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Book Description




Max didn’t  mean to punch an ice tiger through a city bus, but in his defense—he warned it.

The portal to the spirit realm was supposed to stay sealed. Instead, it's raining magical frost beasts, the vampire in charge is having an existential crisis, and Max is once again solving problems with his fists and zero backup plan. Good thing he’s got Duchess, his pint-sized hellhound with a god complex and a fireball for every occasion.

Explosions?Check. Sarcasm? Constant. Collateral damage? …Look, it's called We Break Things Professionally for a reason.
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Get the free military scifi story:


The Last Flight Of The HORNETs

and discover other titles at:


TamiVeldura.com








  
  
We Break Things, Professionally




Two hours after sundown, Max stood on the cracked pavement outside what used to be City Hall. Well, it was technically still City Hall, just... a lot less city and a lot more  hell. The building’s stone façade was fractured, spider-webbing like a windshield had made friends with a tree. Frost curled stubbornly around shattered streetlamps, and the sidewalks were slick with flooding water that had frozen in jagged sheets — like the city couldn’t decide whether it was drowning or freezing to death.

Above, on the building’s second floor, a swirling red and blue portal spun open like a bad bruise on the face of reality. It cast flickering, eerie light across the scene. Fire and smoke danced in impossible colors—violet twisting into icy blue, sparks popping like miniature thunderclaps. It pulsed with a low hum that tickled Max’s teeth and set his skin buzzing, a sound and feeling that said this is not normal and also, maybe don’t get too close.

That’s when the ice tiger jumped through.

It hurtled through the portal like a missile carved from winter itself—fur glittering with frost, muscles rippling beneath crystalline armor, eyes glowing the cold blue of a glacier. The thing landed at street level with a crash that shook the cracked pavement under Max’s boots, sending a spray of frozen slush into the air. Civilians—either clueless or dumb as they collected around the scene—screamed and scattered, darting past Max in a chaotic blur of coats and fear, clutching purses and children and whatever they could grab on the run.

Max didn’t flinch. Partly because he’d learned early on that flinching was a luxury, and partly because his own magical claws were itching to tear into something way bigger than a purse snatcher. Six feet tall, broad-shouldered, built like a brick wall masquerading as a guy with a questionable taste in tank tops—Max had survived worse mornings. His cutoff jeans were shredded just enough to be annoying but not embarrassing, and his rainbow-laced boots squeaked faintly as he shifted weight, ready to move.

Around him, the city screamed its own kind of chaos—a mix of frost and fire, shattered glass and the smell of ozone that came with magic gone wrong. Max took it all in, every sensory spike firing like an alarm in his chest. He’d recieved a harried, frantic call from Evrard that hadn’t made much sense, calling Max to the scene of what looked like a bombing. 

The tiger, however, made this a magical problem and Max was something of an expert at solving problems permanently. 

Behind Max, a sudden heat stirred. Not the city, not the fires or the frost—her. Duchess padded beside him like a miniature wildfire on four legs. She was small—no bigger than a chihuahua if you squinted—but her size was a lure. Her fur flickered with flames that danced in wild patterns, colors shifting from deep amber to white-hot sparks that lit up the cracked pavement beneath her paws. Her eyes glowed like twin beacons of burning spirit, sharp and fierce.

Duchess growled. Not just a noise, but a pulse, a vibration that hit Max right between his ribs and made the hairs on his arms stand on end. 

Max felt her before he saw her—the weight of her spirit pressing into his chest like a second heartbeat. It was an echo of something old and raw, a connection that tangled them beyond words or reason. Duchess wasn’t just a pet or a companion. She was a part of him, forged in fire and battle, and bonded through blood and spirit in a place only one other person had survived.

The portal they observed was the same one Max had stepped into once before—a doorway between worlds sealed tight after Max had explored it—and returned with a plus-one. The ice tigers were supposed to be locked away, a cold legend left to rot beyond that swirling wound in the air.

Evrard had been left in charge, to his dismay. Max didn’t envy the vampire, especially now that something had so clearly gone wrong. The portal had cracked open somehow, and the tigers had spilled into the mortal world. Something had to have let them loose. Thankfully, digging up who or why was not Max’s job.

Max’s gaze flicked back to the massive, frost-coated beast stalking through the wet street, his paws leaving ice in his wake. Heavy head swinging toward movement. Toward fleeing people. Duchess growled low and steady—her warning, her promise, and his anchor all at once. Tigers were much bigger than people realized. Spiritual tigers made of ice even more-so. When it leapt after a man fleeing down the road, it ate the distance in only two bounds. There wasn’t much that could stop a creature the size of a car.

But there was one thing…

A shimmering wall of light snapped into place between the civilians and the beast—golden, ornate, and glittering like the edge of a divine blade. Filigree patterns bloomed across its surface, elegant as lace but hard as tempered will. The tiger slammed into it with bone-jarring force, frost bursting in a wave across the sidewalk. The wall held.

Zhara.

She was already in motion—somewhere ahead and to the right, her spear arcing in a clean, glowing sweep as she moved like fury wearing a hijab. The gold-trimmed fabric of her scarf caught the firelight, her posture flawless even as she whirled to brace behind the next surge of civilians.

Max didn’t need to see her face to know she was scowling.

And then Moose hit the tiger like a divine sledgehammer.

The great dane’s form was blurred with speed and elemental force—patches of gold and charcoal streaking through the frost as he crashed into the tiger’s ribs. The impact sent the beast skidding across the pavement in a violent spray of ice shards and cracked cement. Moose planted himself between the fallen tiger and the thinning crowd without hesitation, broad as a barricade, calm as a mountain.

His tail didn’t wag. He didn’t snarl. He simply stood there, a wall of quiet, unshakable fire.

Zhara had been the one to walk with Max through the portal to see what was on the other side. And like Max, she’d come back with something more. Moose was bound to her, heart and soul, the way Duchess was tied to Max. They’d found each other in the military, stuck together after being discharged, and now they were the first soldiers in what Evrard was calling the Hellhound Corps.

“Max!” Zhara’s voice cracked like a whip, sharp with command and irritation. “Do something useful!”

Max blinked. Right. Yes. Engage.

He exhaled once and flexed his fingers. Duchess pulsed beside him—her fire responding, hungry for action. His claws bloomed across his knuckles in a flicker of white-hot magic.

Hero time.

Max stepped forward just as the air around city hall howled—and another tiger burst from the portal like a living avalanche.

This one was bigger. Meaner. Armor plated in jagged, frost-rimed ice so thick it cracked as it moved, shedding frozen mist with every step. It landed hard, claws biting into the pavement, and let out a guttural roar that sent a flock of doves exploding from the crumbling bell tower next door.







OEBPS/images/e26d89fb-355c-45d7-a418-8011b3ef617a.png
TAMI VELDURA





OEBPS/images/50f2eff8-2fbe-4bcc-bbca-2a1132f19276.png
We Break Things,
Professionally






