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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurThe climactic novel in the bestselling Midnight Breed series, of which BookPage 
raves: If you like romance combined with heart-stopping paranormal suspense, youre going to love this 

book. In the dark of night, a blood war escalates within the hidden world of the Breed. After maintaining a 
fragile peace with the humans who walk beside them unaware, a single act of retaliation has put the vampire 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B004YWJZVU


nation at risk of discovery. It falls to the Ordera cadre of Breed warriors pledged to protect their own and 
humankind aliketo stop Dragos, the power-mad vampire, before his push for domination explodes into 

catastrophe. At the center of the Orders quest is Sterling Chase, whose biggest battle is the one he wages 
against his own savage nature. But when his eyes meet those of Tavia Fairchild, Chase finds himself drawn 

to the womanand convinced she is something much more than she seems. And while everything logical 
warns Tavia against getting close to Chase, she cannot deny that he stirs something ravenous within her. As 

the Orders enemy mobilizes for the battle of the ages, Chase and Tavia are thrust into the heart of the 
violence. With time running out, they must find a way to defeat Dragos once and for allor die 

trying.BONUS: This edition includes an excerpt from Lara Adrian's Edge of Dawn and the novella, "A Taste 
of Midnight." Stunning . . . filled with passion, treachery, and danger . . . Adrian pulls out all the stops.RT 
Book sExtraitchapter one The charges are set, Lucan. Detonators are ready whenever you say the word. On 

your go, it all ends right here. Lucan Thorne stood silent in the dusk-filled, snow-covered yard of the Boston 
estate that had long served as a base of operations for himself and his small cadre of brothers in arms. For 

more than a hundred years, on countless patrols, they rode out from this very spot to guard the night, 
maintaining a fragile peace between the unwitting humans who owned the daytime hours and the predators 
who moved among them secretly, sometimes lethally, in the dark. Lucan and his warriors of the Order dealt 
in swift, deadly justice and had never known the taste of defeat. Tonight it was bitter on his tongue. Dragos 

will pay for this, he growled around the emerging points of his fangs. Lucans vision burned amber as he 
stared across the expansive lawn at the pale limestone facade of the Gothic mansion. A chaos of tire tracks 
scarred the grounds from the police chase that had crashed the compounds tall iron gates that morning and 
come to a bullet-riddled halt right at the Orders front door. Blood stained the snow where law enforcement 

gunfire had mowed down three terrorists whod bombed Bostons United Nations building then fled the scene 
with a dozen cops and every news station in the area in close pursuit. All of itfrom the attack on a human 

government facility, to the media-covered police chase of the suspects onto the compounds secured 
groundshad been orchestrated by the Orders chief adversary, a power-mad vampire called Dragos. He wasnt 

the first of the Breed to dream of a world where humankind lived to serve and served in fear. But where 
others before him with less commitment had failed, Dragos had demonstrated astonishing patience and 

initiative. Hed been carefully sowing the seeds of his rebellion for most of his long life, secretly cultivating 
followers within the Breed and making Minions of any humans he felt could help carry out his twisted goals. 
For the past year and a half, since their discovery of Dragoss plans, Lucan and his brethren had kept him on 

the run. They had succeeded in driving him back, thwarting his every move and disrupting his operation. 
Until today. Today it was the Order pushed back and on the run, and Lucan didnt like it one damn bit. Whats 

the ETA at the temporary headquarters? The question was aimed toward Gideon, one of the two warriors 
whod remained behind with Lucan to wrap things up in Boston while the rest of the compound went ahead 
to an emergency safe house in northern Maine. Gideon glanced away from the small handheld computer in 
his palm and met Lucans gaze over the rims of silvery blue shades. Savannah and the other women have 

been on the road for nearly five hours, so they should be at the location in about thirty minutes. Niko and the 
other warriors are just a couple hours behind them. Lucan gave a nod, grim but relieved that the abrupt 

relocation had come together as well as it had. There were a few loose ends and details yet to be managed, 
but so far everyone was safe and the damage Dragos had intended to inflict on the Order had been 

minimized. Movement stirred on the other side of Lucan as Tegan, the other warrior whod stayed behind, 
returned from the latest perimeter check. Any problems? None. Tegans face showed no emotion, only grim 
purpose. The two cops in the unmarked stakeout vehicle near the gates are still tranced and sleeping. After 
the hard memory scrub I gave them earlier today, theres a good chance they wont wake up until next week. 
And when they do, itll be with one hellacious hangover. Gideon grunted. Better a mind scrub on a couple of 
Bostons finest than a very public bloodbath involving half the citys precincts and the feds combined. Damn 

straight, Lucan said, recalling the swarm of cops and reporters who had filled the estate grounds that 
morning. If the situation had escalated and any of those cops or federal agents had decided to come banging 

on the mansion door . . . Christ, Im sure I dont need to tell either of you how fast or how far things would 
have gone south. Tegans eyes were grave in the rising darkness. Guess weve got Chase to thank for that. 

Yeah, Lucan replied. Hed lived a long timenine hundred years and then somebut for however long hed walk 
this Earth, he knew he would never forget the sight of Sterling Chase strolling out of the mansion and 

squarely into the aim of a lawn full of heavily armed cops and federal agents. He could have died several 
ways in that moment. If the adrenaline-fueled panic of any one of the armed men assembled in the yard 



hadnt killed him on the spot, spending longer than half an hour under the full blast of morning sunlight 
would have. But Chase apparently hadnt cared about any of that as hed allowed himself to be cuffed and led 
away by the human authorities. His surrenderhis personal sacrificehad bought the Order precious time. He 
had diverted attention from the mansion and what it concealed, giving Lucan and the others the chance to 
secure the subterranean compound and mobilize the evacuation of its residents once the sun set. After a 

string of bad calls and personal fuck-ups, most recently a failed strike against Dragos that had inadvertently 
landed Chases face on the national news, he was the last of the warriors Lucan would have turned to for 
answers. What he had done today was nothing short of astonishing, if not suicidal. Then again, Sterling 

Chase had been on a self-destructive path for some time now. Maybe this was his way of nailing that coffin 
shut once and for all. Gideon raked a hand over the top of his spiky blond hair and exhaled a curse. Fucking 
lunatic. I cant believe he actually did it. It should have been me. Lucan glanced between Tegan and Gideon, 
the warrior whod been with him when hed first founded the Order in Europe and the one whod helped him 

establish the warriors home base in Boston centuries later. Im the Orders leader. If there was a sacrifice to be 
made to spare everyone else, I should have been the one to step up. Tegan eyed him grimly. How long do 

you think Chase would have been able to keep his Bloodlust at bay? Whether hes in human custody or loose 
on the streets, his thirst owns him. Hes lost and he knows that. He knew it when he walked out that door this 

morning. He had nothing left to lose. Lucan grunted. And now hes sitting in police custody somewhere, 
surrounded by humans. He might have spared us from discovery today, but what if his thirst gets the better 

of him and he ends up exposing the existence of all the Breed? One moment of heroism could undo centuries 
of secrecy. Tegans expression was coldly sober. I guess well have to trust him. Trust, Lucan said. Thats a 
currency hes come up short on more than once lately. Unfortunately, right now, they didnt have a lot of 
choice in the matter. Dragos had demonstrated quite effectively just how far he was willing to take his 

enmity toward the Order. He had no regard for life, human or his own kind, and as of today, hed shown that 
he would take their power struggle out of the shadows and into the open. It was dangerous ground, with 
impossibly high stakes. And it was personal now. Dragos had crossed a line here, and there would be no 
going back. Lucan glanced at Gideon. Its time. Hit the detonators. Lets get this done. The warrior gave a 
slight nod and turned his attention back to his handheld computer. Ah, fuck me, he muttered, the traces of 
his British accent punctuating the curse. Here we go then. The three Breed males stood side by side in the 

crisp, cold darkness. Above them the sky was clear and cloudless, endless black, pierced with stars. 
Everything was still, as if Earth and the heavens had frozen in time, suspended in that instant between the 

silence of a perfect winter night and the first low rumble of the destruction unfolding roughly three hundred 
feet beneath the warriors boots. It seemed to carry on forever, not some great bombastic spectacle of furious 
noise and spewing fire and ash but a quiet yet thorough annihilation. The living quarters have been sealed, 
Gideon reported somberly as the thunder began to ebb. He touched the screen of his handheld device and 

another series of deep growls rolled from far below the snow-covered ground. The weapons room, the 
infirmary . . . both gone now. Lucan didnt allow himself to dwell on the memories or the history that was 

housed in the labyrinth of rooms and corridors being systematically exploded with a touch of Gideons finger 
on that tiny computer screen. It had taken more than a hundred years to build the compound into what it had 

become. He couldnt deny that it put a cold ache in his chest to feel it being pulled down so neatly. The 
chapel has been sealed, Gideon said, after pressing the digital detonator another time. All that remains is the 
tech lab. Lucan heard the slight catch in the warriors low voice. The tech lab was Gideons pride, the nerve 

center of the Orders operation. It was where theyd assembled and strategized before every nights mission. It 
took no effort at all for Lucan to see his brethrens faces, a fine group of honorable, courageous Breed males, 
gathered around the labs conference table, each one ready to give his life for the other. Some of them had. 
And some likely would in the time still to come. As the soft percussion of explosives continued to rumble 
belowground, Lucan felt a weight settle on his shoulder. He glanced beside him, to where Tegan stood, the 
warriors big hand remaining a steady presence, his cool green eyes holding Lucans gaze in an unexpected 

show of solidarity, as the last of the thunder faded into silence. Thats it, Gideon announced. That was the last 
one. Its over now. For a long while, none of them spoke. There were no words. Nothing to be said in the 

dark shadow of the now-vacant mansion and its ruined compound below. Finally, Lucan stepped forward. 
His fangs bit into the edges of his tongue as he took one last look at the place that had been his 

headquartershis familys homefor so many years. Amber light filled his vision as his eyes transformed in his 
simmering fury. He pivoted to face his two brethren, and when he at last found the words to speak, his voice 
was harsh and raw with determination. We may be done here, but this night doesnt mark the end of anything. 



Its only the beginning. Dragos wants a war with the Order? Then, by God, hes damn well got it. Revue de 
presseEvocative, enticing, erotic.J. R. Ward, bestselling author of Lover MinePraise for Lara Adrians 

Midnight Breed novelsA fast-paced tale of romantic suspense and intense realistic characters . . . Adrian 
compels people to get hooked on her storylines.Romance s Today, on Shades of MidnightAn entertaining 

ride and as usual kept me riveted from page one.The Romance Reader Connection, on Ashes of 
MidnightWill enthrall you and leave you breathless for more.Wild on Books, on Veil of MidnightPacked 

with danger and action . . . Adrian has hit upon an unbeatable story mix.RT Book s, on Midnight RisingAn 
adrenaline-fueled, sizzlingly sexy, darkly intense addition to Lara Adrians addictively readable paranormal 

Breed series.Chicago Tribune, on Midnight AwakeningFrom the Hardcover edition. 


