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ARCANUM MIAMI, #1

Dale Spencer has spent decades putting criminals behind bars, but heading Miami's new Arcanum Division means dealing with threats ordinary police work never prepared him for. When a gang-related murder exposes a trail of forbidden fae magic and enchanted weapons, the last thing Dale expects is a gorgeous fae diplomat who makes his already complicated investigation considerably more interesting. Theron Daeynore is powerful, charming, and entirely too tempting—and Dale has never been a man to ignore something he wants.

Theron Daeynore has survived centuries of fae politics, royal intrigue, and enemies who would happily see him dead. A stubborn, sharp-tongued human detective shouldn't be capable of turning his carefully ordered world upside down, but Dale Spencer manages it with remarkable ease. Their attraction is immediate, their chemistry undeniable, and Theron has every intention of discovering where it leads. But as their investigation uncovers a dangerous conspiracy within his own clan, the two men find themselves navigating deadly betrayals, forbidden magic, and an enemy willing to kill to keep his secrets buried. 
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Chapter One
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The first indication that Dale Spencer's evening was about to go to shit came when his phone rang halfway through dinner. The second was the name on the screen: Detective Gabriel Morales.

Dale stared at it for a moment, then set down his fork. He'd barely made a dent in his chicken parmesan, and the restaurant had the best damn marinara sauce in Miami. “Somebody better be dead,” he muttered. He answered. “Morales.”

“Evening, boss.”

“That's debatable.”

Gabe chuckled. “You eating?”

“Was.”

“Sorry.”

“No, you're not.”

“Not particularly.”

Dale sighed and pushed his plate away. “What've we got?”

“Miami PD caught a gang-related shooting in Allapattah about forty minutes ago. Two dead, three injured, and one suspect who apparently decided bullets weren't sufficiently dramatic.”

Dale frowned. “Meaning?”

“Witnesses say the guy threw a cop across the street without touching him.”

“Telekinesis?”

“Looks that way. Uniforms managed to get him into custody, but he's been raising hell ever since. They've got him isolated, and nobody wants to get close enough to cuff him again.”

“Can't say I blame them.”

“PD's requesting Arcanum.”

“Of course they are.” Dale glanced longingly at his dinner. “Who's closest?”

“Rafe and Simone. Already heading there.”

“Good. Tell them I'll meet them on-site.”

“Will do.”

Dale ended the call and signaled for the check. So much for a quiet Friday night.

* * *
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The street looked like a war zone. Police cruisers blocked both ends of the intersection. Red and blue lights strobed against apartment buildings and shuttered storefronts. Yellow tape fluttered in the warm evening breeze, and the air smelled of exhaust, hot asphalt, and something metallic beneath it all: blood.

Dale parked behind an unmarked cruiser and climbed out. Rafael Castillo stood near the perimeter, talking to a uniformed officer. At six-foot-three, broad-shouldered, and built like a fucking refrigerator, the black bear shifter wasn't difficult to spot.

Neither was Simone Baptiste. She stood beside a patrol car, her arms folded, looking thoroughly unimpressed with the man sitting in the back seat.

Dale approached. “Tell me somebody's got good news.”

Rafe turned. “Hey, boss. Nice of you to join us.”

“Keep it up and you're writing the incident report.”

Rafe grinned. “Already started it.”

“Then you're writing mine, too,” Dale shot back.

Rafe grimaced. “Cruel and unusual punishment.”

Simone didn't look away from the patrol car. “Children. If you're finished?”

Dale followed her gaze. The suspect was young, maybe twenty-five, with dark hair plastered to his forehead and blood on his shirt. His hands were secured behind his back with ordinary police restraints...which was a problem.

“Why the hell hasn't somebody put our cuffs on him?”

“Because,” Simone said, “he's threatened to turn the last three officers who approached him into decorative lawn ornaments.”

Dale blinked. “That's specific.”

“He's been remarkably creative.”

Rafe leaned closer. “Personally, I think he'd make a shitty landscaper.”

“Rafe.”

“What?”

“Shut up.”

“Right.”

Dale looked back at the suspect. The young man stared through the cruiser window with an expression of pure hatred. His lips moved, although Dale couldn't hear what he was saying, but a faint ripple distorted the air around the vehicle.

“Magic's active,” Dale observed.

“Yep,” Simone said. “And he's getting stronger.”

“Any injuries to the officers?”

“Nothing serious. One sprained wrist, a few bruises. The cop he threw landed on the hood of a parked car. Lucky bastard.”

Dale nodded. “Okay. Let's get him secured before somebody loses a limb.”

He pulled a pair of enchanted handcuffs from the pouch on his belt. The metal was dark, almost gunmetal gray, with an intricate pattern worked into its surface. Andy Sterling's craftsmanship was unmistakable. Even after several months of use, Dale occasionally found himself admiring the detail. The price tag, on the other hand, still made him want to drink.

“Simone, can you hold him?”

She gave him a flat look. “I'm a witch, Dale. Not a fucking miracle worker.”

“Didn't ask for a miracle. Asked for thirty seconds.”

“Twenty.”

“Twenty-five.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine.”

Rafe snorted. “You two negotiate like an old married couple.”

Simone raised one hand, and a small spark danced between her fingers. Rafe immediately found something fascinating on the other side of the street.

Dale smiled. “Love you, too, Simone.”

“Get moving, Spencer.”

Twenty-three seconds. That was how long Simone managed to contain the suspect's magic while Dale and Rafe opened the cruiser door, hauled the struggling man out, and replaced the conventional restraints with Andy's enchanted cuffs. The instant the second cuff clicked shut, the metal shimmered as a brief wash of silvery light traveled across its surface. Then it faded.

The suspect went rigid. “What the fuck?”

“Congratulations,” Dale said, checking the restraints. “You've been upgraded.”

The young man twisted, trying to pull free. Nothing happened. No ripple in the air. No gathering magical energy. No sudden displays of telekinetic force. Just a furious twenty-something in handcuffs.

Rafe smiled pleasantly. “Those are dragon-made, buddy. You can stop trying.” The suspect spat at his feet. Rafe looked down, then back up. “Rude.”

“Get him transported,” Dale said. “And somebody tell PD their cruiser isn't going to spontaneously redecorate the neighborhood.”

Simone exhaled and lowered her hands. “Twenty-three seconds,” she said.

Dale glanced at his watch. “Personal best?”

“Fuck you.”

“Love you, too.”

She rolled her eyes and walked away.

Dale watched the suspect being escorted toward an Arcanum transport vehicle, then turned toward the crime scene. “Okay,” he said. “Now let's find out what actually happened.”

The first body lay near the entrance to a small grocery store. Male, approximately thirty, multiple gunshot wounds to the chest. The second was farther down the sidewalk, partially concealed behind a parked sedan. Neither showed obvious signs of magical injury. That was something, at least.

Dale crouched beside a collection of numbered evidence markers and studied the pavement. Shell casings. Broken glass. Blood. Standard gang violence, from the looks of it. Except for the fae who'd apparently decided to turn a police officer into a projectile.

A Miami PD detective approached. “Spencer?”

Dale stood. “That's me.”

“Detective Alvarez. Homicide.”

They shook hands.

“Appreciate you coming out,” Alvarez said. “We weren't expecting the magic.”

“Usually how it goes.”

Alvarez glanced toward the transport vehicle. “Your people got him under control?”

“Yep. He's not throwing anybody else tonight.”

“Good.”

“What do we know about the victims?”

Alvarez consulted his notes. “Both suspected members of the East River Kings. Rival crew's been pushing into their territory for the last month. We think tonight was retaliation for a shooting earlier this week.”

“Suspect?”

“Name's Mateo Ruiz. Twenty-six. Known associate of the Southside Vipers.”

“Any prior para-related incidents?”

“Not that we know of.”

Dale frowned. A fae gang associate with telekinetic abilities wasn't particularly unusual. Paras joined gangs for the same reasons humans did. But something about this felt wrong. “Where'd Ruiz get the blood on his shirt?”

“Unknown. Doesn't match either victim's location, far as we can tell.”

“Could be his.”

“Could be.”

Dale nodded and glanced toward the evidence collection area. “Anything else unusual?”

Alvarez hesitated. “Actually, yeah.” He led Dale toward a folding table where a crime scene technician was sorting evidence bags. “Found this in Ruiz's jacket pocket.”

The technician held up a clear plastic bag. Inside was a small metal disc, perhaps two inches across. Silver, or something that looked like it. An intricate design had been etched into its surface. The pattern resembled a twisting vine surrounding a stylized crown.

Dale leaned closer. “What's it supposed to be?”

“No idea,” Alvarez said. “Figured your people might recognize it.”

Dale studied the object. There was something familiar about the design, although he couldn't immediately place it. He'd seen similar motifs in fae artwork before. But this one... “Mind if I get a photo?”

“Go ahead.”

Dale took out his phone and photographed the disc through the evidence bag. Then he sent the image to Nikhil Rao. His phone rang less than a minute later. “Rao.”

“Boss.” Nik sounded unusually serious. “Where did you find that?”

“Crime scene. Why?”

“That's a Daeynore mark.”

Dale straightened. “Clan Daeynore?”

“Yes.”

“Certain?”

“Very.”

Dale glanced back at the evidence bag. The crown. The twisting vines. One of the three largest fae clans in the country. Well...wasn't that interesting? “What does it mean?” Dale asked.

“I can't tell you from a photograph. It could be a commercial mark, a family seal, or something associated with a particular household. I'd need to examine it.”

“Think it's magical?”

“Possibly. Don't handle it unnecessarily until we know.”

“Understood.”

Dale looked toward the transport vehicle. Mateo Ruiz sat inside, his head lowered, his magical abilities safely suppressed by Andy's cuffs. A gang member carrying an object connected to fae royalty.

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe he'd stolen it. Maybe somebody had given it to him.

Dale had been a detective long enough to know that assumptions were a good way to fuck up an investigation. “Can you arrange a meeting with someone from Daeynore?” he asked.

“Probably. They have a liaison who handles outside inquiries.”

“Name?”

“Theron Daeynore.”

Dale raised an eyebrow. “Daeynore as in Daeynore?”

“Royal family. Cousin to the ruling line.”

“Wonderful.”

Nik chuckled. “He's actually supposed to be fairly reasonable.”

“That's what they all say.”

“Want me to contact him?”

“First thing tomorrow. No point dragging him out tonight unless we find something urgent.”

“Will do.”

Dale ended the call. He looked down at the little silver disc once more. A twisting vine, a crown, and a whole lot of potential trouble.

“What's the verdict?” Alvarez asked.

Dale slipped his phone into his pocket. “Too early to say.”

“But?”

Dale sighed. “But I have a feeling my weekend just got considerably more interesting. At any rate, we'll take it from here.”

Alvarez nodded. “I'll have our reports and evidence logs transferred to your office.”

“Appreciate it. Keep your people available in case we need follow-up statements.”

“You got it.”
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Chapter Two
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Theron Daeynore had endured three hundred and fifty years of royal politics, diplomatic negotiations, and more pompous assholes than he cared to remember. He considered himself a patient man. Usually. Unfortunately, his patience had been sorely tested before he’d even finished breakfast.

“Lord Daeynore, surely you understand the implications.”

Theron closed his eyes and silently counted to five. He’d been on the phone with Councilor Evander for nearly twenty minutes, and the man had yet to say anything remotely useful.

“Evander, for the third time, Arcanum has requested a meeting concerning an item bearing our clan’s insignia. They haven’t accused anyone of wrongdoing.”

“Nevertheless, involving yourself personally could suggest—”

“That we’re cooperating with law enforcement?” Theron interrupted. “How scandalous.” A lengthy silence followed. Theron took a sip of his coffee.

“Your sarcasm is unnecessary,” Evander finally said.

“And yet remarkably satisfying.”

“You’re a member of the royal family.”

“I’m aware. I’ve had several centuries to become accustomed to the inconvenience.”

“Then perhaps you should behave accordingly.”

Theron smiled. “Would you prefer I invoke my title and make this an official discussion?”

“No,” Evander muttered.

“Excellent. Then I’ll speak with the detective, determine what he needs, and report anything relevant to the council.”

“You’re being deliberately difficult.”

“Only because you insist on being an obstinate idiot.” Theron ended the call before Evander could respond.

Peace. Beautiful, blessed peace.

He set his phone on the kitchen counter and finished his coffee. The
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