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Author Note
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FINDING HIS EDEN WAS previously released as Book One in the Silverdale Coven Series. This series has now been renamed Silverdale City and will also include the Silverdale Wolves series.

The second edition of this book has gone through an update of proofing and grammar, but the story itself includes no new information.

Warnings: Paranormal, Vampires, Wyverns, Mentions of Blood/Feeding, Rejected Mates, Second Chances, Pregnancy.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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COME FIND ME, DRAYCE.

Drayce woke with a start and sat upright, gasping for breath as his heart pounded heavy in his chest. His hands trembled and tears streaked down his face as he tried to shove those haunting green eyes back into the box labelled memories from which they’d escaped. A strangled laugh escaped his lips, Drayce knowing that it had never worked in the past when his dreams had woken him...dreams that had never changed, nor had showed no signs of fading.

Except tonight they had changed.

Skylhr had never spoken to him before. His dreams nothing more than a silent movie of the memories they’d created together over two wonderful weeks.

And only two weeks.

No matter how much his heart had argued, Drayce couldn’t have stayed longer. He’d needed to walk away from the young human before the bond connecting them grew too strong. Before Drayce had been forced to watch the mate the Fates had gifted him grow old and die while he did not.

Being fated to a human was rare for a wyvern, but Drayce had witnessed the heavy toll watching a human partner fade away had on their wyvern partner. He’d listened to the anguished cries as they cursed the Fates for not giving them the ability to grant their partners immortality like vampires could. But the Fates never listened, and the wyvern slowly drifted into madness. It had been easier for Drayce to walk away live with the ache of loneliness as he waited for the day their bond finally broke. 

Prayed that when it did, his memories of Skylhr disappeared with it.

On that night, Drayce had taken to the skies, soaring high above the earth and hid amongst the clouds as he roared in pain. Yet in the years...decades...centuries that had passed since then, Drayce’s memories of Skylhr still remained. Three thousand years of living and he could still remember those two week with a clarity that tore him apart. And if anything, those memories had only gotten stronger...his nightmares of Skylhr more insistent since his clan had chosen to settle here in Silverdale City. A vividness to them that had Drayce believing that if he just reached out, he could touch Skylhr once more.

Yet until tonight, Skylhr had never spoken to him. “Come find me.” It didn’t make sense for him to speak at all let alone those words. There was no one for Drayce to find when Skylhr had been dead for more than three hundred years.

Snatching his phone off the bedside table, Drayce peered at the time and groaned. It was three house earlier than he needed to be awake. Four hours before his meeting with Alric Drayton—head of the Silverdale corporation and the associated vampire coven—to discuss the purchase of the land the wyvern clan currently occupied. All the necessary documents had been drawn and simply awaited their signatures to make it official, and then the heavily forested land bordering the coast would be theirs.

But it wasn’t only the land deal that needed finalising. As a part of the purchase agreement, the clan had been requested to assist with keeping the supernatural inhabitants of the city safe. Drayce had already spent time discussing the running of patrols with Albie Fredricks—head of Silverdale Security—about patrolling the area between the city and the nearby mountain range. And while their main purpose was to flush out the rogue elements who’d sought refuge beneath the mountain peaks, the finer points of how it would work still needed to discussed with Alric.

While a few more hours of sleep would be beneficial, Drayce knew it wasn’t going to happen. Throwing off his blankets, he clambered out of bed with a heavy sigh. He stretched his arms up and yawned before scratching at his chest as he strolled out of the bedroom. The other two wyvern who shared the house with Drayce were fortunate to not suffer the nightmares that he did—an advantage that came with not coming in close contact with their fated one—and remained tucked up in their beds. He crept carefully down the hallway toward the kitchen, not wanting to wake them nor deal with the questions they’d ask. Drayce considered flicking on the coffee pot and curling up on the couch to read but a different restlessness overtook him, and Drayce continued through the house until he stood in the backyard.

Stars shone bright against the dark canvas of the night and the sliver of moon hung low in the sky. A beautiful night to soar across the sky without any clouds to hide the picturesque scene below of the sprawling city. It’s patchwork of modern and older architecture a testament to the wonderous creativity of humans that never ceased to surprise Drayce through the centuries...millennia he’d spent watching them. Without cloud cover it was riskier for Drayce to be up there as it would be easier for a human to see him. There was nothing he could do when the urge to take flight grew more desperate as the confusing words that Skylhr had spoken in his dream continued to drift through his mind. “Come find me.”

Rolling his shoulders, Drayce closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He released it slowly, the air shimmering around Drayce as he shifted, and then opened his eyes. It always too a few seconds to adjust to the change...the way he saw the world changing drastically. He was taller, could see further and the colours of the world were brighter, more vivid even in the dark night. Drayce stretched his arms and a gust of wind raced across the backyard, rustling the leaves on tress twenty metres away as his wings moved through the air.

Drayce stared up at the sky and grinned. Pushing off the ground with his strong legs, Drayce flapped his wings until he gained the necessary altitude; the houses and trees now mere dots on the landscape below him. He quickly found a thermal and rode the current across the sky, taking a route over the city Drayce had found himself drawn too ever since his clan had arrived in Silverdale. “Come find me, Drayce. Come find me, Drayce.” The words raced through his head as he flew, growing louder, more insistent as Drayce circled one particular neighbourhood and his gaze drawn to one house and he couldn’t understand why.

Two hours later, Drayce landed back in the yard with a thud, dust billowing around him. He glanced toward the house as the backdoor opened, not surprised when Caelan walked out. The wyvern was his brother in all but blood, but their kind blood connections meant little as time passed and the loyalty that humans often attached to family were reserved for those who chose to be a part of your life...the members of your clan. Caelan had been by his side for the last thousand years, or was it longer? He could no longer tell when years tended to become decades in the blink of an eye. But more importantly, Caelan had been there when Drayce walked away from Skylhr.... Had held him in his arms when Drayce cried in agony when the bond connecting him to Skylhr had disappeared with the man’s death.

“Yes, I am aware. I have plenty of time,”—shifting back to his human form—“to shower and dress before then.” “It would only take them half an hour, less if traffic was good to reach the centre of Silverdale where Drayton’s office was located.

Drayce strode toward the house, pausing in the doorway when Caelan’s hand landed heavily on his shoulder. “You dreamt of him again?”

His shoulders sagged. “Don’t I always.”

Heading through the kitchen, Drayce greeted Dael, another of the wyverns who lived in the house with him but didn’t stop to talk like he’d normally do. He rushed down the hallway, grabbing towels from the linen cupboard as he passed it before stepping into the bathroom for a quick shower. Ten minutes later and feeling fresher, Drayce walked down the hallway still drying his long hair while not bothering to wrap the other towel around his waist. 

Drayce entered his bedroom and strode over to the wardrobe, flicking his gaze over the suits hanging in it unsure which one to wear. Double or single breasted? Plain or pinstripe? Black, navy or chocolate brown? He mulled it over as he tugged open the top drawer of his dresser and grabbed a clean pair of boxers. Drayce would rather not wear them—going commando more familiar and comfortable after several millennia of living—but he’d quickly learned during the early years of the suits’ popularity that the scratchy woollen fabric and bare skin didn’t mesh well. And even with the hassle of underwear, Drayce had quickly grown to love wearing a suit...loved the power generated by a well-designed, well-fitted suit.

His meeting with Alric Drayton was one that demanded a display of power. Not in an antagonistic way, but as a gentle reminder that while Alric might be in control of Silverdale City, Drayce shouldn’t be underestimated. The wyvern clan might be small, yet they were older, more powerful, and more knowledgeable about the world—about both worlds—that Alric would ever be. With that in mind it was easier to select a suit a wear. Drayce pulled out his favourite black slim-fitted, double breasted suit made of merino-silk blend and paired it with a black silk shirt. He decided against wearing a tie and left the two top buttons undone instead thinking it would take some of the edge off the power the suit conveyed.

Heading back to the bathroom, Drayce stared at his reflection and wondered how best to style the long strands of dirty blonde hair. Did he leave it to hang loose around his shoulders or pull it up into a bun? Hell, he’d even been known to braid it, especially when it was longer. In the end the style was decided by time as Caelan yelled at him to hurry up and Drayce walked out of the bathroom with his hair not tied up. He grabbed his jacket from where he’d left it lying on his bed and shrugged it on while striding back to the kitchen. Running behind, Drayce didn’t have time to sit down to eat breakfast, instead forced to grab a bowl of porridge to eat in the car.

Maybe he shouldn’t have spent as much time in the air.

Thirty minutes later they pulled into the three-storey parking structure and parked their vehicle on the basement level as they’d been directed. Drayce climbed out of the car and glanced around the building while buttoning his jacket, not surprised to find theirs was the only vehicle present. His footsteps echoed on the concrete as he strode toward the elevator with Caelan by his side and muttered a greeting to the members of Alric’s security team as they ushered him inside. Drayce shoved his hands into his pockets and stared at the numbers as they counted down to the twentieth floor where Alric’s office was located.

Drayce walked into Alric Drayton’s office and greeted the vampire with a firm handshake as expected before sitting in the chair opposite the vampire’s desk. He barely concealed his surprise at the absence of the Silverdale Security Head, Albie Fredricks, who hadn’t been waiting in the Alric’s office like he’d been for the previous meetings. Drayce could have easily taken offence at the vampire’s no show, but he’d simply shrugged it off aware that Albie had recently given birth. Besides, there was no point stirring up trouble where none existed.

The only person who was disadvantaged by Albie’s absence was Alric, the vampire down a bodyguard for the important meeting. Drayce didn’t discount that Albie’s nonappearance might have also been deliberate, a sign of respect on Alric’s part in acknowledging that Drayce was powerful, and that Alric trusted Drayce not to use it against him.

“It’s good to see you again, Drayce... the final sales agreements have been draw up and I hope that you find the terms are agreeable.” Alric pushed the documents across the desk and then leaned back in his chair while he waited for Drayce to read over them.

It didn’t take long. Most of the pages were filled with the standard legal clauses expected in this type of contract, and Drayce skipped over them to read those that were more important. He especially wanted to check that no caveats had been placed on the land that would restrict them from developing it as the clan needed to construct an enclosed arena for their younger wyvern to practice flying safely. And also, that at the end of their hundred year lease—because the vampires were never going to sell it freehold—they’d get first right of renewal.

“Yes... everything appears to be satisfactory.” Drayce held out a hand and waited for a pen to be placed in it before scribbling his signature in all the required places. Once finished, he pushed the signed contract back across the desk so Alric could add his name to it. “Thank you for doing this... it will be nice for the clan to have a more permanent place to settled for the next century.”

“No...no... thank you. There has been a lot of pressure placed on us to sell the land to human developers in order to house their expanding population within the city. It was getting harder and harder to come up with viable reasons as to why we couldn’t when we’ve not hesitated to be involved with other human residential developments. But any humans living in this area that you’ve leased would be dangerous to the Silverdale Ridge Pack whose lands border yours.” Alric scrawled his last signature and placed the pen on top of the documents after first handing over Drayce’s copy. “Now if you don’t mind waiting a bit, the interim head of Silverdale Security should be arriving shortly and then we can discuss the other matter.”

“Interim?”

“Ah, yes. Albie decided to take some time off after having his son...not that he’s any good at staying away from the office.” Alric chuckled while Dracye tensed, not liking to have this change sprung on him. Drayce didn’t believe there was anything nefarious behind it, it didn’t stop him or Caelan from being on edge.

At the knock on Alric’s office door, Drayce swiveled in his seat to greet the newcomer as a warmth flooded his chest that he hadn’t felt for three hundred years. Only person had ever elicited such a response from him...a tug of fate that had been hard to walk away from. 

But Skylhr had been dead for three hundred years...

At least... Skylhr was supposed to be dead.

Drayce staggered to his feet as a man—no, a dhampyre with all too familiar green eyes entered the room. Three hundred years disappeared in the blin of an eye, and he could almost imagine standing on that hillside next to Skylhr, the sweet smell of meadow flowers wafting around them. But this...wasn’t then. And Drayce wasn’t the only one thrown by this sudden meeting as Skylhr stood in the doorway, eyes wide and the greeting he’d been about to utter never making it off his tongue.

“Come find me, Drayce.”

It all made sense now, though Drayce was hesitant to believe it. The chances of a wyvern being granted another chance at a fated one, no matter how they’d lost their first one was rare. A second chance at the one they’d walked away from... completely unheard of.
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Chapter Two
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SKYLHR SAT DOWN HEAVILY at the desk in Albie’s office—well his for the next few months—and stared at the open file in front of him. It hadn’t taken him long to locate it, the file still sitting in the desk drawer where he’d left it after having spent the last week reading over it. He’d wanted to go into the meeting with a good understanding of the wyvern clan’s dynamics and the request that Albie had already started negotiating with them. But nothing could have prepared Skylhr for him...a man with all too familiar blue eyes.

Sighing, he ran his hands through his hair roughly and tried to come up with a plausible explanation why the wyvern, Drayce, was so familiar. There was an obvious answer, but Skylhr refused to believe it. Couldn’t. There was no logical reason for Drayce to be the man who’d haunted his dreams for the last three hundred years. He had to be a distant relative who’d gotten lucky in the genes department...

But as the file pointed out... Drayce wasn’t human, and at three thousand years old chances were he was the one Skylhr had met three centuries ago... the man he’d spent two glorious weeks with before Drayce had disappeared and shattered Skylhr’s heart.

Frustration sang a dangerous melody in his veins that was quickly joined by three centuries’ worth of rage which only made it harder for Skylhr





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MANDY GREENWOOD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





