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He's a hunter. She's no man's prey.
Rookie detective Skylar Frost has been betrayed by her own mother. Skylar’s soul now belongs to the devil, and there's only one way to get it back—by taking down the dark Mage known only as the Philosopher.

He’s the bane of her existence and the force’s too. The Philosopher has been releasing monsters into her small town, monsters who are draining humans of their lives and wreaking havoc on life as she knows it. And afterlife too.

With her soul on the line, she can’t afford to make a mistake when it comes to taking down the dark mage, and yet, the sexy vampire shifter she meets in the cemetery swears she is about to do just that. Ash Ford is the enemy. She should be hunting him, not lusting after him and taking his advice. But she plans to use him to get what she wants. Good thing he’s easy on the eyes, even if he is the enemy. Skylar thinks she has Ash right where she wants him. But he has plans of his own. Dark, dead-sexy plans. 

Ash promises her he knows exactly how to rid the town of the monsters and their evil creator—and it involves a union between dark and light, his yang to her yin in more ways than one. She’s tempted. After all, he’s hot as hell and just as dangerous, exactly how she likes ‘em. But he’s keeping secrets. Like how her mother is still alive and that the price to regain Skylar's soul just might be her humanity.
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I’d love for you to join me! Sign up here to get all the delicious book updates: 

NEWSLETTER SIGN-UP
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CHAPTER ONE
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Even quaint, small towns have monsters lurking under the bed. 
One comes at me... beautiful, brilliant, fangs dripping with crimson blood. And as I stand powerless to run or fight, he pulls me into his cold chest... his golden eyes meet mine before razored canines pierce the skin of my neck. I release a silent scream, falling limp in his embrace, as he drains every last ounce of my blood. 

My head lolls back sharply, snapping me awake. 

It’s the third time this week. 

Third time the burgeoning force of the magic coursing in my veins nearly knocks me off my feet. Usually it happened in the night, where my dark dreams take me into darker realms. I can’t sleep because of my nightmares, and yet I can’t sleep without them. They remind me of what I’ve lost, and what we all stand to lose.

I look around, groggy and disoriented, before I realize I’m right where I was before this episode. Sitting at my file-littered desk that’s straining under the weight of unsolved cases. Hashtag-life-of-a-cop.

“Another late one last night, eh, Skylar.” 

I glance up at my partner Detective Braydon. Terrence Braydon, gorgeous Jamaican born and bred in Canada, who apparently decided falling for the love of his life meant consenting to living out the rest of his days in the purgatory that was this small US town. Of course, that’s not everyone’s opinion of Terrabane, New Haven. But for me, it will never be anything but my own personal hellhole.

“Seriously girl,” Terrence shakes his head, “you party like it’s the eve of the apocalypse.”

“Yeah, well, I wasn’t born then, so making up for lost time,” I lie. But passing out at work and seeming like the party girl I wasn’t... it was all worthwhile. It’s kept my real secrets hidden. But my late-night trainings are finally paying off, because it means now, at last, I’ll have the power to stop them. The real monsters of this town.

Humans think they’re the ones in control, but they’re not. Never have been. We’re not at the top of the food chain anymore. The sooner we get used to that fact...well, the fewer of us die. Death by vampire bite. Or death by werewolf mauling. Or sometimes, both. Or any other creature of the night as of yet unnamed, let loose by the Philosopher’s spell. 

I stare down at the only unsolved case folder I’m interested in. The one that’s eluded this precinct for more than a year. The one that unleashed hell.

“You do know that staring at that page isn’t going to make him suddenly appear, right?” Terrence says from across his desk. 

I look up to see he’s not even looking in my direction. That’s how well he knows me, just from the few short months we’ve been working together. “The Philosopher...” My fingers tap the file idly. “Who the hell is this guy, really?” I say to myself out loud. 

“No one knows. That’s why we’re where we are. Chasing a ghost in the night, with fuck-all to show for our efforts, and nothing but apologies and excuses to offer the grieving families of this town.”

I lean back and sigh, linking my fingers behind my head. What we did know... he only goes by the name on his randomly left calling card... The Philosopher. And he’s made the town of Terrabane his own personal demon playground. 

“But whoever he is, he’s one sick bastard.” Terrence adds.

“He...?” I mumble, lost in thoughts, “Or maybe she.”

His gaze lifts over the piles of papers on his desk that rival mine. “She? Now that’s an interesting prospect.” He wags his brows.

I can’t hide my eye roll. “You are such a guy. When it’s a man, he’s like this diabolical bastard — but a woman, and she’s some sexy vixen in a black spandex catsuit.” 

He laughs hard and shakes his head. “Hey, I never said anything about spandex.” 

“No,” I flick a wadded-up paper ball at him, “but you were thinking it.”

I didn’t discriminate between fangs and claws. They killed innocents with the same violent ends. It was time for it to stop. And as the sole witch with any powers left in this backwater town, it was up to me. I can’t get one more call to come to the crime scene of another broken body, ripped apart—drained of blood—sometimes both. Often both. If there was a territorial battle between the vampire and shifter, or if they weren’t feeling particularly like sharing. Male or female, they were all evil and it made no difference what sex our offender was, all that mattered was their creator had magic... and now, finally at long last, so did I. 

I swallow back the bile rising in my throat, then double check the calendar. Samhain. It was the time of the year my powers were at their peak. Not saying much since I rarely used them, and they were far weaker than they should be, but tonight was the night I made up for lost time, it was the night of retribution. Hunt down the monsters, take down the Philosopher and end this carnage once and for all. For Kelsey. 

The townhall clock chimes the half-hour. I sit forward and glance at my watch, itching to get out there. 

Finally, I blurt out, “I need some coffee.” It gives me an excuse to start packing up early for the night. Although it was already 11:30, and my shift was technically over two hours ago. 

As I’m collecting my cases, the file for The Philosopher falls open. It’s my achilles heel, and I’m drawn to it by a gravitational pull. I can’t help but sift through the photos for the hundredth time... only, this time, something catches my eye. 

A face. I recognize that face. One I’ve seen before. I flip through each crime scene photo, each senseless loss. He's there, in the crowd in every picture. I lean in closer, wishing we had more tech at our disposal. In the city, I could have had them enlarge the photo and run facial recognition on it. But here, there were no such perks. It was a wonder we had a precinct at all, not to mention any townsfolk left alive to protect. With a sigh, I close the folder, but the hairs on the back of my neck refuse to stand down.

Terrence is studying me. “Where you headed tonight?” His question carries a note of suspicion. 

“You know. The usual.” 

He might not know exactly what I am, but he knows something’s up. The man’s not an idiot. 

“Maybe I should come with you. Take a few whiskey shots off your plate.”

“Think your wife might have my head if I keep you out any later than you need to be.” I toss the file into my drawer, certain that tonight is the last time I’ll need to look at it. It was Samhain, and I’d hit 22 a week ago. Both missing pieces in the puzzle of my latent powers were in place, and they were buzzing to be unleashed. 

Before closing the drawer, I pull out the tattered book my sister had given me a day before her death. A Grimoire, Book of Shadows, belonging to our great ancestors, and more recently, our mother. A woman I’d never met. But I didn’t need a warm and fuzzy maternal bond to connect with my rightful gifts. I’d learned the monsters were here because the energetic Ley lines in Terrabane made it an energy portal, a place of power strong enough to support the Philosopher’s demonic plans. I’d spent the past year reading every book on connecting with the elements to channel my power. Fire, water, air, earth, they were there to support me, and I knew how to access the energies and call them forth reasonably well. I mean, it was still all theory and no real practice, but I was fairly confident in concocting potions and could even pull off a simple spell or two without much effort. So how hard could slaying a few monsters possibly be?

Terrence props his feet up on his desk and crunches into an apple. 

“I know what you're thinking Skylar, and the answer...the answer is no. No you should not go demon hunting after dark, on your own.”

Damn him and his keen insight. I snort, pulling on my jacket, struggling to free my jet, waist-length hair. “Pretty sure I wasn’t asking for your permission,” I say, giving a tight-lipped smile. “Don’t worry. I'll be fine.”

“Know who says that, people who end up the polar opposite of fine. I don’t want to be the one dragging your sorry ass out of the fray between a bunch of brutal immortals, Skye.” 

“Then don't.”

“Oh, like you’re gonna leave me a better option? What would that be, exactly? Oh wait. I know, showing up to ID your sorry ass at the morgue instead. Screw that. Not this year. Not again.”

I swallow, thinking back on his partner, the one he worked with before I came along. The one who'd been ripped apart by wolves— or so they'd believed at the time. 

But there were no ordinary wolves in these parts. Only Werewolves, and they were all Shifters. They stalked by day as humans, then hunted their prey by night as wolves. And the Vampires... well, since neither daylight nor garlic did anything to them but make them laugh, they hunted whenever the hell they pleased. Some fed and left their meals alive, barely. Most finished them off, draining them of every last drop. 

Like what happened to my sister. I’d held her limp and dying body in my arms, watching her light grow dimmer with each passing gasp for breath. She whispered the words ‘unbreak the broken,’ then she slipped away into oblivion, taking a huge piece of my heart with her. 

Kelsey was the light of this world, and I owed it to her and this town she was so damn fond of, to put an end to it. Payback's a bitch. And witches were a rare commodity, so they wouldn't know what hit them. Neither would that bastard The Philosopher. Had to be a guy. Had male energy staining every facet of his devious crimes. But his torment ended... tonight.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO


[image: ]


I stroll down the empty streets of Terrabane, sipping day-old coffee. The sky is a kaleidoscope of colors. I'm not sure when the northern lights in the dead of winter became a thing here, but they are spectacular to behold. I can barely focus on what I’m out here to do, I’m so entranced by the vivid streaks of light. So magical. How fitting. 
I try to refocus on my mission. Hunting beasts. That’s why I’m out here well past my bedtime.

The town clock strikes twelve. Midnight. Witching hour must have been named for a reason.

Draining the last of my lukewarm coffee, I toss the cup in the nearest trash bin, then set out to find the right spot to cast. 

Terrabane has only one cemetery, so it seems a fitting place to lay my snare. All the ingredients are here. The air is ripe with damp earth and dead leaves. The moon full, and my powers finally at their peak. Turning my face up to the sky, I inhale deeply, letting the cool damp air numb any lingering doubt. 

It’s time to cast my netting spell. Lure all those badasses into one place and hold them there. The Vamps will parish come sunrise, and the Shifters with be human come daybreak. According to the grimoire, the enchanted netting will hold them, keeping them from acting on their animalistic natures and prevent them from doing any further harm in this town. Then, when the Philosopher sees that his minions are trapped, he'll come for them, and boom, game over. 

Okay, yeah. It was a half-baked plan, fraught with peril and gaping holes, but hey, it was all I had at the moment and tonight was my one shot. Between the full moon and the amplification of my powers, it had to be now. 

I flip open mother's spell book, a tome older than time itself, and search for the spell on holding demons. That should suffice. There is one for undoing vampirism and reversing shifters by breaking the moon curse they were bound to, but one thing at a time. First, I have to catch them. 

I turn one more page and skim the title. I freeze. Unbreaking the Broken. I reread the title scrawled across the top. Those were the very words my sister had uttered before she died. Below it is an image... a very sexual image, of a carnal witch and a man fully naked in the throes of passion. I peer closer... no... not a man... a vampire. Without thought, my finger traces over the picture. It glows to life, pulsating beneath my fingertips. Then, as I’m touching it, the image of the man morphs into a freaking wolf. Shivers race through me. I blink rapidly, then squint, moving the book closer, trying to unravel what I’m actually looking at. What the actual hell?

“You lost little girl?”

I jump. The book slips from my hand, but I manage to catch it before it hits the ground. I whirl around. Shit. First rule of a stakeout was to not get caught. 

Blinded by the night, I stare into the darkness behind me, where the voice had come from. 

“Pretty sure you’re the one who's lost,” I say to the night. 

There's a low, sexy chuckle as the sound of boots crunching brittle leaves comes toward me. 

I hold my place. Earning my place on the force hadn’t come easily for me. I paid my way, getting by with bravado, lots of luck and adequate skill. My uncle insisted I learn how to fight when I was in highschool. He always insisted it was important for me to be able to defend myself. But round kicking a punching bag in the gym wasn’t going to be much use in taking down a vampire so many times faster and stronger than me, or facing off against a shifter who could rip out my throat in one strike. Yes, I’m strong physically, but my handle on my magical abilities is far from perfect, and those supernatural beasts were genetically enhanced to be more powerful. Magic is the only way to defeat them. I have to get this right.

Leaves rustle as the man in the shadows moves. Instinctively, my hand inches toward the gun strapped to my hips. I'm a witch. I have powers and the elements support me. I repeat the mantra silently in my head to ward off the urge to retreat. Not happening. 

Thin layers of fog float over the ground like wisps of gray cotton. As a cloud passes over the moon, the voice peels itself from the shade, and I watch transfixed as his shadow emerges from its midst. Black boots, a full-length black trench coat, open over a strong frame, bare chest, square jaw, dark wavy hair and piercing blue eyes. 

Oh my god. 

I'd never seen one up close and this one...well, he was spectacular to behold. He was a bastard, but a beautiful one. I grit my teeth, my free hand balling at my side. 

“Who the hell are you?” I demand as the night monster steps toward me.

“I'm the man you are having sex with tonight.” 

I stare at him for a beat before breaking out in derisive laughter. “Are all monsters so cocky? Or only the...” I scan him again head to toe, my insides humming, “... which kind are you?”

He holds my gaze, not once looking away. “Your spell book, the one you're holding, it tells you everything you need to know.”

I glance down at the grimoire. “How do you know... nevermind?” They had all sorts of tricks up their proverbial sleeves. “Doesn’t matter what you think you know about me—"

“Oh but it does Skylar Frost. Last surviving member of the Carnal Witches’ Coven... or so you’ve been told. Here to put an end to the madness that murdered her only sister.” He arches a brow. “Am I getting warm?” 

Chills chase over my skin as I cross my arms. Only a shifter can get inside your head with such finesse. Vampires have to taste you first. 

I need him to come closer. Keep him engaged. Lure him in. My hand tightens around the grimoire. “Right, so apparently you know who I am. Now it’s your turn,” I say. “Who and what are you, and why are you in my town?” I repeat my original questions, because I'm honestly at a loss for what else to say to this particularly good-looking demon. I mean, he knows my name and my story inside and out, and I know nothing. Never liked being left in the dark.

His expression is colored with boredom. He makes a sniffing noise that's somewhere between a snort and a laugh, but not quite either.

I try to use my power to feel into him. Definitely Shifter. Knowledge comes to me like that. I feel it in my gut, and my gut is never wrong. “Nothing to say? Why not come into the light then,” I coax, “and tell me why you’re really here.”

As if humoring me, he obliges. I repeat the spell in my head, ready to cast the circle of magic around him as soon as he’s within range. Another cloud drifts past the moon and his entire face is momentarily lit by the pale amber glow. Suddenly, I recall
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