
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


www.reddawnbooks.com

––––––––

[image: ]


DRAGON CHARMER

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

Dragon Charmer Copyright © November, 2015 Red Dawn 

Cover art by Red Dawn 

Photos used from www.bigstock.com

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author, Red Dawn.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or distributed via the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the author’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated. 

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. The characters are productions of the author’s imagination and used fictitiously.
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Chapter One


[image: ]




The water always felt great against her scales, especially on nights like this when the weather was just beginning to turn. Avril rose to the surface carefully, making sure no one saw her as she breathed in the cool night air. Maybe she would be able to enjoy her favorite time of year in this beautiful place.

This would be her second year hiding just outside of the stretch of road known as “The Dragon.” So far her cloaking magic had worked, and no one had been able to locate her or her small cabin at the edge of the Chilhowee Lake. When she came to the area she bought the cabin and immediately made it disappear. Not only did no one see it, no one even remembered it, including the former owners. She wondered if they had developed a theory as to how their bank account increased. Maybe they thought they won the lottery.

She let the change slide over her skin as she neared the water’s edge. Her petite slender frame emerged onto the shore, resembling nothing of the creature she was only moments before.

Her cabin was located just on the Tennessee side of The Dragon, right as the trail ended (or began, depending on which way you were going.) She slipped back into her clothes and was nearly back at the cabin when she felt something. A pain gripped her chest and for a moment she doubled over.

“What the hell,” she whispered, looking around.

That was magic, no doubt. But was it directed at her? After a moment’s pause, she decided that this was not an attack. It was a warning of some kind.

She jogged the short distance to her car and drove toward The Dragon. Premonition had never been one of her stronger gifts, at least not in the traditional sense. She didn’t get visions, but sometimes she simply knew things. Like right now she knew that somewhere on that trail, someone needed her. So, at the risk of possible exposure, she rode to the rescue.
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Chapter Two
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Wolfgang Ridley was an experienced motorcyclist and an even more experienced warlock. Nothing took him by surprise. Ever. That is, until tonight. He was halfway up The Dragon when something large and furry ran out in front of him. He didn’t even have time to swear at it properly before he crashed into the furry moron and then into a tree.

Before he lost consciousness he kept thinking that police should arrive soon. They always kept a close watch on this stretch of road. With three hundred and eighteen curves in only eleven miles, it was a dangerous area to say the least. That wasn’t even taking into account all of the shifter clans and hybrids that called these parts home.

Not long after he passed out, Wolfgang was startled when something wet smacked him in the face. He blinked several times before the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen came into focus. Long strands of wet blond hair hung over her shoulders as she leaned forward and asked, “Are you all right?”

The moonlight wasn’t worth much through the dense forest, but the headlights of a car parked behind her gave her an angelic glow. He could sense something magical about her, but he knew she wasn’t an angel. He also knew she wasn’t a first responder. They didn’t typically wear sexy shirts that hung off one shoulder. Unless she wasn’t working tonight and stopped out of an obligation to help. He gave her another look and instinctively knew that was not the case. Hopefully, that meant he could cover this up and be on his way.

“I hit a werewolf,” he grumbled. “Am I bleeding?”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth he regretted them. It’s not as if werewolves were common knowledge, especially not to tourists passing through. 

As if sensing his hesitation the woman replied, “It’s all right, I’m not human.”

“I’m a warlock,” he said, looking shocked. “And I don’t know why the hell I just told you.”

“Me either,” she said. “No one knows what I am. I mean, I haven’t told anyone around here because none of them usually see me. Holy shit.” She paused, laughing. “What is wrong with me? What I meant to say is that I’m in hiding.” With that she slapped a hand over her mouth, looking horrified.

“It’s okay,” Wolfgang said softly. “Let’s just get me out of this damned road before someone else comes along.”

She helped him to his feet and he staggered a bit. Though she was small and almost fragile in appearance, she held nearly all of his large frame when he lost balance.

“You’re not a werewolf, are you?” he asked, wondering about her strength.

“No.” She seemed hesitant to say more, as if opening her mouth would cause more than she intended to come out.

“Can you walk?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m just a little dizzy. Thankfully, this isn’t exactly a busy time of night through here.”

He looked around and saw his bike near the edge of the trees.

“Fuck,” he growled.

He pulled away from her and slowly walked toward his motorcycle, using a few trees for balance along the way.

“Can I do anything?” she asked.

“Just give me a ride once I’m done,” he said, making it sound like a question.

“Sure.”

He stood the bike up next to a tree and with a wave of his hand, it disappeared.

She gasped. “How did you do that?”

“Magic,” he said with a smirk. “I’ll have to come back for it later. It’s going to need a little work.”

“Come on,” she said softly, “let’s get you out of here. Are you sure it was a werewolf?”

As he neared the front of the car he almost fell again. Instantly she was at his side, supporting him as they walked to the passenger side of the car.

“Should I take you to a hospital? I’m sorry, but I don’t know that much about warlocks. I’ve known some witches who could heal themselves, and I know shifters avoid medical treatment.”

“Do you?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“It all depends on the circumstances with me.” As she helped him into the car he said, “How bad do I look?”

Her laughter did things to his heart that he couldn’t explain. How could he have a head injury and feel this good?
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