
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Into the Paranormal World: After a vampire fixer returns to his coven at his master’s behest, he meets his beloved... in a gargoyle so strait-laced, he doesn’t know what Fate is thinking.

	 

	 

	Salem Galdesque was busy doing a favor for one of Master Krispin’s allies when the news of several beloveds in his home coven reaches his ears. He’s happy for them even as he snickers at the shackles it places upon them. As his coven’s fixer, he could only imagine the trouble such a bond would cause to his own life. Salem loves being able to solve a problem by any means necessary—whether it be by a payoff, seduction, or a good, old-fashioned beat-down... and maybe even more—and answering to a beloved would be nothing but a headache. His tactics makes his job easy, not to mention fun. When Salem is called home to the Maven coven, he meets the gargoyle Keefe and realizes Fate has bestowed upon him a rather dubious gift—Keefe is his beloved. After just a couple of encounters, Salem knows that between Keefe’s serious need to color inside the lines and Salem’s own prevalence toward shades of gray, their different outlooks will cause nothing but problems. Still, Keefe is Salem’s beloved, and he knows he only gets one, so they come to an agreement—no talking shop with each other. When they both uncover leads regarding the hunters troubling the Maven coven, can they figure out how to work together, or will their issues tear not only them apart, but the coven as well?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Creeping through the shadows, Salem Galdesque tailed his mark. He watched the rogue vampire pause and peer over his shoulder. The man obviously missed him, for he continued on at a relaxed pace. When he reached a non-descript door in the side of a run-down warehouse, he went inside.

	Ah, so that’s where you’re hiding them.

	Salem had been tailing James for two days—one of six rogues making up the gang—waiting for him to lead him to the missing men and women. While he was actually a member of the Maven coven in Wyoming, the leader there—Master Krispin Stearling—often loaned him to other covens that required his special brand of expertise. In this case, a small vampire coven in upstate New York just wasn’t equipped to deal with a team of rogue vampires kidnapping people.

	When Salem reached the door, he pressed his ear to the wall. As a vampire with exceptional hearing, he made out the sound of James hollering, “Where are Glade and Winston?”

	“They’re still out collecting,” Salem heard another man answer.

	“Still?” James growled, not sounding at all pleased. “They were supposed to be back half an hour ago. Our buyers will be here in twenty, and we’re short their two.”

	Oh, now this is absolutely perfect.

	Salem grinned broadly. If there were two vampire rogues still out, that meant there could possibly be only four inside the warehouse.

	Not only will I be able to snag the whole gang, but I’ll get a bead on their buyers, too.

	Pulling out his phone, Salem sent off a quick text to Esposito and Illard, ordering them to meet him at the warehouse’s address ASAP. He tucked his phone away, then peered down the alley, up at the building, and over at the one beside it. Spotting a fire escape on the nearby building and several broken third-story windows on the one the rogue had entered, Salem grunted with pleasure.

	Salem moved to the fire escape, crouched for a second, gauging where the ladder hung overhead. Then he lunged upward. With his vampire strength and agility—plus his height advantage at being six-foot-five—he easily reached it. In near silence, Salem climbed to the roof of the building.

	Standing at the edge, Salem judged the distance. He took a few steps backward, then sprinted forward. Planting his right foot on the ledge, he jumped, easily clearing the space between the buildings.

	Outstretching his hands, Salem grew his claws... and sank them into the wood frame of one of the broken window panes. He hung there for a few seconds, allowing the momentum to leave his body. After a glance around, Salem stretched out his leg and found purchase on the right side of the frame. There was nothing on the left, but he didn’t need it.

	With a careful push off the frame, a twist of his body, and the flex of his biceps, Salem swung onto the framework making up the wooden balcony. Unfortunately, it was a very old wooden balcony. A board creaked under his weight, and dust and debris clattered onto the floor below.

	“What was that?” James demanded.

	Salem crouched and stared between a gap in the slats, trying to take in the lay of the land. There was plenty of dust, broken machines of a use which Salem couldn’t determine, and... three vampires standing near an area that had been set up as a crappy living room—complete with dirty sofas, scuffed coffee tables littered with pizza boxes and beer bottles, and a very pale, slender young woman reclining on the sofa with blood dripping down her neck.

	Considering how the female’s eyes were closed and the shallow rise and fall of her breasts, Salem knew she was alive. He had every intention of keeping her that way. That meant taking out the trash.

	And figuring out where the fourth rogue is hiding before his pals arrive.

	“I don’t know,” the blond vampire answered with a dismissive shrug. “Probably a wild animal or somethin’.”

	James glared at him. “Well, go check it out, Vic,” he snapped, slapping him upside the head.

	Vic curled his lip and snarled, but he did as James had ordered, stalking toward a rickety-looking set of stairs to the left. He even grumbled under his breath as he focused his attention on deciding where to put each step. James didn’t blame him, considering he felt the tremors shiver through the framework with each of the man’s steps.

	Still, it did give Salem the opportunity he needed. Grabbing the banister in one hand, he swung over the railing. He lifted his knees, let go, and rotated as he fell. Stretching out his right arm, Salem caught himself on a pole beam at second-story height and swung around it. He released it just as he heard James shout, but he ignored the vampire.

	Salem focused on his target, instead—the black-haired rogue standing next to James. As he landed beside the man, he whipped out his hand, his claws extended. Even before the wet thud of the bleeding head hit the floor, Salem was turning toward James.

	Blocking James’s slashing strike with his own claws, Salem slammed the talons of his right hand deep between the ribs of the rogue leader. “Where’s your friends, James?” he taunted as he yanked his claws back out and took a step away.

	Salem spotted James’s snarl as the rogue swung at him once again. That time, he jumped backward to avoid the strike... having seen Vic leaping at him from overhead. Spinning and leaping, Salem hook-kicked Vic across his face, sending him crashing into James.

	Both vampires went flying, bodies landing with sharp thuds and limbs sprawling.

	Gods, it’s like shooting fish in a barrel.

	Jumping close, Salem had Vic’s head lopped off before he’d even gotten his bearings. He’d intended to play with James a little longer—just for fun... and information—when the squeak of a door to his left drew his attention. A heavy-lidded vampire appeared from within the room.

	“What’s going on?” he slurred as if drunk... or blood-engorged.

	Bastard.

	In short order, Salem decapitated James before jumping on the moronic rogue. The dark-haired guy had barely even registered him, his eyes widening in surprise, before Salem removed his head from his shoulders. As the body fell, he rested his hands on his hips and peered around.

	“Well,” Salem grumbled. “That was just too damn easy.”

	A whimper caught his attention.

	Taking three steps, Salem reached the doorway. He barely suppressed an angry growl as he surveyed the dirty space. Four humans—two men and two women, all appearing in their early twenties—sat on dirty mattresses, their hands and feet trussed before them. A fifth human—a male—lay unconscious on another mattress. Similar to the unconscious woman in the other room, blood dribbled from a pair of fang holes in his neck.

	Gods, they couldn’t even be bothered to close their damn bites.

	The stench of fear permeated the room.

	Doing his best to school his expression into something that resembled reassurance—not something Salem knew his hard features were good at—he lifted his hands in placation. “Everything is going to be all right,” he rumbled.

	When the stink of fear increased, coupled with gasps and cringes, Salem spotted what they were staring at. He still had his claws out. They were also covered in the blood of the rogues.

	Just great. Where’s Esposito when I need him?

	The other vampire appeared of Mexican descent, and while he was still a badass enforcer, he could easily charm just about any human.

	Salem heard the sound of a lock unbolting so he turned away from the frightened humans. Sprinting toward the opening warehouse door, he watched two vampires enter. Each carried a human—one male and one female—and both were unconscious.

	Thank the gods for small favors.

	The pair’s expressions had just morphed into shock at seeing their fallen comrades when Salem reached them. He wasted no time in grabbing the female from the startled vampire. At the same time, Salem slashed his talons through his neck, taking him out.

	Salem spun to face the final rogue. Keeping his focus on the blond, he slowly knelt and placed the human on the dirty floor. As he rose to his feet, Salem offered the man a feral grin.

	“So, you ready to die like the rest of your friends?” Salem asked gruffly, taking a slow step toward the vampire, gauging the best way to get the human to safety before killing the male.

	The vampire sneered. “Not friends.” He chuckled coldly. “And with them out of the way, I’ll get all the profit.” With a cocky grin, he tossed the young man onto a nearby sofa. “I bet you beat the others due to the element of surprise. Won’t happen with me.”

	Salem swept his gaze over the cocky vampire. Considering he seemed to like to talk, he couldn’t help but ask, “So, this is your operation?” He grinned as he needled, “I thought James was the boss.”

	Curling his lip, the blond vampire narrowed his eyes. “You thought wrong,” he declared, his fingers curling and uncurling, betraying his rising agitation. “I was just biding my time before taking over, letting him do all the work.”

	Then the blond lunged.

	While Salem was tempted to play with the vampire, the stirring of one of the humans on the sofas changed his mind. The woman didn’t deserve to wake up to this asshole’s ranting. With that in mind, Salem dispatched him quickly with a spin and swipe.

	Salem bent over and tore off the back of the downed vampire’s shirt. Swiftly, he cleaned the blood from his talons before retracting them. Then he tossed the soiled fabric onto the blond’s bare back.

	“Well, fuck, Salem. Didn’t you leave any fun for us?”

	Grinning, Salem turned to face Illard and spotted Esposito standing beside him. Illard was leaning against the door frame, a smirk curving his dark lips. Esposito was peering around the warehouse, concern filling his expression when his attention fell on the humans.

	“Sure, I left you some fun, Illard,” Salem replied with a smirk. “Their buyers are supposed to show in just a few minutes. We can take them down, too.”

	Illard grinned broadly. “Sweet.”

	“This one’s coming around,” Esposito called, crouching beside the sofa. “Maybe clear those bodies away so she doesn’t have to see them.” Grimacing, he added, “Not that we can do anything about the blood spatter.”

	Salem shrugged, unrepentant. “Maybe she’d appreciate seeing proof that her attacker is dead.” Even as he said the words, he grabbed a severed head by its hair as well as the leg of one of the bodies. “Oh, and there’s five more humans in the storage room over there.” Salem used his chin to indicate direction.

	“Damn,” Esposito grumbled. “Eight missings. Six rogues.” He licked his forefingers before sliding them across the woman’s puncture wounds, which had been left by one of the rogues’ fangs. Using his saliva to seal them, Esposito removed the evidence of the vampire’s bite. “No wonder the local coven asked for aid.”

	As Salem dragged the body, carrying the head, he grinned broadly. “Happy to help.”

	Taking his burden behind some rusting machine that had been left behind probably almost a century before, Salem left them there. He headed to the next body. Just as he grabbed a leg, he felt his phone vibrate within his pocket. As Salem pulled it free, he started toward the corner.

	“Salem,” he answered without checking the screen. There were very few who would call him. He noticed Illard had crossed to the storage room and was speaking in low tones while Esposito continued to help the three in the main room—the other vampire had even moved the woman Salem had placed on the floor to another of the sofas.

	“Salem, how’s your task going there?”

	Hearing Master Krispin’s voice, Salem returned his attention to his call as he continued moving bodies. Not only did Esposito’s idea probably have merit, but he also wanted them out of the way for when the slavers arrived, too.

	“We’ve located and eradicated the rogues here,” Salem began. “Hopefully, we’ll be able to start clean-up soon.”

	“Hopefully?” Master Krispin clearly wanted an explanation.

	“Yes, Master,” Salem replied formally. “They were holding six humans on the premises, and the final pair of rogues to show up were bringing two more.” Before his master could voice anything, Salem quickly added, “Before taking them out, I overheard the head rogue say that their buyers were supposed to arrive soon.”

	“Damn,” Master Krispin grumbled. “Bastards selling humans.” His tone took on a musing quality. “Were they selling them to other vampires or humans?”

	“Unknown at this time, Master,” Salem admitted. He hadn’t even considered that. “Illard and Esposito are checking the humans while I’m clearing bodies, and we’re waiting for the buyers.”

	Master Krispin hummed for a few seconds. “Have you notified Master Levonne that you’ll need an assist to aid those humans, yet?”

	Salem frowned. “Not yet. We’d just finished
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