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Chapter One

 


Dredge Silvher brushed the
sulfur from his pants and reached into the trunk of his car to grab
the wipes, attempting to clean off as much grime from his hands and
face as he could. The porch light at the house he was parked in
front of came on, making him squint at the brightness in the pitch
black of the night.

“Is that you, Dredge?” an
older male voice asked.

“Yeah, give me a minute to
clean up.”

 He scrubbed at his fingers and hands, grabbing more wipes as
they filled up with charcoal-like dust.

Better the sulfur of a dead demon than
blood, he supposed. But either way it was hard as hell to get off
the skin.

He wiped his face, wincing at a cut
from the demon’s spiked tail along his jaw. It would heal soon
enough with his accelerated healing.

Dropping the wad of used wipes into a
container in the trunk, he shut it as quietly as possible since
there were people sleeping, and not up carousing with the darkness
like he was at all hours of the night.

“Would you like to come
in?”

Dredge shook his head as he reached
the porch but didn’t climb the concrete steps. “Thanks, but no,
I’ve got an emergency and need to get home.”

The old male’s eyes widened. “I hope
everything is okay.”

“I’m sure it will be,” he
said. “The demon is gone and won’t bother you and your family
again.”

Mr. Caruthers and his wife, who were
both human, had adopted a young wolf shifter who was abandoned by
her pack. A demon had been the cause of strife in the pack and
planned to harvest the young shifter’s soul, and had spent the
better part of two weeks terrorizing the family until Dredge had
shown up in all his warlock glory and took him out.

“He, ah, is
dead?”

“Well, they’re not really
alive per se, but if you’re asking if he will come back to cause
you trouble again, then the answer is a hard no. He’s destroyed.”
Demons only really got one life, if you could call it that. They
could live forever in their dimension, but once they came to the
mortal plane, they were subject to death just like anyone else. And
Dredge’s sulfur-coated pants were evidence of that
death.

“You and your family can
rest easy now.”

“I didn’t know that demons
tried to take souls like that,” he said, shivering. “I’m glad he’s
gone.”

“Sometimes they’re assholes.
But your daughter is safe, and you and your wife too.”

“What do I owe
you?”

Dredge put his hand up. “Not a
penny.”

“Are you sure? A
demonologist told us it would cost a few thousand dollars to get
that demon’s marks off Maisey.”

He bit back the harsh retort on his
tongue about so-called demonologists who had no power to do
anything and simply took money from desperate people. They were
right up there with palm readers in his book.

“You’re free now. Take
care.”

“Thank you. From my whole
family, thank you.”

Dredge strode away and returned to his
car, sliding behind the wheel and sighing. It had been a hell of a
night, and he was due back home to help out with whatever was
plaguing the people who called Belle Terra home, including
himself.

His jaw cracked as he yawned. He’d
told Alaric, head of security at the hotel where he lived, that
he’d be back in town by the afternoon, which meant he needed to get
going if he was going to make good on that. Dawn was not too far
away. He debated a quick nap, but decided he’d rather wait until he
got home and helped out than delay things further.

Putting the old car into gear, he
opened the windows for fresh air and to clear the scent of sulfur
off his clothes as much as possible, then cranked the radio to keep
his mind occupied.

 


* * *

 


Dredge reached the supernatural hotel
in Belle Terra around lunchtime. It was owned by Caleb, the master
vampire, with day-to-day operations handled by a mix of
supernatural creatures and humans. Most notably was the addition of
a set of four sabertooth tiger shifters, three of whom worked
security in the hotel, with the lone female of the group mated to
Caleb. He’d had minimal interactions with them since they moved in,
because he traveled a lot and liked to keep to himself.

Generally, he kept to
himself because there was a part of him that still worried that his
family might track him down at some point and hurt the people he
cared about. But, although that thought did tend to poke around the
back of his mind from time to time, he also knew that they didn’t
view him as part of the family any longer since he’d left the
coven, so the odds that they’d randomly show up in his life and
start wreaking havoc was pretty damn slim. He was different from
them and always had been. He hadn’t been tempted by the dark side
of magic. He’d wanted to use his power for good, not
evil.

Sometimes, he found it easier to just
not care about anyone than risk someone’s life, but then again he’d
never run into his truemate so he didn’t really know what would
happen if the situation arose. It wasn’t as if he’d turn his back
on his truemate just because his family was evil. He’d just make
sure she was safe no matter what.

If he ever met her.

Parking around the back of the hotel
in the residents’ lot, he turned off the engine and opened the
door, snarling internally at the loud creak from where another
demon had dented his car door and caused it to be as noisy as
hell.

Shutting the door, he grabbed his bag
from the trunk and headed to the back entrance, which was monitored
twenty-four seven by the security team at the front
desk.

“Dredge Silvher, access code
734,” he said, looking up at the camera.

“Alaric wants to see you as
soon as you’re able,” a male said through the intercom. “He’s in
his office.”

“Let me clean up first, I’ll
be right down.”

There was a buzz and the lock clicked.
Dredge opened the heavy security door and walked into the alcove,
pressing the button to call the elevator. Once he was in his
apartment on the eighth floor, he stripped and dropped his clothes
in the hamper, then got in the shower.

While he scrubbed his skin clean, he
went over the call he’d gotten from Alaric the day before. Someone
had called in a bomb threat to the hotel, and while they were
evacuating, a set of car bombs had gone off near the entrance and
nearly killed several people. Everyone wanted to know who’d set the
bombs and called in the threat, and they’d asked Dredge to cast a
spell to reveal who it was.

Which he could totally do. The problem
was that he’d been far away from the hotel when it happened and
that kind of magic was best done right away, not the next day. He
hoped the spell would work and tell him who or what was trying to
cause trouble at the place he called home, but he wasn’t going to
hold out much hope for it.

If he couldn’t figure out the culprit,
he could at least cast protection spells for the building and
occupants before he headed out for his next benevolent
job.

Once he felt sufficiently
clean, he dried off and dressed in dark jeans and a black shirt,
rolling the sleeves up to reveal the tattooed runes on his left
forearm that were mixed in with generic tribal tattoos. Runes were
symbols created from the ancient warlock language, and when carved
into objects or tattooed onto a person, carried magical properties
such aiding in healing, protection, and even divination when it
came to dreams and the future. He’d been tattooing runes on his
skin since he’d escaped from his family’s compound and wanted to
protect himself, then over the years he’d added runes to tap into
more powerful magic, but always staying on the side of goodness and
light.

He only cast spells to help others
now, he never used magic to harm anyone unless they were dangerous
or evil. He never charged for his help. People found him by word of
mouth, and that was enough to keep him constantly busy, especially
when he had to travel to reach people who needed him.

But it looked like the
people of Belle Terra needed him right now.

He grabbed supplies to cast a
revealing spell and headed out of his apartment.

Once he’d arrived in the lobby and the
elevator doors opened, his whole body went on alert.

He pressed his hand to the elevator
doors as he closed his eyes, his head spinning and everything
within him lighting up.

There was the most captivating scent
in the lobby, all pine trees and sunshine. He nearly dropped the
bag of supplies, but managed to tighten his grip as his whole body
reacted.

What the hell?

“You okay, man?”

Dredge opened his eyes and found two
security guards staring at him in concern.

He cleared his throat. “Yeah, ah,
yeah. Thanks.”

He stepped free of the elevator and
walked past them, heading toward the offices of the security team
leaders, Alaric and his brothers Slade and Galen. Aubrey was human
and the sister of the master vampire, and was mated to Alaric. She
was the hotel manager, and had an office with the security team.
Wolf shifter Gretchen was mated to Slade and was Aubrey’s
assistant, with an office near hers. And Galen’s mate, Serena, was
a fairy and ran the hotel’s flower shop.

Nine people were waiting in Alaric’s
office.

He didn’t know four of
them.

But then he locked eyes with a female
with long, dark hair and emerald-green eyes, and the intense
feeling he’d had when the elevator opened returned full
force.

Who the hell was this beauty and how
had he never seen her before?


Chapter Two




Taryn McCallum finished sweeping the
sidewalk of the hotel free of debris from the car bombs the day
before. Tow trucks had appeared to haul the vehicles to the city’s
impound lot to be inspected by the local police’s people, but the
hotel’s security team had already gone over them with a fine-tooth
comb and found nothing linking anyone in particular to the
crime.
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