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Prologue

	Alden

	1935

	 

	Alden Duke crossed the carefully manicured lawn, watching the house for any sign of movement. He moved slowly, sticking close to the trees which surrounded the property. The place was crawling with guards and he couldn’t afford to get caught. If he did, it would mean his death.

	I shouldn’t be here, he thought, on enemy territory. But he had to know the truth. Tiberius had all but disappeared this last year and he had to know why. What would make him withdraw like that? To step away from the fight?

	Know your enemy, he thought, almost laughing at the thought. He knew him well. Too well. 

	His heart beat wildly in his chest from anticipation and fear. Or was it excitement? He couldn’t decide. Being on King land was against the rules. His father was adamant that no Duke was to incite a fight unless he ordered it. The old man was approaching his end, soon Alden would be in charge, then he would make the rules. As much as he craved that kind of power, he wasn’t in a rush to get there. Being in charge meant being held accountable, his every move watched. He certainly wouldn’t be able to do this when he was surrounded by bodyguards. He was going to enjoy his freedom for as long as possible.

	The sun beat down on him, making him sweat profusely. He tugged at the collar of his shirt, wishing for a breeze, but it was the middle of July, so no chance of any relief. His father always insisted on vacationing in the south during the summer, but since his health started to fail, he stayed closer to home.

	There was a table set out on the lawn, covered in a white lace tablecloth, a bone china tea set on top. Someone had been enjoying afternoon tea.

	It riled him to see the perfect setting. Tiberius had been a driving force, a ruthless killer, even Alden had to admit that. This cozy little scene didn’t add up. Was it a ploy? A setup? Or had he gone soft?

	As he reached the table, noticing the delicate cups and the faint aroma of chamomile tea, Alden heard a woman’s voice from inside the house. He couldn’t make out what she was saying, but she sounded vaguely familiar. He paused, ready to run if he had to, when he heard it. A small, mewling cry to his left. It was only then that he noticed the bassinet. How had he not seen it before?

	Taking a step toward it, he saw the child inside, dressed in white and sucking on his fist. Large blue eyes stared up at him. He struggled to come up with a reason why the child would be here at all. It couldn’t be Tiberius’ child. That simply wasn’t possible.

	Alden looked up to find Tiberius standing a few feet away. He hadn't heard him approach. His blue eyes showed surprise, and fear. They flicked to the bassinet and then back to Alden.

	He thinks I’m here to kill the child, Alden thought. That was when he finally accepted what was staring him in the face. The baby did belong to Tiberius. He disappeared to raise a family. The King heir playing happy families? He never thought he would see it with his own eyes.

	His own gaze drifted back to the child, and he could see the similarities now. The nose and the chin in particular.

	“Don’t,” Tiberius said. Nothing more, just don’t.

	Alden opened his mouth to speak but before he could, there was a shrill scream as a woman appeared from the house. He had seen her before. Her name was Charlotte. He remembered that Tiberius was betrothed to her, but Tiberius never seemed keen on following through.

	Alden was off and running even before she managed to call for the guards. As he clambered over the wall at the back, cutting his hands on thorns, he chanced a look back.

	The woman clutched the baby to her breast, as Tiberius tried to comfort her, his arm around her shoulders.

	Alden fled, still shocked at how much could change in a year. Everything he thought true, was a lie.

	Tiberius should be afraid. It didn’t take much to lose everything you loved. He knew that from experience. One little slip and everything comes tumbling down. After everything Tiberius had cost him, Alden was ready to dedicate his life to bringing him and the entire King clan down.

	 

	 

	***

	Tiberius

	 

	Tiberius watched as Alden disappeared over the wall, the look of betrayal on his face still etched in his mind. He was shocked to find him standing there, so close to the baby. 

	Cray screamed loudly, his face red. Charlotte tried to comfort him, rocking him gently and making shushing sounds, but it did little to soothe him. He was sure that Alden hadn't harmed the child, but anything could have happened if he hadn't come outside. 

	"Take the baby to the nursery," he said to Charlotte.

	"How did he know we were here?" Charlotte asked.

	"I don't know. Just take the baby inside," he snapped. He did not need her to question him.

	Bowing her head, she did as she was told. His father believed that Charlotte was a suitable wife for him, and while he hadn't argued the fact, he didn’t love her. He married her because it was expected of him, he never expected her to fall pregnant so quickly. When Cray was born though, he knew he had to focus on his family and their future. Everything he had done before was over with. Any alliance he had with Alden was null and void.

	The guards returned empty handed, as he expected they would. There were few who could best Alden. His father’s favorite, he excelled in every discipline. 

	"I'm sorry, sir. There's no sign of him," one guard said.

	Tiberius nodded slowly. "Double the guard. I want this place spelled against him."

	A year ago, he doubted that Alden would do anything as stupid as attack a child, but now, after seeing that look in his eyes, he wasn't so sure. He’ll never forgive this.

	He went back inside. Charlotte was rocking Cray in the nursery. He had calmed down at last. 

	"You won't let him hurt our son, will you?" Charlotte asked, her brown eyes pleading. She was not a pretty woman, but she took good care of the baby and she came from good standing. She had been a good match for him.

	Tiberius forced a smile. "Of course not. Family comes first."

	For a King, family always came first. The only way he could be sure that his line would survive, would be to take Alden down. There could be no more alliances.

	Never again.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	Mackenzie

	 

	 

	Stepping into the Blue Moon club again was a strange feeling for Mackenzie. No more music, or club goers. No Greta lurking in the shadows. Two years of her life had been spent here. Now it was just an empty building which smelled of beer and stale peanuts. She wouldn’t miss it.

	She walked the empty room, heading into the back, past Greta’s office. An image of Greta lying on the floor with a hole in her forehead, flashed into her mind. That Spiro came out of nowhere, there was nothing she could have done, but finding out that Greta was a demon herself was a bigger surprise. To be honest, it shouldn’t have been. She certainly acted like one. Ruthless, cold hearted. Except she didn't start out that way. She was turned into a demon. Mackenzie couldn't understand why anyone would do that. She was one by birth and she'd do anything to change that. It seemed that no matter where she went, she was surrounded by them. What she wouldn’t give to be ignorant again. To be nothing more than a simple bartender again. A simple bartender with the ability to conjure murderous shadows.

	The club had been a crime scene for weeks, but now the staff were being let back in to collect anything left behind in their lockers. Mackenzie had put it off for as long as possible. 

	Greta’s goons had gone to ground after her death, no doubt some other scumbag would take control of the area eventually. Whether they would want the club or not was a different matter. If not, it would probably end up being torn down. It was never in a good part of town, the club was for anyone who needed cheap booze and didn’t mind being in the presence of lowlifes. Being highbrow would have only drawn more attention to Greta and the fact that she was posing as her dead husband and secretly running his criminal empire. She would never risk losing her power for a fancier club.

	I can offer you more power, if you are willing to make a deal. 

	She shuddered as she recalled the words from the cloaked demon who came for Greta’s soul after she died. She had no idea what kind of demon it had been, but she never wanted to see it again. It had offered her the opportunity to be more powerful, but at what cost? It didn’t do Greta any good in the end. No, she would stick with her persuasion ability, weak as it was.

	Her locker was mostly empty except for a hairbrush, some loose change and a sandwich she wished she’d thrown out weeks ago. The bread had turned blue. Gagging, she tossed it into the trash. The place was giving her the creeps, it had never been so quiet. She stopped at Taryn’s locker to check it, although he didn’t seem too interested, so it was probably empty. Popping the lock, she opened it. At first, she thought it was empty, but then she saw an envelope with her name on it, leaning against the back of the locker.

	Curious, she opened it and removed a single sheet of paper covered in erratic handwriting. Taryn’s handwriting. It looked like he had written it when he was drunk. Or maybe when he was under the curse? She didn’t think of him as the letter writing type.

	It was mostly rambling, like stream of consciousness. She could barely read it in the dim light, so she tucked it into her bag to read later. God knows what it was about. 

	She took one last look around and left. 

	I guess I’m finally going legit. No more shaking down local criminals.

	She was kind of sad about that, it was one of the few jobs she was good at.

	Taryn wanted them to meet at the gym for their regular training session. It was hard to train when he could barely look her in the eye. Two weeks of him walking out of the room whenever she came into it, of one-word answers whenever she asked him a question. He had been avoiding her since the kiss. Something she was starting to regret.

	Why did I do it? She didn’t want to ruin things between them, but she also had a hard time denying that she was attracted to Taryn. He had saved her life more than once, risking his own in the process. She honestly couldn’t name a single ex who she believed would do the same. But that might all be over if he refused to ever talk to her again. 

	Another session of the cold shoulder and one syllable answers awaited her, she could hardly wait. The gym was eight blocks away, so she walked to it. The owner let them train there a few times a week. Mackenzie wondered how much Taryn was paying him under the table. Or where he got his money from, for that matter. 

	When she arrived, Taryn had already changed into his gym clothes and was warming up with some sit ups. He was dressed in a black t-shirt and gray sweatpants. Mackenzie let her gaze linger on his well-defined chest a little too long.

	"Hey," she said, purposely turning her gaze away.

	He barely glanced her way as he flipped over and started some push-ups instead.

	Wish I had that kind of energy.

	"I'll go get changed," she muttered. 

	I shouldn't have kissed him, she thought for the millionth time. 

	She didn't plan it or think it through, she just knew that he was leaving, and she might never see him again. It seemed like the thing to do at the time. She glared herself in the mirror as she tied her curly black hair back in a ponytail.

	"Idiot," she muttered to herself. Maybe the best thing to do was to pretend it never happened. Taryn certainly was. He’ll face demons twice his size, but this he runs from.

	Maybe over time he would move on from it and start speaking to her again.

	She did a few stretches to limber up. Taryn kept his gaze on the floor until he faced off against her. She glared at him the entire time, but he went through their usual routine without saying a word. Finally, she couldn't take the silence any longer. She opened her mouth to say something, forgetting to keep her fists up. Taryn caught her in the jaw with a right hook, making her stumble back. Pain exploded in her face, making her eyes water.

	"Are you okay?" he asked.

	"I’m fine," she growled. He came toward her, but she stepped away. "I'm not feeling it today. I want to leave."

	"You know the rules, you have to get off at least one hit before..."

	She punched him hard in the face, knocking him to the floor, and it felt good. 

	Run away from that, she thought. She stormed off to the changing room. Taking a quick shower, she changed back into her street clothes. 

	Taryn was almost out the door when she caught up to him. 

	Running away again. 

	Before he could, he staggered back, almost knocking her over. She caught a glimpse of a demon, tall with broad shoulders and black eyes, on the other side of the door. It hissed at them and then ran off, heading toward town. 

	“What the fuck was that?” she said.

	“Come on,” Taryn said, sounding irritated.

	They chased after it, through the streets.

	We can’t get one night off? Mackenzie thought. Demons kept popping out of the woodwork wherever they went. Although now that Taryn’s father believed he was dead, they couldn’t risk one of them revealing the truth. Which meant they needed to kill it before it vanished.

	When they hit downtown, they found a crowd had gathered. Mackenzie worried that the demon had done something stupid to draw attention to itself, but then she heard the music and realized there was some kind of carnival in progress. 

	What the hell is this for?  Mackenzie was so out of the loop she couldn’t even think. It couldn’t come at a more inconvenient time.

	Mackenzie pushed her way through the crowd, trying to catch sight of Taryn. Where the hell did he go? The music was deafening, and she kept getting jostled by people. She bumped into a huge guy, who grinned and tried to throw his arm around her. She ducked and shoved the guy aside. 

	Standing on tiptoe, she tried to spot Taryn. She saw him disappearing into an alley, the dark hair and long leather coat really stood out against the carnival colors and took off after him. Once again, he was running away from her. 

	 This has to stop. Why did I do it? she wondered again. He seemed into the kiss at the time, but now…Maybe he wasn’t interested in her. She had asked him to stay though and he had. Unless…had she given him an order by mistake? Was he only staying because she was using her demon ability and holding him here?

	Oh God, what if that’s it?
She caught up to him at the end of the alley. The demon had disappeared for the moment. Probably hiding amongst the dumpsters. Mackenzie wasn’t sure what type of demon it was and it hadn’t stopped to identify itself. Most of them could be downed with an iron blade or by being beheaded.

	“Taryn, we need to talk," she said. She couldn't wait any longer. The idea that she was holding him against his will was too much to bear. She would never do that to him.

	“Little busy right now,” he said, checking the shadows, a sword in his hand. Where did he even pull that from?

	“You can’t keep avoiding me. Are you only staying because I ordered you to? Because that’s not what I wanted.”

	He gave her an incredulous look. “No. It wasn’t an order.”

	“Then why…Look out!” she cried as the demon emerged from the shadows and lunged at Taryn. He ducked and swung his sword, taking a chunk out of its side. It roared and swiped a claw at him. He spun and fell into her and they hit the ground. 

	“Ow!” she wheezed, the wind knocked out of her from the weight of him. His face was inches from hers. Pushing off her, he got to his feet and faced the demon. It was closer than he thought, and he had no room to swing the sword. It stabbed at him with its claws.

	 For one heart stopping moment, Mackenzie thought it had caught him in the throat. Blood sprayed up the wall. 

	“Taryn!” she cried, scrambling to her feet. 

	She tackled the demon, driving her knife into its chest. It went down, body jerking wildly. She turned back to Taryn to find him checking his wound. It had scratched him across the chest, not his throat. The wound didn’t look life threatening and demons healed quickly.

	“Thank God, I thought that it…” she broke off. 

	“I’m fine,” he said. He glanced up at her and his expression changed to one of concern.

	“Hey, it’s okay,” he said. He moved in close, placing a hand on her cheek and began to lean toward her. Her heart sped up, he was going to kiss her.

	There was a roar behind her, Taryn spun her out of the way and drove the sword through the demon’s neck. He twisted it and severed its head from its shoulders, spraying them both with blue goop. 

	“Gross,” Mackenzie said, trying to shake it off her arm. 

	“It’s just demon blood,” Taryn said, wiping his sword on his jeans.

	He glanced over at her, then looked away.

	She rolled her eyes. “Isn’t this the part where you run away again?”

	He actually looked like he was considering it.

	“Forget it,” she said. She turned away. I give up.

	“Kenzie,” he said. 

	She turned and suddenly his lips were on hers. Wrapping her arms around his neck she kissed him back. He backed her against the wall, his body pressed against hers. His tongue invaded her mouth, making her moan with pleasure. She had no idea how much she wanted this until now.

	 I guess he is done running.

	 

	***

	Taryn

	 

	Taryn opened his eyes, still feeling pain in his chest from last night’s attack. The scratches ran deep; it was starting to heal, but slower than he would like. Some wounds, like the kind from a blade, could heal quickly, but demon claws, depending on the species, took longer. 

	Guess I’m lucky it didn’t tear into my throat.  

	He stretched out, then realized he wasn’t on the couch. He was in a bed. 

	He turned over to find Mackenzie curled up beside him, asleep. A stray curl rested on her cheek. Memories of last night came back to him and he couldn’t help the smile on his lips. Then the reality hit him. 

	This was a mistake. It should never have happened.

	He climbed slowly out of bed to avoid waking her and pulled on his clothes. What was he thinking? She was a King. And he was supposed to be long gone, hiding out somewhere so his father couldn’t find him. Okay, technically, his father thought he was dead but all it took was for the wrong person to spot him and report back.

	He had been ready to go when she kissed him. 

	Damn, that kiss. 

	He wasn’t expecting it at all. Yes, he thought she was hot and he definitely thought about sleeping with her. When he was out of his mind during the curse, he believed that he had been making out with her, but he had been hallucinating. But somehow, he didn’t think she was looking at this as a one-night stand. She asked him to stay and he had, but now…Shit this was a mistake.

