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She wanted to belong. Now, she's found more than she ever dreamed.

Lucia came to the city for a new life and acceptance. She's been outcast and isolated for years. Not full blood, only useful for her power. In Solacia, she finds what she seeks. One by one, she meets the men who call to the heat and flame within her. Attraction grows with every heated touch.

Hellhound Prince Baird, Keagan, the smoke and flame Ifir, Macrae, the hellhound Sentry guard, and Decker, the dragon. All found the woman who drew not only their attention but calls to the fire and flame within. 

Four men whose entire focus is on her. She doesn't have to choose. They're all hers.  

Lucia embraces her new life and the men in it. Her fire always flared out of control, but here she gains tools to master her abilities. Thanks to the new men in her life. Their touch sends sparks flashing through her. Her power blazes higher, transforming into something more. 

As they draw closer, danger emerges. She's attacked. Is the danger a remnant of her past or is there someone unknown lurking in the shadows?

She'll fight to keep her men and her new life.
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Sign up for exclusive bonus scenes, first looks, and more from Rebecca Airies new releases and learn about pre-orders first!
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To my nieces, let the fire burn high and bright. Become what you’ve always dreamed.
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Chapter One
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Safe for now. New city, strong leader. Hopefully, without lies, bigotry, and isolation. All she had to do was part with a little blood and some magic.

Lucia took a deep breath as she stepped into the immense room. Gold, black and blue banners hung on the silver-gray walls. Gleaming objects sat on stands in alcoves. She couldn’t make out exactly what they were, but they probably weren’t decorative. 

Her hands shook and her heart pounded. She walked slowly forward with her friends Monica and Jaslyn at her side. With each pace, her heels clicked on the hard, shining gray stone. The sound echoed loudly, the high vaulted ceiling making the noise seem louder.

She swallowed. This was the final step to confirming their citizenship and remaining in the city. If anything went wrong, she might end up back under Jennings’s control again.

The Prime Dux sat in an intricately carved dark wood throne on a red carpeted platform. The blond-haired, sharp-featured man stared, looking a little bored. Lucia tilted her head. Yeah, the monotony of this type of day would get old. They finally stepped forward.

“New citizens Monica Cross, Jaslyn Chase, and Lucia Haven to make their first tithe,” A stocky man standing next to the platform announced. “Welcome new citizens.”

They stepped forward and waited. A young, black-haired man walked toward them from the side, rolling a cart in front of him. He stopped a few paces away.

“Proceed with the blood for the first tithe.” The blond on the throne leaned forward.

The man in front of the tray unwrapped a scalpel and set up a vial, a white cloth, and some bandages. He glanced down at a screen on the tray.

“Monica Cross.” The man looked at them.

Monica stepped forward and held out her hand. The man took her hand and urged her forward. He ran the scalpel in a short line on her forearm, but he drew in a sharp breath. He grabbed for the vial and it filled.

Lucia frowned. Blood flowed. Much faster than it should. It shouldn’t be a deep cut. Just enough to get some blood for both the vial for categorizing their powers to ensure honesty and the cloth they’d use for blood tracking if necessary.

The man pressed a pad to it and taped it quickly. He waved Monica back and cleaned up the area before opening another scalpel and pulling another cloth and vial out.

As soon as Monica stood next to her, Lucia put her hand on her arm. She focused on keeping her heat down and channeling healing energy to her friend. Monica had abilities, but fire resistance wasn’t one of them.

“What are you doing?” The Prime Dux straightened and stared at them.

“Healing her. That was a little too deep. She’s already soaked the bandage, Prime Dux Simenson.” Lucia tensed. She lowered her head in a small nod.

“Who can you heal?” The man’s eyes narrowed.

“Well, I usually try to stay away from those whose abilities would lead to more sensitive skin. It might hurt them unnecessarily, but otherwise, I don’t have a problem with even deep earth talents with their thicker hides if they can stand a little heat.” She tilted her head. Why was he asking? She’d put healer down on her application along with her other ability. Some people’s healing talent only worked on themselves, but that wasn’t her.

“Good, I have need of your talents. I’ll skip the blood categorization for you and your friends. We can take the tracker with a lancet if you agree. Will you come with me?” Prime Dux Simonsen rose to his feet.

“Yes, I’ll help. Where do I need to go?” She straightened and looked around. Definitely, no one hurt here. They had him in another part of the building. If it helped them get the approval of one of the most powerful leaders on the continent, she’d do it.

Prime Dux Simonsen nodded and glanced to his right. “Take the other woman’s sample with a lancet and let her friends wait outside. I’ll take her back and see if she can heal him.”

“You okay with this, Lucia?” Monica put a hand on her arm.

“Yes, I’m fine. I’ll heal him and meet you outside or wherever they have you wait.” Lucia shrugged and smiled at her friends. Not a big deal. If someone was hurt, she’d gladly heal them if meant that idiot didn’t cut anyone else, especially her.

The Prime Dux beckoned her forward. She walked over to him. Damn, he was taller than he looked. And gorgeous, if you were into golden and perfect. A dark-blue shirt set off his wide shoulders. Not her type, but she could appreciate the form.

“Come with me.” He led her around the platform and to a door at the back of the room.

A guard dressed in blue opened the door for them and stepped back. The Prime Dux led the way into the wide hallway. She followed and stayed close. A shiver ran down her spine as she passed through the doorway. Magic rippled over her, light, but there and strong. The hair on her arms and neck rose.

She shot a glance at the door. It made sense. They wouldn’t want strangers or enemies wandering through these halls. Tapestries hung on some of the walls. The brightly colored hangings depicted scenes of battle as well as beautiful landscapes. Definitely different. She’d never been in the inner part of the Prime’s house when she was in Ansarria.

“Just to let you know, you won’t remember anything about this.” The Prime Dux glanced over as they continued down the hallway.

Lucia tensed. This could be bad. “I was sure the spell I felt did something other than send tingles all over my body.”

“That particular spell is not the magic that will do that. We have someone who will take the memory of this visit. The magic you felt in the doorway is a little more brute force type of spell. You only walked in because you are with me. Otherwise, it would freeze you where you stand.” The Prime Dux took another corridor to the left.

“I’m glad I had permission.” She shrugged. There were ways around magic, but it would keep the mere curiosity seekers out of the area.

“I’ve seen your file and watched the video you sent. You could have gone anywhere. Why did you choose Solacia?” He stopped and turned to her.

She chuckled. Individually, he was right. She’d had offers before. “I wasn’t looking for a place to start over on my own. I have friends and there are places that wouldn’t welcome some of them. Since we were all part of the exodus, I’d rather live in a city where I could be close to them. Solacia offered that to us.”

He nodded and walked again, leading them through the long hallways. “I know which ones you mean and for those who don’t know about those abilities, there are some aspects that can cause hesitation.”

Hesitation was an understatement. Some of her friends had rare abilities. In females, rare was feared. Hell, the one those idiots in the other cities feared wasn’t even the most dangerous of them all.

“Here’s the room. We’ll see if you can heal this type of being.” Prime Dux Simenson stopped at a door in the long hallway.

She raised her brows. What type of being? If this person could take the heat, then she should be able to heal him.

He opened it and walked inside. “Hey, Keagan, I might have found someone who can get you off of your lazy ass.”

She bit her lower lip. Well, they were friends whoever this man was. She followed him into the room.

“Funny, Renaud. Who have you brought in and why?” The man sat against the back of the bed with his legs stretched out in front of him.

“I brought a healer for you. As I said, if this works, you can get out of bed and stop waiting for your normally fast healing to kick in.” Prime Dux Simenson stepped over to the bed.

“You know that most healers can’t get through my hide.” Keagan lifted his hand and waved.

“Well, give her a chance. If it doesn’t help, at least we tried.” Prime Dux Simenson shrugged.

Lucia stepped to the side, into clear view of the big, black-haired man on the bed. He was muscular. His black shirt gaped open to the navel, showing a wealth of brown skin. Gorgeous and more what she usually found attractive. And those green eyes. Damn, they were so brilliant that they almost glowed. What was he? He didn’t have any outward markings. No horns or visible spikes like some had.

“She?” Keagan’s head turned.

“Yeah, me. I’m Lucia and I’ll try to heal you. Where are you hurt?” She glanced at his arms and what skin she could see. No visible wound.

“Leg. A lot of healers can’t manage much with my kind.” He tilted his head.

“Well, I don’t know what your kind is. Unless it’s common or something that would pop at random, I haven’t healed one of your kind. I’ve healed plenty of deep earth and the occasional rock talent. If you can take the heat, I can heal you.” She narrowed her eyes on him.

“Keagan. It’s my leg. I have a knife wound running down my calf that won’t close. Normally, it’s not a problem, because my wounds tend to close within days if not before. Tolerating the heat won’t be an issue.” He sat up and moved the dark blue sheet from his leg.

A big white dressing covered his lower calf. Muscles corded his leg. She moved forward and stopped at the side of the bed. From what he said, he might have some fire ability. Fire talents healed fast. Sometimes the fast closure caused even more damage if the wound had something in it and it became infected.

“Do you consent to let me heal you? Or at least see the wound?” She held her hands at her side. Unless it was life or death, she always asked for the injured person’s consent.

“Yes, go ahead and take the bandage off.” Keagan nodded. “I don’t remember a healer like you in the city.”

“Just arrived about a week and a half ago. Still setting up my life here.” She smiled at him and plucked at the adhesive tabs sealing the wrapping over the pad of bandage.

“It’s tithing day?” Keagan tilted his head. “You came for that.”

“Yes.” She nodded.

The spots came free and the wrapping loosened. She unwound it and pulled the padding away from the wound. It was a long wound, but nothing that shouldn’t close on a fire talent. Something on the bandage caught her eye. It looked gritty.

“Well, I think I know why it’s not healing.” She ran her finger over that speck. It scraped against her finger. Abrasive enough to keep the wound from closing. A little gross, but she’d sterilize her hands before she touched the wound. “I’ll need some water and disinfectant to wash out this crap and something to wipe at the wound to get the rest of it out if it’s stuck on.”

“What is it?” Prime Dux Simenson stepped closer and peered down.

“I don’t know, but it’s gritty and abrasive. It’s enough irritation to keep the wound from closing.” She pulled the bandage away.

“Let me have that bandage, please.” The Prime Dux held out his hand. He stepped over to the door and asked someone for what she needed.

She paced over to him and handed him the pad when he returned to the side of the bed. How had that crap gotten into his wound? He didn’t look like an idiot, and it would take a huge amount of stupidity to simply leave stuff like that in the wound. But perhaps she could get an answer without having to ask something with that level of rudeness.

“Who’s looked at your wound? The bandage at least looked professional.” She tilted her head.

“Don’t worry about it. We know who’s behind this and I’ll personally kick his ass until I get answers about why after I’m back on my feet.” Keagan smiled. “So, I’d like you to do your best to heal me.”

“Okay, but when I get the water and antiseptic, cleaning out that wound will hurt. Since it’s already irritated, that pain will be worse than normal.” She met his eyes. It would hurt like someone dug their nails into the flesh and stabbed with hot needles at the same time.

“I expect it to hurt. It’s not exactly painless right now.” He shrugged. “If I’m healed, the pain will be worth it.”

Hopefully, he felt that way after they finished. A young man carried in a basin, a jug of water, and a bottle. He held out the basin. She took it and put it on a nearby dresser.

She grabbed a foot stool and placed it near the bed. All three men stared at her. They didn’t know what she planned. Didn’t matter. As soon as they finished with this, she could be on her way.

“All right, I need you to put your leg off the bed and let it hang over the bowl when I put it here.” She pointed at the stool.

Keagan nodded. He scooted across the bed and settled on the edge. She grabbed the bowl and placed it on the stool. Hopefully, he was ready for the pain. This wouldn’t be easy on him.

“I’ll clean your leg. If we need to, I’ll wipe away the last bits of debris and then disinfect the wound. After the debris is out, I’ll try to heal you.” She held out her hand, and the young man gave her the pitcher. Hopefully, she didn’t have to scrub at the gritty particles.

“I’m ready. I’m tired of being in this bed.” He gripped the edge of the bed as if waiting for pain.

She poured the water over them and slowly. Most of the abrasive debris washed off in the first pass, but some bits clung to expose tissue tenaciously. She drew in a slow breath. Maybe try once more before using the cloth.

His muscles clenched and his entire body tightened. Someone wanted him to hurt at the very least. The wound wasn’t infected, but it was close.

“I’ll try the water one more time. If it doesn’t work, I’ll need to use the more painful routes. It will hurt much worse than just the water.” She glanced at him. The irritation would make any touch more exist. Scrubbing would be agonizing.

“As long as it’s done, I don’t care.” He exhaled harshly and rolled his shoulders. “I’d like to get to know you more after this is done.”
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Lucia laughed. Definitely a first. No one ever asked her out after she healed them. “Well, we’ll have to meet again. I won’t remember you.”

“Shit. I forgot about that. I’ll find you again and we’ll learn about each other.” He shook his head.

She frowned. “Why would you want to?”

“Do you know how rare it is to find a female who can handle fire.” A smile tilted his lips. “Anyone with a fire ability has a harder time finding someone to be with.”

“Well, you don’t know for sure that I can handle fire yet. It might take some time and touching to prove that.” She winked at him. And she’d enjoy every minute of it.

“You can flirt the next time you meet. I want my commander back on his feet.” Prime Dux Simenson scowled.

She nodded. Maybe he wanted to get his mind off his pain. Or trying to make conversation. He had to be in pain. She couldn’t blame him for wanting to take his mind off it.

“Ready?” She touched his foot lightly.

He nodded, but the muscles along his jaw flexed.

She poured the water over the gash in his leg. A few of the particles washed off, but others still clung to the raw, red wound. His neck tensed, but he didn’t pull away.

“You might want to hold on to something. This will hurt.” She glanced at him.  Hopefully, he took her advice. A few people grabbed her when she needed to do this. Even worse, one kicked her in the face. That was one outcome she’d like to avoid happening again.

“I can sit here and I won’t move. Do what you need to do.” He patted the bed beside him.

She rolled her eyes. Freaking male pride. Well, if he was wrong, she could always tell him she told him so. “If you push, shove, or hit me, you will hear about it before I leave.”

He laughed. “I’ll take the reprimand if it happens, but I’m sure I have enough control.”

She sighed and stepped back. Time to get to work. She pulled fire from within her and ran the flame over her hands to sterilize them.

Keagan raised an eyebrow. A smile curved his lips. She shrugged. Okay, so it was a showy move. It was faster than washing her hands.

She picked up the cloth and glanced at the young man who was still standing in the room. “Could you slowly pour the antiseptic over the wound while I try to get these last bits out.”

The young man stepped forward and picked up the antiseptic bottle. He opened it and slowly trickled it over. Keagan drew in a sharp breath. She brushed at the first of the gritty particles. It came free.

She exhaled. Whoever added the grit to Keagan’s wound needed to experience that pain of an unhealing wound. Anything that happened later was simple consequences. Although considering what Keagan had said and the Prime Dux’s expression at times during the process, they wouldn’t get off that easily.

“A few more specks and I’ll check the wound. I’ll have to touch it though.” She nodded to the young man.

He drizzled the liquid over the open gash. She quickly brushed away the few remaining particles of grit. Nothing more in view, but she’d see if she could feel more irritation from the wound before she closed it.

“All right, everything is off that I can see. Now, I’ll put my hand on your leg to see if any more irritation pushes through before I close the gash.” She lifted her gaze to Keagan’s. “It shouldn’t hurt too much unless there’s an irritant hiding in the flesh.

“Do what you need to do.” He nodded.

She put her hand on the leg above the wound. Hopefully, he braced for the pain. She poured power into the wound. Not closing it. Her energy swirled through his leg to check for irritation or signs of infection. Energy rippled back. There was a little swelling, but no infection and no irritation beyond the pain. He was lucky.

“Is it good?” Keagan asked.

“Yes, I’ll heal you. Then you can get up while they do the memory wipe thing on me. I’ll meet up with my friends and go on with my day. Starting with a search for clothes that can withstand fire. Didn’t have anything like that in my original city.” She grinned.

“I’ll write a store name down before you leave. They’ll give it to you once you’re out, so you know you have it. I know how it is to have what you’re wearing burn right off you.” Keagan smiled. “I need it myself at times.”

“Thank you. I heard of them when we started researching where to move. Now, on to healing you. This will hurt some, but you’ll feel warmth and some muscle flexing.” She smiled. “Before I do, I need to know about your skin and changes to it.”

“What do you mean by changes?” Keagan frowned.

“Does your skin do anything or change as you use your power? I need to know if it’s normal for it to change color, harden, grow spikes, or whatever. It’s happened with other people I’ve healed.” She shrugged.

“It turns gray and hardens a bit. No spikes though.” He lifted his shoulders.

“Okay, I’ll expect that.” She nodded and put her other hand just below his knee. “Tell me if it gets too hot for you.”

He laughed. “Now, you’re delaying things so you can be with me longer.”

Lucia fought a smile. Talking with him was compelling. She’d stay here and tease for hours if they let her. “Maybe they should check you for a concussion before you get back to your duties.”

She took a deep breath. The power flowed into the wound, pulling the edges closed so it healed with minimal scarring. Heat poured from her hands, much hotter than she ever let them get before. She watched his face for any tension or response. No sign of pain.

She raised a brow. That high temperature would hurt her friends. But not him. The healing progressed so smoothly. So easy. The healing energy rolled through her and from her hands in an easy flow. Any other time, it was like pushing a fluffy pillow out of a pinhole.

“Feels good.” Keagan drew in a deep breath. “You have so much fire in you.”

“The flaming hands are usually a clue to most guys.” She laughed. Not very many doubted it after that demonstration.

“Some mages can do it and there are a few minor fire talents who like to do that to warn others away from them. It is a quick wash method if you have the skill and resistance to the heat. So, it’s a common party trick.” He waved his hand negligently.

She tilted her head as the last of the wound closed up. Party trick. In Ansarria, that had kept a lot of people away from her. It wouldn’t do the same here. “Well, it’s one of the few things I can do without risking setting everything and everyone around me on fire.”

“I don’t have my screen with me. What exactly would you call yourself with relation to fire?” Prime Dux tilted his head.

“Fire fairy is the descriptor used by those who’ve seen me.” She lifted her hands from his leg. “You’re healed.”

“Fairy? Like with wings and pointed ears?” The Prime Dux frowned.

She reached up and loosened the ties of her hair. The tips of her ears eased from the confinement. People tended to touch without asking. In new places, she kept them hidden.

Maybe those pointed ears came from her father, but definitely not from her mother. Her mother and the rest of the people in Ansarria had rounded ears. Not that that was strange. Pointed ears were rare in the more human or first forms.

“Are they sensitive?” Keagan raised his brows.

“Ah, that isn’t first meeting information. You’ll have to discover that yourself if we ever get to that point.” She wagged her finger at him.

“We’ll get that far. When I find you again, I’ll make sure to discover it.” He grinned and flexed his toes. “Damn, it’s good to move my foot without pain shooting through it.”

“I couldn’t feel any irritation in it, but if there’s a particle left in there, you’ll feel it in the next few days.” She stepped back from the bed and nodded.

“My body should take care of it. If I’d known that there was an irritant there, I’d have washed it off. He assured me that the wound should heal, that there had to be some magic on the blade.” Keagan moved to the edge of the bed and stood, slowly putting his weight on his leg.

She stared. Not nude. Unfortunately. But the shorts he wore didn’t cover much.

“Thank you for healing him.” Prime Dux Simenson nodded. “I’ll walk you back to the entrance.”

“Wait. I have to give her the name of the store.” Keagan laughed. He strolled over to the dresser and pulled out a pad of paper. He wrote something on it and folded it over. If the store had some attractive clothing, she’d owe him a favor.

The Prime Dux took the paper. “I’ll make sure she’s given it after the blood is taken and the memory minder has done his thing.”

“I don’t know if I’ll see you again or remember if I do, but healing you came easily and it felt natural for once instead of the hard focus I need for others. That was a wonderful experience.” She nodded to him.

He stepped over to her and brushed his lips over hers. “I’ll see you again and I’ll make sure you feel that again. You aren’t escaping me that easily.”

“Come on. He needs to get ready for work. After the last tithing, we have someone who needs judgement.” The Prime Dux gestured to the door.

She followed the leader of the city out of the room. At least, with the lack of memory, she wouldn’t be disappointed if he didn’t show up. The man was way too good looking. She grimaced. But damn, she wished she could at least remember what he looked like even if their interaction was taken. The man was so gorgeous.

The Prime Dux stopped in the hallway. A young man came up to them with a tray. Another blond man wandered up behind them.

“Hold out your hand.” The blond held out his hand. “We’ll take the sample you agreed to and then we’ll take care of the other part of the agreement.”

Yeah, the memory part. She lifted her hand. The blond man used a lancet to draw a little blood. He squeezed her finger until drops fell onto a white cloth. The fabric slid into a container to keep in case they needed to track her. The blond pressed a sterile cloth to the small wound. She ran her teeth over her lower lip. Telling him it wasn’t necessary was a waste of breath. The small incision healed over by the time he grabbed the pad.

“All right, now to your memory. This won’t hurt, but when it’s over, you will be a little dizzy and confused.” He put his hand on her arm.

"Why are you telling me this now? I won't remember it. Everything you say to me will be gone as much as everything I did in there." She tilted her head and frowned. He was trying to reassure her. Nice thought, but she’d need the explanation later.

He smiled and shook his head. "Okay, you're right about that, but most people are a little concerned about what will happen.”

"I might not know what you will do, but I'm not panicking. I'd rather have the explanation afterward." She ran her fingers through her hair. Of course, she had questions. How much of this day would be gone? "Will it only be the time while I was in here? Will I remember coming to give my tithe?”

He exhaled loudly. "You will probably lose more than the time you spent healing. It won’t be the entire day. You should remember coming here.”

She nodded. That was reasonable. At least, she wouldn't wonder why she was here. "All right, I'm ready to do this. Just remember to explain something about what happened, well, what you can, and where I should go."

He smiled. "I need to touch your face. Just relax and don't fight it. You'll lose more time if you fight.”

She rolled her shoulders. Fire and ember, hopefully, this didn't hurt. If it hurt too much, the fire might rise to defend her. It wouldn’t be the first time. "I'll try.”

He put his hand on her cheek. His skin barely touched hers. Something tugged within her mind and an uneasy queasiness washed over her. Her thoughts whirled. Her vision blurred. The room tilted in her vision. She breathed in deeply and braced her legs apart. Even then, her stomach tilted as if she was on a small boat in the ocean. Nausea roiled through her. She closed her eyes. Damn, how long would this go on?

The memories swirled and faded. Confusion rippled through her. What the hell? She drew in slow breaths, fighting the lingering disorientation. A blond man stood in front of her. Who was he?

He guided her through a doorway. A wave of magic pulled and then released her. She staggered forward. Why was there magic in that doorway?

“Where am I?” She glanced around. A large hall. A big chair sat on a red carpeted platform to the right. No one was in it though. So, an audience chamber. She frowned. The tithing. Had she completed it? Where was everybody? Especially her friends.

“You’re in the Audience Chamber. You gave a limited tithe because you provided a service to the city. The two friends who came with you are waiting for you just outside of the Prime Dux’s residence.” The man urged her across the room.

“Why do I feel like I’m drunk, disoriented, and got hit in the head minus the pain.” She glanced over at him. Dizziness swept through her and she was a little nauseous and a numb, foggy feeling blanketed her thoughts.

“It’s part of the precautions to keep the Prime Dux’s residence secure.” The man led her to the doors out of the audience hall. “It will fade. Go down the hallway, turn right, and you’ll be at the door to the outside. The Prime Dux gave me this. It’s the name of a clothing store that specializes in clothes for fire talents.”

She nodded and walked down the hall. The folded slip of paper crinkled in her hand. She stepped out and blinked at the bright sunshine. Maybe she’d healed someone, but she wasn’t tired. So, if it was that, the wound couldn’t have been too bad. No smell of burning so she hadn’t set anything on fire. Well, that and no one was yelling about all of the destruction.

“Hey, you finished.” Monica strolled over to her. “How did it go?”

“I don’t know. Anyone who goes back there and doesn’t live there has their memory wiped. I suspect I healed someone, but I’m not sure. I don’t remember walking into the Prime Dux’s residence.” She put a hand to her head. “And the spell or whatever they used to take the memories has a hangover effect. The fog is still heavy.”

“You know Ciara might be able to push through that.” Jaslyn walked over and put a hand on her arm.

“I’m not worried about it. Other than the lingering effects, I feel great. I have a lot of energy, no strange aches. Nothing physically happened to me. I don’t smell that certain distinctive smell. I’m sure that I haven’t done something I’d regret.” She shrugged. If she’d somehow agreed to do one of those things, they couldn’t disguise that smell.

“Did you still want to go shopping?” Monica tilted her head. “We can get you back home if you need to rest for a while.”

“I think we should go on with our plans. I have the name of a store that specializes in clothes for fire talents.” She lifted the folded piece of paper.

“They wrote it on paper. Why didn’t they send it to you?” Jaslyn frowned. “They could have sent it from the normal, generic address used to send out nonimportant announcements from the Prime Dux.”

“Not going to worry about it. I want to see if this place has clothing that will hold up to my heat.” Lucia waved her hand.

“Well, let’s go. I have some shopping to do too. If you feel worse, tell us and we’ll get you home.”

Lucia smiled. “I think moving and time will help. Let’s go. We have lives to set up.”
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The first set up always took the longest. Lucia picked up a stack of sheets out of the basket of folded laundry and carried them to the main linen cabinet. First, get that filled and then stock each of the massage rooms.

There was nothing like prepping a new salon. The rush of getting everything done on schedule. Interviewing, testing, and opening. This one symbolized so much more. A stable home. One where she didn’t have to worry about unstable, bigoted idiots.

Still so much to do. The mud tubs would go in later today. Tomorrow, plumbers would install the whirlpools and most of the other fixtures for the salon and spa. Today, she could get some of the more mundane things done. A lot of the signage still needed to go in. Especially on the big windows and doors. The installers would put in the frosted, etched windows for both the spa and salon sometime soon. She hadn’t received notice that they’d finished the signature design yet.

She headed back to the boxes. Thump! Thump! Thump! Lucia spun around and glared at the door. The blurred shape of a woman stood in front of the textured glass. The spa and salon weren’t open. Hell, the lights up front weren’t even on. Only the ones in the rear work rooms. Whoever was out there might be able to see the glow from the back rooms. If someone saw that light gleam, they’d watched the shop for any sign of occupancy.

Thump! Thump! Lucia rolled her eyes. Jeez. Whoever it was wasn’t going away easily. Well, they could wait or make a call. Neither the salon nor spa was open for business.

“Open up, you bitch. You stole this location. I don’t know who you fucked to get it, but I’ll make sure you lose it.” A woman screeched and pounded the door.

Lucia chuckled. Yeah, so not doing that with a crazy lady out there. Like buying real estate required bribing someone with sex. That ridiculous woman could scream out there until someone came to pick her up. Either her family or the police.

“Bitch, open up. You’ll answer for this.” The woman banged on the door again and again. “I’ll make you pay.”

Maybe someone told her lies or something. What idiot thought that a real estate agent would take sex into account when so much money was on the line. And the owner of the building was more than ready to sell. Hell, once she hit the right price point, the man was ready to sign. The deal waited until the inspectors confirmed the buildings were stable and suitable for her purposes.

Thump! Thump! Thump! The glass rattled in the door with every hit. If that woman broke her door, Lucia would give her a taste of fire. Hopefully, it wasn’t necessary. Incinerating someone in her first weeks here would not make a great first impression.

“You bitch. Come out here!” The woman banged on the door again.

A low growl sounded. The banging stopped. Lucia raised her brows. Now what was happening?

“Lord Vincent, what are you doing here?” The woman’s voice trembled.

Lucia grinned and walked closer to the door. The woman didn’t sound so angry now. More concerned. Who’d come up to her to confront her?

“I know you told us not to bother the new person here, but there has to be a reason why they got the building and we didn’t. There’s no reason that old man Dawson would rent to anyone else.” The woman said.

A low growl rumbled again. Lucia peered through the frosted glass on the door. Only the woman’s shape stood there, but there was a darker shape, coming up to the other form’s shoulder. That second shape wasn’t humanoid.

“She needs to know that everyone knows she didn’t rent this fairly.” The woman waved her hand.

Lucia rolled her eyes. As if renting was the only option. She unlocked and opened the door.

“I’m not renting. I bought this building as well as two others along this block.” Lucia glanced at the blond woman and the big hellhound next to her.

The woman blinked. “You... You...”

“I bought it. With the changes I needed, it’s better to buy, because reverting to the original state is a bitch.” She shrugged and glanced at the hellhound. Though she hadn’t seen one in the flesh before, this one was a good example of the breed.

An extremely large animal, it stood shoulder high on the woman. Sleek, black fur covered the beast and red eyes glowed. The black claws on his paws gleamed. Yeah, they weren’t normal dog claws. They’d be able to dig through stone.

“And he sold them to you?” The woman took a deep breath.

“Why don’t you and the hellhound come on in now that you are a little calmer and not behaving so out of control?” Lucia stepped back. Normally, she’d leave the woman out there, but the intervention of the hellhound and the woman’s reaction drew her curiosity.

“You wouldn’t let me in earlier.” The woman frowned.

“You were banging on the door and screaming. Did you expect me to let you in? I didn’t want to have to explain why I fried some idiot’s ass if I opened the door for you. The way you were acting, I was almost sure you’d turn aggressive.” Lucia raised her eyes to the ceiling. How could that woman forget how she’d acted?

The hellhound rumbled. Not a growl, but she had no idea what it was.

“If you want to go change into a robe and join the conversation, there are some back in the cabinet in the first room on the right. I’ll put in a load of wash after you leave.” She glanced at the hellhound.

The hellhound walked down the hallway and disappeared into the room. Lucia grinned. Let’s see how he liked the robes. They felt the same as the ones at her other spas, but it was other people who’d wear them while they went through their treatments.

A tall man walked out of the room with one of the white robes with the purple embossed logo on the right. He cinched the robe tight. His black hair hung about collar length. Gorgeous brown skin gleamed in the light.

“So, want to tell me what some of that growling was about?” Lucia leaned her hip against the counter that would serve as a greeting, reservation, and payment station.

“We told them to leave the person who was setting up the salon here alone. Dawson told them he wasn’t renting. When the renovation started, they lost their minds.” The man glanced at the woman and frowned.

“That’s what it sounded like from in here. I’m Lucia Haven.” Lucia grinned. “All that noise and yelling, I thought about calling in the police or Sentry. Since it was just noise, I waited to see if she’d escalate.”

“Macrae Vincent, at your service. You said you bought this building and two others. Are you putting something else in the other two?” He lifted his hand.

She took it. He clasped it between his hands, before releasing her. His lips widened in a smile.

“No, they already had renters. He just wanted to get rid of them at the same time if possible. It was doable and nothing will change for them other than who the rent goes to.” Lucia grinned. The same family ran the little restaurant down the street for over fifty years. Nice people.

“No comments about him being a hellhound and how big he is?” The woman crossed her arms over her chest.

“Since he’s the first hellhound I’ve met, at least in shifted form, I can’t say if he’s big for a hellhound. I don’t know if I met one in human form. There’s not anything to distinguish them from others that I know.” She shrugged. Why did everyone fawn all over the hellhounds? Yeah, they were big, majestic, and more than a little intimidating, but there were far more intimidating beings out there.

“I know I’m not the first hellhound you’ve met.” He grinned and took a step closer to her. His arm brushed hers.

“Why do you say that?” She tilted her head. Familiarity burned in his eyes along with heat.

“I’m almost certain I’ve seen a picture of you from one of our people who met you before you moved here.” He smiled.

“Someone sent a picture of me.” She straightened away from the counter. Okay, creepy. Why the hell would someone do that?

“It’s not as weird as it sounds. He found you when he visited the city and kissed you, but when he went back a couple months later, you were gone.” Macrae raised his hands.

She frowned. Kissed her? While she was back in Ansarria. She bit her lip. And recent from what he said. The big dude in the bar. He had black hair, too, but the other man’s hair was long, silky, and so soft to touch. Jessica blew up and ordered all the impure out of the city two days later.

“I remember kissing a guy, but we didn’t exchange names. I don’t think he took a picture of me, though.” She frowned. So how would he send one of her to other people?

“You were with a woman with dark brown hair streaked with purple. I have no idea when he took it.” Macrae shrugged
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Chapter Four
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The door opened. A spike of fear shot through her. Her pulse raced. Lucia spun around. Damn it, she’d locked that. How did it swing open like that?

A black-haired man strode in but stopped to lock the door. Who the hell was he? The man stalked over to them, a frown pasted on his lips and his chiseled jaw clenched. She straightened and turned to face him.

“Who are you and why did you break into my salon?” She flexed her hands. Would she have to give him a taste of fire? Hopefully not. That stench required an intense cleanup. She had a schedule to keep.

“I’m Keagan Spencer, Commander of the Prime Dux’s Guard. I was coming to see you and received notice of a disturbance here. I entered to make sure you were safe.” He smiled and nodded to her.

“You were coming to see me? Why?” She frowned. Why would the commander of the guard come to see her? She hadn’t done anything. Those shoulders, his dark hair, and predatory good looks. She wouldn’t forget a man like him.

“I wanted to renew our acquaintance.” He grinned and stepped forward. “It’s good to meet you again, Lucia.”

She blinked. Renew our acquaintance? “We’ve met? I don’t remember that.”

“Do you remember your tithe?” Keagan held out his hand.

She slid her palm over his. “Yeah, I remember going and then there’s a blank. My next memory is standing in a hall with a man. He told me I helped someone and they escorted me out to my friends. I don’t know what that entailed other than healing someone.”

“I’m the someone you helped. We talked a little while you were there. You fascinated me. I wanted to stay close to you even then. It’s not every day that I meet a woman whose heat feels that damn good. Today is the first day I had a chance.” He squeezed her hand. “I wanted to ask you out so that we can talk and both of us can remember it this time. Will you go out with me? I know some great restaurants. Whatever you’re hungry for, I’m sure I can think of an excellent restaurant to go to.”

She frowned and focused. He did hold some of her energy. And the attraction to him flared hot and wild. She might climb him if there weren’t witnesses. A few questions wouldn’t hurt. “Did I tell you anything or do anything that would prove that you’re telling the truth?”

“Well, there are a few things. I sent the name of a store with you because you said that you were looking for clothes that could withstand your heat. You did a showy little flare of your hands to cleanse them before you healed me. And you have cute little pointed ears underneath your beautiful hair.” He reached up and tugged on
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