case you manage to keep a promise for the
first time in your life and get me back the rest of
my money. I wanted you to know where to send
it. And you’d better, Jack. Because if you haven’t
repaid me by the time I finish my business in Cali-
fornia, I’m gonna track you down, and I’m gonna
hurt you. And not in the good way.”

She turned on her heel, reached for the door-
knob.

Jack gripped her shoulder and spun her back
around to face him. “That’s bullshit and you know
it. You couldn’t leave without saying goodbye to
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me, because you still have feelings for me.” His
arm slid around her waist, hand cupping her ass,
and he jerked her against him. “Admit it.”

“Oh, I have feelings for you, all right,” she
snapped. “Contempt. Disgust. Fury.”

“Lust. Passion. Desire.”
“Desire to do murder, at least,” she agreed.
He ground his hips against her, and she closed

her eyes, unable to suppress the shiver that passed
through her. “Back off, Jack.”

He released her, staring into her face in search
of confirmation that she still felt the things he
did—the physical things that made sense, not the
other ones. Before he could find it, she was out the
door, slamming it behind her.

Sighing, Jack pushed a hand through his hair
in utter frustration. But then reason returned, and
he lunged toward the door and peered through the
peephole.

Topaz was standing on the other side, her hands
pressed to her bowed head. She looked as if she
wanted to scream.

He just wasn’t sure whether it was with anger
or desire. Hell.

Jack wondered why she was really leaving. To
get away from him, he would wager. But why go
all the way to Califor—
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He turned slowly, gazing at the closet door, but
seeing, in his mind’s eye, snippets of the film he’d
just been watching, hearing echoes of the narra-
tor’s voice. He gazed down at the piece of paper
she’d given him.

Avalon Mansion.
Santa Luna, California.
Good God, she was going to the very place

where her mother had been killed. She was going
to try to solve Hollywood’s most compelling mys-
tery.

It could be dangerous.
Maybe he should tag along. If only he could

think of a plausible excuse. Reaching for his back-
pack, he unzipped it and reached inside. The bag
full of money he’d claimed he didn’t have was still
there, still intact. He might need to give it back to
her sooner or later, he supposed, as a way of con-
vincing her of his sincerity and good intentions.
The very reasons he’d given her back the first half.
It hadn’t worked entirely, but it had seemed to
knock a chink or two in that brick wall she’d
erected around her heart to keep him out.

He might need to return the rest to win her
trust.

He probably shouldn’t waste his time. But then
again, he had to stick closely to one of the mem-
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bers of the gang, because he had bigger fish to fry
this time around, and having access to Reaper
would be crucial. Sticking like glue to the big guy
would be too obvious, though. And since the gang
was splitting up, for the moment, he was going to
have to pick one member to latch onto. Why not
Topaz?

And so what if he had to give her back the rest
of her money? He was pretty sure there was a lot
more than 500 K to be made this time.

He fingered the manila envelope that rested in-
side the bag with the cash and the DVD. It was
stamped with the words CLASSIFIED: PROP-
ERTY OF THE U.S. CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE
AGENCY. He’d found it in his former boss’s safe,
along with Gregor’s half of Topaz’s money.

Maybe—just maybe, if he played his cards
right—Jack could make whatever there was to be
made of what he’d found in that envelope and
keep half of what he’d conned from Topaz.

That notion made his collar feel a little tight, his
stomach a little queasy. He cleared his throat and
shook off the unaccustomed sensations. Guilt was
nothing but wasted energy.

He pulled out the DVD and told himself he 
really ought to slip it back into Topaz’s belongings
before she discovered it was missing. If she found
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out that he had been snooping through her stuff,
she would really be unhappy to see him when he
showed up on her oceanfront doorstep.

After she left Jack’s room, Topaz held her head
in her hands and waited for the hunger that had
suffused her veins to ease, for the trembling that
had possessed her body to stop. She wanted him.
God, she wanted him so badly it was like an ad-
diction.

She knew he was no good. And yet she wanted
him. No good for her, and no good, period. And
yet she ached for him. He was a con man. And yet
she hungered for his kiss. If she fell back into
those strong arms again, knowing what she knew
about him, then she was the most pathetic, self-
destructive, stupid woman on the planet. And she
was determined to be none of those things.

“You okay?”
She lifted her head and met Roxy’s eyes. Roxy.

The wild, irreverent, redheaded mortal whose age
was fathomless. The belladonna antigen in her
blood, the hallmark of the only humans with the
potential to become vampires, made it unlikely
she would live nearly as long as she already had,
but she showed no signs of slowing down. Roxy.
The most trusted mortal Topaz could imagine.

9780778325185_txt.qxp  11/13/07  2:09 PM  Page 18



Multiple New York Times bestseller Maggie Shayne is one  
of the hottest authors currently writing paranormal romance.

Her works are fresh and sexy, carrying the reader into a darkly 
compelling and fully realised world where vampires are creatures  
of the heart, not just the night.

 

0310_Lover's_Bite.indd   1 2/11/09   11:19:23



DID YOU PURCHASE THIS BOOK WITHOUT A COVER?
If you did, you should be aware it is stolen property as it was reported  
unsold and destroyed by a retailer. Neither the author nor the publisher 

has received any payment for this book.

All the characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination 
of the author, and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the 
same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any 
individual known or unknown to the author, and all the incidents are 
pure invention.

All Rights Reserved including the right of reproduction in whole or 
in part in any form. This edition is published by arrangement with 
Harlequin Enterprises II B.V./S.à.r.l. The text of this publication or any 
part thereof may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by 
any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, 
storage in an information retrieval system, or otherwise, without the 
written permission of the publisher.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade 
or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the 
prior consent of the publisher in any form of binding or cover other than 
that in which it is published and without a similar condition including 
this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

MIRA is a registered trademark of Harlequin Enterprises Limited,  
used under licence.

First published in Great Britain 2010. 
MIRA Books, Eton House, 18-24 Paradise Road, 
Richmond, Surrey, TW9 1SR

© Margaret Benson 2008

ISBN 978 0 7783 0397 8

55-0310

MIRA’s policy is to use papers that are natural, renewable and 
recyclable products and made from wood grown in sustainable forests.  
The logging and manufacturing processes conform to the legal 
environmental regulations of the country of origin.

Printed in Great Britain 
by Clays Ltd, St Ives plc

0310_Lover's_Bite.indd   4 2/11/09   11:19:23



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Gray Gamma 2.2)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.3
  /CompressObjects /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails true
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Preserve
  /UCRandBGInfo /Remove
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile (Color Management Off)
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 244
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 244
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /Warning
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck true
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly true
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError false
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier (CGATS TR 001)
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <>
    /CHT <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA (Utilizzare queste impostazioni per creare documenti Adobe PDF che devono essere conformi o verificati in base a PDF/X-1a:2001, uno standard ISO per lo scambio di contenuto grafico. Per ulteriori informazioni sulla creazione di documenti PDF compatibili con PDF/X-1a, consultare la Guida dell'utente di Acrobat. I documenti PDF creati possono essere aperti con Acrobat e Adobe Reader 4.0 e versioni successive.)
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die moeten worden gecontroleerd of moeten voldoen aan PDF/X-1a:2001, een ISO-standaard voor het uitwisselen van grafische gegevens. Raadpleeg de gebruikershandleiding van Acrobat voor meer informatie over het maken van PDF-documenten die compatibel zijn met PDF/X-1a. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 4.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU <>
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /HighResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




