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      Blurb

      

      Luna is a cleaner. You can tell by the mop she carries around that matches her no-nonsense manner and blunt wit.

      There isn't meant to be anything in this city she can't clean. Then she runs into a mess that threatens to swallow her and everyone else up in a twisted tale decades in the making.

      Luna has a rare strain of magic - she can use the shadows to detect spell cores. It makes her a great cleaner but also a target. Because someone has waited a long time to find her.

      When she reveals her powers in a grand - and awfully embarrassing - scene at the hottest club in town, she also comes to the attention of the hottest vamp. Lennox Seymour - the city's number one party boy.

      But Lennox has a secret, and it's wrapped up in her. When he contracts her to clean the city of scum - of the criminal variety - she starts to realize she might be more to him than meets the eye. And it's his eyes that hold that secret. For Lennox Seymour might've had his true-mate response for Luna. And no matter what she does, what she smacks with her mop, and what she verbally assaults, she can't fight destiny.

      She can only take it by the hand, dance with it, and see how long it takes to wrap its lips around hers and kiss her until the end of time.

      ...

      Shadow Side follows a plucky cleaner and the city's worst playboy fighting dangerous demons. If you love your urban fantasies with action, heart, and a splash of romance, grab Shadow Side Book One today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.

      Shadow Side is the 7th Your True Vampire series. In a world where vampires know their true love at first sight, love brings trouble. Packed with action, humor, and a dash of romance, you can read them separately, so plunge in today.
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    Prologue

    She stood on the roof as it bubbled beneath her, flames leaping high.

    They curled around her feet. They marched toward her power, ready to rip it out of her, ready to get to what was beneath.

    Her breath caught in her throat as she yanked her head up and she saw the city.

    The entire skyline was on fire.

    Then she heard him. Right behind her.

    “Luna, don’t. Don’t you dare. Not alone,” Lennox’s driving words pounded over the rooftop, even as a whole section beside her crumbled in. There was a deafening roar as flames took the opportunity to leap up high.

    Even though her magic still protected her, she had to yank a hand up and hide behind it.

    She almost fell to the side. Then one of the roofing tiles slipped, and she really did.

    “Luna,” Lennox roared now.

    Somehow his vampire tones were louder than the destruction.

    She heard as another building, not far to her side, caved in.

    The flames leapt up from the shadow realm, coiled around it, and started to separate it.

    As she lay there on her side, the flames closer but still not burning her through her thin magic, she stared in gob-smacked awe – and total soul-shaking terror.

    … This was what Lennox had always warned her about. This was what was always waiting for her in her future. Now it wasn’t waiting.

    … It was here.

    And there was only one thing for it, wasn’t there?

    Luna was the greatest magical cleaner in the city – hell, that there had ever been. She was the greatest magical cleaner there ever would be.

    There was a reason she alone could see the true shadow realm. So she could drag the darkness out into the light, scrub it clean, and let everyone else get on with whatever it was they did.

    She curled a hand into a fist, using her strength to chase away the last of her fear.

    Lennox still hadn’t reached her. He was on one of the burning rooftops behind. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him leap across the gap, his vampire form giving him enough ancestral magic that he managed to plummet headfirst through a burning cloud of rubble, reach her roof, grab the gutter, and pull up into a kneeling position.

    He just couldn’t get to her in time.

    Nobody could get to her in time. Because this… was why she’d been born.

    She reached toward her side, intending to yank out her extendable mop. Somewhere amid the chaos, it had been ripped from her.

    Oh well.

    She had this anyway. Had this in her hands, had this in her blood, had this in her eyes, had this in her shadow.

    She lifted both hands, extending her fingers out as far as she could. As the knuckles and webbing stretched, the sound hardly audible above the roar of the fire beneath, she closed her eyes. She felt her magic ignite. It raced around her wrists. Little symbols appeared, even though she didn’t look down at them. She could feel them digging into her skin, racing up high, getting ready to help her reach the true shadow realm.

    Then there’d be no stopping her.

    But she was forgetting something, wasn’t she?

    One determined ancestral vampire.

    Lennox tried to lurch toward her, but her own magic now held him back.

    It whoomphed in front of her, rising high like the greatest inferno ever. Honestly, you could go inside an aluminum smelter, but you wouldn’t get flames this powerful. Even the center of the sun would blush at the fire she produced.

    Because the fire was squeezed out of the shadow realm. The true location of magic.

    Lennox had to yank a hand up and hide behind it.

    She could see his eyes. Though she knew the importance of keeping her own eyes closed, she opened one a crack and stared across at him.

    He shook his head and mouthed her name. Maybe he screamed it – she couldn’t hear anymore. A roar picked up in her ears, wild and true. The roar of the shadows.

    If Luna had known then what she knew now, maybe things would’ve gone differently. What did she mean about then?

    How long had she known Lennox? It felt like years but honestly hadn’t even been more than a couple of days.

    If she’d known then what she did now… maybe she would’ve avoided him. It would’ve at least been easier.

    “Don’t you dare leave me alone, Luna,” he roared.

    Then he did something he shouldn’t be able to do, no ancestral vampire should be able to do, even if the flames of destiny burned between them and their mate.

    Sorry, mate?

    She couldn’t even believe she’d actually used that word.

    She tried to clean it from her head. But while she could clean almost anything else from any other place in the world, that one would remain.

    Because that one word – and the certain ancestral vamp it equated to – would never let her forget what it meant.

    He yanked his arm down and thrust it forward. He looked like he was in some rugby team, and he was about to push his way into a scrum.

    He would get hurt. That was the nature of the game. But it wouldn’t stop him from getting to her. Nothing would.

    She could admit that her heart beat harder, truly hard, as if someone had replaced it with a hammer. As it pounded against her chest, she called on her shadow magic, ready to slip into that realm, ready to save the city, even though it would cost her her life.

    She was forgetting something. Her life wasn’t really hers anymore.

    A certain handsome vampire rogue had claimed that some time ago. Her heart, too.

    Just as a gate to the true shadow realm opened behind her, and she heard the hiss of the dark, dangerous magic within, Lennox burst through her spell.

    He grabbed her.

    The second he fixed his fingers around her shoulder was the second she felt like the world had caught up with her. Not the whole world. Just his world. Her world. Because what was the difference now? As flames leapt around them, Lennox pushed close. His handsome face crumpled into the sternest expression she’d ever seen. “Luna, did you ever really think I’d let go of you like that? Luna, after all of these years of searching for you, do you think I’m gonna let you face the end on your own?”

    Her heart skipped a beat. Who was she kidding? It skipped every beat then started to pound to a different tune.

    Lennox drew close. She knew precisely what he would do.

    “You can’t seal my power, Lennox. There’ll be no one to save the city—”

    “Leave that to me. It was always my task.”

    “Lennox—”

    He reached in and locked a hand behind her head. Her skin shivered at the proximity of his touch. Proximity wasn’t the right word. Her skin practically melded with his fingers. Because they’d always known what they wanted.

    But now was no time to get it.

    Before Lennox could seal her powers with an ancestral kiss, the roof started to crumble.

    The next thing she knew, he shoved close, grabbed her by the waist, fixed an arm underneath her, and pulled her to the side. A blast of vampire power circled his move.

    It forced the flames back.

    He leapt to another roof and another.

    Soon, they were on the conservatory roof, the gardens just there.

    She’d once gotten so much pleasure out of those gardens. Now, one by one, she watched every ancient tree and flowering bulb burst into flames.

    They couldn’t withstand the magic.

    They turned to ash like dark glitter.

    “Don’t look at it. It’s not real yet. This,” he said, as he gripped her so hard, even destiny couldn’t pull her back, “is.”

    She looked up into his eyes.

    Then he did it. He leaned close. He fixed his fingers around her head harder – then he locked his lips on hers.

    His magic charged down into her mouth, into her chin and jaw, locking it in place. His heat and vampire power did the rest.

    There wasn’t a thing her body could do to push that force back.

    As his ancestral abilities sealed her shadow force, the roof gave way. It was only glass.

    It cracked around them.

    It was a long way to the marble lobby beneath, a long way to the people standing there enjoying a function, soft guitar music accompanying the clink of champagne flutes and laughter.

    They couldn’t see the destruction she and Lennox could. Not yet.

    They certainly saw Lennox and Luna tumbling through the shattering roof, his lips on hers.

    Her magic was sealed. She felt the second it crawled back into the core in the middle of her chest, never to be unlocked – in his presence at least.

    The spell was done.

    … But Lennox’s lips remained on her.

    They fell onto the floor.

    By all rights, she should’ve been crushed to dust. Her magic was gone – her vampire was not.

    He shoved a hand forward, planting it on the glass-covered floor just as they landed. It didn’t snap his wrist, though it should have.

    Instead, a jolt of pure vampire force broke their fall.

    Her head fell lightly against the marble just as his magic turned every single sharp glass shard to dust.

    … His lips were still on her.

    The guests around her screamed.

    Fair enough. The city’s greatest playboy had just crashed through the roof kissing a mediocre magical cleaner. And he wasn’t done yet.

    He opened one eye. He twisted it up toward the glass windows ahead.

    She could see, reflected in his wide pupils, as the flames dissipated.

    The destruction that waited in the shadow realm, right at the city’s doorstep, disappeared for now.

    The citizens around her had absolutely no idea that they were so close to destruction.

    Lennox did. And apparently Lennox would deal with it. But first he had something else to deal with.

    … His lips were still on hers. Had she mentioned that?

    Because they were still on hers. He swung his gaze down to her. All of his attention, all of his force. She watched light rim his irises, and this time she couldn’t deny it.

    It was his true-mate response.

    She… apparently, was his. And he was done playing games.

    With his lips still locked on hers, she somehow muttered, “You’re still kissing me, Lennox. The spell is sealed.”

    “And I’m the city’s greatest playboy. Do you really think I’m gonna waste this moment to kiss you in front of the city and make it official, Luna? Do you really think I’m ever gonna waste another moment with you?”

    Her stomach cinched in as his lips locked on hers harder. As she stared up into the eyes of her true mate. Her true destiny. But her true guard, too. Because from this point on, Lennox wasn’t gonna let her do what she needed to. He wouldn’t let her save the city, even if it cost him his life.

  
    Chapter 1

    Several Days Earlier

    Luna walked into one of the fanciest buildings she’d ever seen. She was aware of the fact it had only opened… what? A week ago?

    Hard to say.

    She remembered when this city had been a quiet place. She’d hardly call it sleepy. It was on an important sea route. The port was always filled with container ships. It’s just that somewhere around five years ago, the vamps had moved in.

    Vamps were everywhere. Especially wherever there was power. They brought their ancestral force – money too – and took up root like unwanted weeds.

    A cruel image. One she should keep to herself. Especially as a concierge shot toward her. It was just before a stiff-lipped bouncer could do the same. Fair enough, in her blue overalls, with her spotted scarf around her hair, and her thick glasses, she didn’t look like the ordinary clientele of this financial institution. That’s what it was. Of course that’s what it was. It was a vamp building. What did vamps like? Apart from blood? Money.

    And when they’d flooded into this city five years ago, they’d brought every single cent they could.

    Now every single new tower being built was backed by vampires, every mall, every hotel, every freaking house, and any other construction activity, too.

    If she hadn’t inherited her tiny rickety house on the edge of town from her grandmother, she’d probably be living under the bridge by now.

    She stowed all that mental chatter, knowing vamps could pick up even the most exquisitely small change in your blood pressure and figure out you were thinking ill of them.

    She smiled. She stopped herself just short of offering a salute.

    The concierge assessed her.

    He flicked his fingers dismissively at the gargoyle bouncer.

    The guy didn’t look ashamed. He looked like everything was in order – as if he actually deserved to be treated like that.

    Okay, not everything was in order. He shot her this look that said if she caused any trouble, she’d be out on her ass so fast, her pants would catch fire.

    She grabbed her hip as if in anticipation. She smiled. “Shadow Magical Cleaning Services.” She’d stopped herself from snapping a salute before. Now she did it anyway. And she knew a cheesy smile took to her lips.

    The concierge didn’t care. He slid his gaze to the left and right. He grabbed her by the arm, his long gaunt fingers cinching in like a cage. Why was it that vampires could do that, even when they weren’t using their magic? There was something fundamental about their grips that promised you once they had you, they wouldn’t let you go.

    He pulled her to the side. There was a long black counter with flecks of beautiful green crystal.

    Smiling, svelte vampire receptionists manned it.

    Not one of them looked at her. Why would they? She was just the cleaner.

    When the concierge had manhandled her through a side door, he sighed. “You come highly recommended. Apparently,” he looked her up and down as if he couldn’t believe what he was about to say, “you can see the true gritty side of magic, and you can clean it away.” He lifted a hand and made a dismissive gesture. From everything she’d already described to you, he was very good at it. It was all in the flick of the wrist, the spread of his fingers, and the fact he made the kind of eye contact that said she was insignificant. Sorry, she’d go back to being insignificant when she cleaned the magical dust off the walls, got the grime from his gutters, and scrubbed every spell core from beneath the carpet.

    She was used to being dismissed by vampires. But they needed her. And she needed the money.

    You’d be surprised how much cash you can sink into an old rickety house. Especially when construction prices were through the roof. She pressed her hands together and smiled. She knew how to fix a fake grin against her lips. Knew how to let it curl so high, it could reach your forehead and blast through into space. “That’s my promise. I’ll find the magical grit that other cleaners can’t.”

    His brow contracted. “You said on the phone that you have a skill—”

    “Sure do. I can see the darker side of force. The shadows—”

    “You will be discreet,” he cut in over the top of her.

    If she had one fun fact, it was the fact that she was actually unique in the magical cleaning business. Almost every other cleaning outfit in town just used grunt. They gathered together all of the dispossessed ex-warlocks that had fallen out of the cracks of the Army or police force, then used them to brute force their way through tricky magical messes. Her? She could always find the root of some problem with her skills. Then she used minimal effort to clean them away.

    This guy didn’t care what was unique about her.

    He clearly only wanted one thing.

    He waved that dictatorial finger right in front of her nose. “You will be discreet,” he hissed.

    He really pushed more out of that word than she’d ever heard before. She got the impression he spent most of his life saying that.

    Her top lip ticked to the side.

    She looked down at her feet. “Yes, sir. You paid for me to be discreet. And effective. So where is this gnarly magical mess?”

    She was cheery. He either didn’t notice or didn’t care. To be fair, that wasn’t his job. From his pristine red velvet waistcoat, to the official Vampire Council symbol that glistened on his chest, he was here to keep the vampire community safe and happy.

    He served them. And Luna? For the next couple of hours, she’d serve him.

    He led her around the service area to a small, insignificant lift. She’d clapped eyes on the real lifts in the lobby, and they looked about as gilded as a Cartier workshop.

    As they rose up the building, she realized they were headed to the penthouse floor.

    He hadn’t even bothered to describe what kind of magical mess she’d face. Had a contract signing gone wrong? Had an enemy vamp started to cast forbidden spells in the discussion room? Would there be some cracked tables, maybe a little blood on the walls? No. The vampire community was so much more controlled than that. If vamps started to fight vamps – especially for something as vulgar as money – the Council would step in.

    And what did you need to know about the Council? What did every single citizen of Arkans City need to know about its official Vampire Council?

    It was run by a man with an iron fist and a son to match.

    Clayton Seymour was one of the most powerful ancient vamps in the world. She just had to repeat that so you really got it.

    Clayton Seymour was one of the most influential, powerful, rich, and ancient vampires in the entire world.

    And he had moved to this city only five years ago. He’d brought his son – sorry, sons. There were two of them.

    The one you cared about was Riley, the second son.

    He owned this building. He owned most of the buildings around town.

    He was in the papers every other day.

    Not for the same reasons his rogue brother was, though. He wasn’t splashed across the celebrity sections, his charming, ever-handsome smile as ubiquitous as sunshine.

    Riley was really in control.

    But this was a detour. What you really wanted to know was that if anything ever went wrong in this town with vampires, the vamp Council – and Riley – would fix it.

    So what the heck would she face up there?

    Luna soon got her answer.

    The service elevator slid open. She had to scurry down a short corridor, always behind the concierge, never in front.

    Then he reached the main corridor, stiffened, turned, and mouthed one word. You guessed it, it was, “Discreet.” He didn’t even repeat the request that she ought to be discreet. That was a given.

    She would be discreet – otherwise she’d be out on her ear, and the grinning gargoyle in the lobby would have fun dragging her down and dumping her in the trash outside the building.

    She passed other staff.

    They muttered to themselves. They kept repeating one word. Lennox.

    She didn’t have the greatest hearing, but Luna soon brushed shoulders with a vamp who walked past her, not even glancing her way. He pinched the bridge of his nose. “How Lennox keeps getting away with this, I don’t know. You’d think his brother would have controlled him by now.”

    The vamp two steps behind the guy snorted. “You think Riley can control Lennox? You think anyone can control that party boy?”

    “His father is the head of the Council.”

    “Yet for reasons unknown, Clayton won’t go up against his own son.”

    “Watch your mouth,” the first vamp said, his canines flashing.

    Luna frowned.

    Lennox…? It wasn’t hard to figure out what happened. That one word shook her up from the inside out.

    The Lennox Seymour had partied here, ha?

    She’d never cleaned up after one of his parties before. The vamp community usually kept its business private.

    She knew of other cleaning outfits that had done it, but they were all run by vampires and staffed by them, too.

    She frowned a little. Why would the concierge call her instead of one of the other companies? He cleared his throat outside of the service door, reached forward, grabbed the handle, and looked at her. For a second, vampire power rimmed his pupils. It did it in a specific way.

    If you wanted to understand vamps, you needed to understand their pupils.

    Their eyes could react to magic before the rest of their body did.

    There were many different powerful reactions – the greatest being the true-mate response. Vampires could honestly sense the person they’d be with for the rest of their lives. And when that sense hit their bloodstream, it would take their pupils, expand them, and rim them with yellow light. That of course did not happen between her and the concierge. That would of course never happen between her and any vampire. Not her point. This vamp unconsciously stared at her with real force flickering in his gaze, meaning he couldn’t afford for her to screw up.

    She smiled.

    She wouldn’t exactly say she was good under pressure. She just knew that ultimately, if he wanted this place cleaned, she could do it. Because there was nothing she couldn’t clean.

    She shot him a reassuring smile, then nodded at the room. “I can take it from here.”

    “Other vampires will come and go. You will be—”

    Luna had to keep stopping herself from snapping salutes. She’d done it once – now she rode the wave of embarrassment, grinned, and snapped one again anyway. “Discreet is my middle name.”

    It wasn’t. It was Lucy. But this concierge didn’t need to know that—

    He opened the door, and her nostrils twitched. Actually, that was the wrong word. Luna’s nostrils fizzled.

    Magic rose around them, crackled along the fine hairs, shot up, and forced the greatest sneeze ever to echo around the room.

    The concierge didn’t even bat a hand at her dismissively. She imagined he could smell the wild magic, too. Hell, the vampire staff must’ve cast some seriously gnarly spells on this room to ensure you couldn’t smell it down the street.

    Luna looked across at what was probably a function room.

    Sorry, she had to use the past tense. She looked across at what had once been a function room. Now… it was a virtual war zone.

    Did you think that was a little rich? That was because you couldn’t see what was on the walls and covering the floor.

    And speaking of that, she lifted her simple sand shoe and stared down. Someone had cast so much magic on so much alcohol that it had formed a gloopy mess.

    One that still moved. She stepped on it, and it shivered, tried to climb her foot, and went to rise toward her knee.

    She could’ve screamed. She’d faced worse.

    Before the concierge could say anything, she reached behind her and grabbed her extendable mop. You wouldn’t know it was a mop. You’d think it was just a small cylindrical metal box she kept hooked against her belt.

    It was her greatest tool, nay, even a weapon.

    A weapon against mess.

    She twisted it around in a motion any trained cop would be proud of. She flicked her finger over the trigger catch, and in a single second, her mop appeared. She slammed it down against the gloop before it could climb her knee and smooshed it down into the carpet. Then she twisted. She used her mop like a channel. She forced sparks of crackling power into it, and they shot into the gloop, disrupting its magical cohesion. A second later, it gave up. It returned to its constituent parts. Sticky alcohol splashed across her foot and the carpet, and magic discharged into the floor.

    The concierge had likely been seconds from telling her to be discreet again, but she watched as he arched an eyebrow, almost looking impressed. Then, because dismissiveness was in his bones, he flicked a hand at her. “Clean the rest. You have a whole day.”

    “I won’t need it,” she said as she cheerfully twisted the mop around and started to attack another pile of gloop.

    “You have no idea what a vampire like Lennox can do to a room like this. You have no idea what a vampire like Lennox can do, full stop.” That comment wasn’t meant for her. He muttered it under his breath as his phone rang. Whatever it was, he didn’t want the distraction, and he rushed off, his curt tones echoing down the corridor beyond.

    She shrugged, happy to see him gone.

    There were a few other vamps in the room, all of them ignoring her. Soon they disappeared, too.

    Good. She was alone.

    She shoved her ear buds in, grabbed her phone, flicked to her favorite playlist, and started cleaning up.

    Did she like it? She loved it.

    Her grandmother had always instilled in her that she could do things other people couldn’t.

    Incredible things? Look, it depended on your point of view.

    Luna had a certain skill. She could see magical shadows.

    She wasn’t a shadow seer or anything, but… look, she was a fraction of a shadow seer, and
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