
        
            
                
            
        

    

At Blade’s Edge is the first of the Demon Steel series,  a story introduction to the world of heroes and living steel.

  



Ever since the night Alex Donally found the demon blade in his hand—and in his thoughts—he has been driven to fight evil. When he meets Deb Marchand, he feels compelled to protect her from her violent ex—and is drawn by the visions they share when they touch. The blade is showing them what they can have—

 

But only if Deb can risk  her trust and heart to a vigilante... 
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about the Demon Steel series:

  
“... Starts out with a bang and just keeps going until the final page...  Author Doranna Durgin writes what we want to read.” – Fresh Fiction 


  “Innovative premise... notably creative... filled with wonder.” – Cataromance.com
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This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
 places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or,
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Author Note:


This story is an introduction to the world of living steel, where blades have immortal souls... but not necessarily good ones.  Originally published in the Nocturne Bites online, it ended up with a title that wasn’t marketed toward what the series actually was. So here it is on its own, a steamy look at the world of heroes, Demon Steel, redemption, and love.

 

Without readers like you, I wouldn’t be able to write these books. I appreciate your letters, emails, blog comments, and Facebook posts more than I can ever express, and I love your reviews. It’s amazing to be a part of such a large circle of friends through a mutual love of books!

 

Special thanks go to eagle-eyed readers Rebecca Andrews, Monica Stoner, Jinkle Seagrave, Sue Cleereman, Lenita Vaughan, Lara Herrera, & Conni St. Pierre!


    
    

Chapter 1


Sharp dark eyes, sharp jaw, black leather and habitual stubble, definite bad-boy attitude.

Deb had seen him in AutoStock before. She knew that face; she knew that confident walk. She knew how hard she had to pretend she hadn’t noticed him at all.

Even though his visits to the modest little business had grown more frequent as Ohio bike-riding weather waxed along with spring, it was still difficult to keep her gaze from following him around the store. It didn’t help that he sometimes hesitated and seemed as though he might make conversation—although in the end he always moved on. With confidence. With that free-striding walk.

Except today. Today he pushed through the door like anyone else: with a hesitation at the stiff resistance of it, moving without the pent-up energy that so often characterized his walk. He must have seen the momentary drop of her jaw; he gave her a rueful grin from behind the black eye, the split brow, and the artfully bruised face, even less shaved than usual.  “That bad, huh?”

Surprise, and surprise again. That he’d responded with humor. That he’d noticed her at all, after so many absent nods. Maybe that’s why she warmed to him in spite of herself—in spite of the bruises, the sharp jaw, and the sharp look in his eye.

“You should see the other guy?” she suggested, and then immediately regretted.

But he only gave a short laugh.  “Yeah,” he said.  “You should see the other guys.”

Guys. Plural.

Bad boys, bad boys, whatcha gonna do?

Run away, that’s what.

But he’d already disappeared into the back of the store, returning shortly with a trickle battery charger tucked under his arm. Judging by the awkward way he handled it, she knew his torso—lean and fit beneath that black leather jacket—had fared no better than his face. He blew out a breath, every bit as rueful as the earlier smile, and swiped the heel of his hand across his brow in a gesture weary and resigned.

“I’m sorry,” she said without thinking, flushing as he dug for his wallet. Just take his money, foolish woman.  “I just meant... it looks like a tough day.”

He made a noise she couldn’t quite interpret—but his words were perfectly clear, and his tone flat—not the engaging response from a few moments earlier.  “Nothing I didn’t deserve.”

She couldn’t help it. She straightened, throwing her shoulders back.  “No one deserves to get beat up.”

He hesitated as he gave her a second look. Deb’s face also bore a scar near her eyebrow and her once-straight nose was now just so slightly offset. Even though her jaw had clearly healed, it still didn’t sit quite straight.

Mementos from another life. 

He said simply,  “I started it.”

Of course you did.

She made herself take his credit card, casually run the charge through, check the signature as she was supposed to, and return it. Alex Donnally.

She hadn’t meant to pay attention.

But his fingers fumbled the card on return, folding over hers—not quite letting go. She looked away from the register and saw by his stiff posture and his slightly narrowed eyes that he was distracted. She followed his gaze to the small parking lot where a cop car sat.

She knew the cop—an experienced man who often used their lot as a turnaround in this small, off-the-interstate town, a place close enough to Columbus to offer city advantages and far enough to give a cow-and-corn feel to it.

She made her voice matter-of-fact as she handed him the receipt to sign.  “He doesn’t come inside very often.” And then, as he dashed off a hard-penned scrawl,  “What did you do?”

She’d surprised him again, it seemed.  “Nothing,” he told her, but the smolder in his expression belied every word he said.  “Do you think he’ll believe that?”

“I doubt it,” she heard herself saying.  “I don’t believe it.”

Possibly the bravest words she’d ever said. Aside from three others she had once also said: I’m leaving you.

Although those words had just turned out to be stupid. She should have crept out in silence and saved her bones.

The second time, she’d been smarter. And he hadn’t found her yet.

Yet.

But here and now, this man only looked at her as if he could see right through her unspoken turmoil and truly appreciate her honesty. As though in some strange way, it had touched him.

And then he winced and hitched over his side, one hand reaching inside his jacket... coming out with bloody fingers. He glanced out the storefront window, his gaze grim. The cop had opened the door of the patrol car to rest a foot on the pavement.

Deb discovered her copy of his receipt crumpled in her hand, her eyes riveted to the blood on his hand. She made a noise—even she wasn’t sure if it came of fear or dismay.

He spared her a glance as he gathered up the trickle charger.  “Will he walk around the store?”

She couldn’t quite grasp the question.

“The cop,” he repeated, his voice calm but insistent.  “If he comes in, will he walk around the store?”

Her expression must have been enough of an answer; he cursed, low and short.

“You don’t look very good,” she told him, her voice distant to her own ears. He didn’t, either—pale beneath his bruises, twitching visibly in reaction to some jerk of pain.

“I shouldn’t have come out,” he said, as honest as she’d been moments earlier.  “Damned battery’s going, and I’ll melt the Magna’s entire electrical system if I try to jump her. And I thought the worst—” He stopped, closed his eyes... forced a deep breath, pulling his shoulders back.  “Was over.” He caught her gaze and shrugged, quite matter-of-factly.  “Wrong again.”

“What will you—” she started, and looked out at the cop, who was pushing the patrol car door closed.

He didn’t let her finish.  “I’ll be inconspicuous.”
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