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Chapter One

Why was it in the quietest of moments, my mind wandered back to the darkest of memories? 

The cash register beeped, jolting me out of my daydream. Wait, scrap that. Day nightmare. 

The shop was silent after a busy day of customers desperate for spells. Yeah, yeah, as a witch, it was against the rules to sell magical items or spells to humans. Screw that, I had rent to pay. Plus, the poor souls needed all the help they could get. I knew well enough how painful it was to live in this world, and I had magic to get me through. 

A thump against the shop door made me jerk my head towards it. The shop was small, the square space kitted out with shelves and wooden Victorian sideboards housing a whole range of esoteric items. I had the largest collection of tarot cards in Brighton, England. And I was damn proud of it. 

That wasn’t what drew the masses to the shop every other day, though. No, it was my spells.

The door banged again, sending my heart into a frantic beat as I stepped out from behind the payment desk, careful not to knock over the dreamcatcher stand. It had taken me hours to perfect the display, there was no way I would disturb it. Even if someone was trying to break into my shop.

“Hello?” I called when I reached the carved wooden door.

My shop was tucked away in The Lanes, almost hidden amongst the jewellers. The secrecy of the place was on purpose. My coven had only just agreed to let me have my little shop, as they called it. It wasn’t a little shop. It was my sanctuary, and the only way I could keep a roof over our head. I had to protect both myself and my brother.

No one answered as I moved closer, my hand shaking as I reached for the handle. My brother, Drake, had always played Knock Down Ginger when we were kids. I had never agreed with the game of knocking on someone’s door and running away, especially when he’d done it repeatedly to the same house, just to irritate them. 

Would there be kids on the other side of the door, ready to run when I opened it?

The next thump made me jump back, my hand clasping my chest. I really had to get CCTV outside the shop. Not being able to see who was there was freaking me out for the first time ever.

“It’s not funny now,” I breathed as I wrenched open the door, expecting to see the retreating backs of schoolkids. 

Instead, the smell of wet paint blasted in my face as I stepped outside. What the...? 

Turning, I squinted at the wet paint that dripped across the façade of the shop. Even the blacked out windows had a generous helping of the liquid that spelled out SCUM. 

“Are you okay?” the man from next door asked as he came out of his shop, “I saw a tall man in a hoody running away.”

My chest squeezed as he came over and read the offending word, his eyebrows pulling into a frown. “Wow, I thought Brighton was the hub of diversity and acceptance.”

Almost rolling my eyes at the stereotypical impression of my home town, I smiled kindly and shrugged. “It was probably a teen, messing around.”

Swallowing, I ducked back inside the shop, grabbed the water and bucket I kept beside the door and dragged it out. It wasn’t the first time I’d had to clean off some offending remark or another.

The man watched me as I set to work, violently scrubbing the paint before it could set. He cleared his throat when I swore loudly. “I would help...” He indicated his pristine suit. “But...”

A bark of laughter escaped me as I shook my head and waved a hand in dismissal. “Seriously, it’s fine. I’m used to fending for myself and cleaning up after other people.”

The bitter bite to my tone didn’t go unnoticed. In fact, the nice man slung off his jacket, rolled up his sleeves and grabbed the other cloth. 

“Oh,” I said, my cheeks heating, “I didn’t mean for you to... you don’t have to...”

“It’s fine.” He winked as he smiled at me. “Although, I think these rags have had it.”

He was right. The material I’d set aside for my once a week attack was threadbare and covered in dried paint. They were literally smearing the paint around. At least the word SCUM was erased, even if it meant my shop front had a new bright white façade.

“Shall I go and grab some paint stripper?” 

Warmth engulfed my chest, squeezing hard enough to cut off my oxygen supply. No one ever offered to help me. Like, ever. Why was the man from next door being so nice?

“No, it’s okay,” I said, smiling when his gaze dropped.

His hopes of coming to my rescue had been dashed in seconds. Wait, what would he want from me in exchange?

My hands clenched into fists as I shook the thought away. My brother had berated me for always expecting the worst. Not that he could talk, considering it was his fault I had the word SCUM painted across my shop in the first place.

“I mean...” I started, extending my hand as the man went to step back. “... I have some inside.”

His gaze skipped down my frame, his eyes becoming hooded as his throat bobbed. Did he just check me out? Great, and there I was, believing, for a split fucking second, that he was there to help me out from the kindness of his heart.

“Sis!” 

The shout startled the man, and he dropped his gaze, mumbling a quick goodbye before shooting away, without even a backward glance. 

Drake approached, his wide eyes darting before he studied the man’s back as he disappeared around the corner and into the next lane. 

The cobbled walkway was dark, the sun hidden behind the buildings. Brighton had a mishmash of lanes that connected together. The walkways, too small for cars, allowed people to get lost in amongst the shops.

“Tell me,” I barked, throwing the cloth back in the bucket, “do I look like a porn star?”

Growling when the white water splashed on the cobbles, I brought my leg back, ready to kick the bastard bucket. 

Drake’s sudden tight grip on my elbow snapped me out of it. “N-no,” he stuttered, looking over his shoulder, “although, the tight tank top barely contains your buzombas." 

My stomach dropped as I glanced up at my brother, the churn setting in when he squinted at me before looking down the lane. He was distracted, his eyes wide and glazed. His hands shook as he tucked them in and out of his pockets.

“Drake.” My tone was low, calm. “Is everything good?”

Without looking at me, he slowly shook his head, his eyes staring off into the distance. For a moment, his shoulders relaxed, the tension draining out of him. I knew it wouldn’t last.

Fuck. 

Stepping over the bucket, I pushed open the shop door so it was nice and wide. My heart thundered when I waved him over, giving him a thumbs up to let him know it was safe. 

My brother had mental health issues. His sharp brain sometimes produced too many chemicals, resulting in episodes of paranoia.

“Shall we go inside?” I offered.

His quick nod of the head was followed by a sharp intake of breath as we entered the shop, and I closed the door quietly. The shop was one of his safe spaces. He knew that I had placed a protection spell over it so no one could enter without my permission. There was an exception for my customers when the door was unlocked. However, Drake didn’t need to know that.

Locking the door to ensure that we were safe, I turned to face him. He had dug his phone out of his pocket and was intent on the screen. 

I watched him, staying silent. The glaze over his eyes took me back fifteen years. We had been playing in the garden, two months after our mother had died, when he’d run to the high wooden fence that separated our property from an alley. 

Standing with his shoulders hunched in, the eight year old had stared and stared. It had been the moment my brother’s delusions started.

“What’s going on, bro?” I asked, causally leaning against the cash desk.

He thrust his phone back into his pocket and came to me. His light blue eyes came to life as he pulled up his broad shoulders. He was only an inch taller than me and had always hated the fact. I, on the other hand, loved it. It had given me a helping hand when we’d wrestled each other as children. At least he hadn’t had height on his side. Although, he had squashed me with his thick chest, laughing when I’d called surrender. Those were the days.

“I’m being followed by werewolves. At first...” He paused as he checked over both shoulders. “... I thought I was having an illusion. But, then, I spotted one on the way over here.”

Sadness pulsed over me, and I shrunk in on myself. It had been only two months since Drake had shown any signs of an episode. 

His diagnosis had come when he was eight. After a rough seven years of being dragged up by our father and multiple hospital visits with an amazing doctor, something had clicked for him. He always worked hard to commit to his wellbeing and had a fantastic job, painting glorious watercolour paintings and selling them online. 

He was technically a famous artist, and I couldn’t be more proud. Bastard was revered for his art in the coven, unlike me. Even though I had a fully functioning shop. Still, I wasn’t jealous. Much. 

When on his medication, Drake went years without being paranoid. Now, he was struggling. 

“What do you think they want?” I asked.

Even after all these years, it was hard to know how to react. He was smart, but often, his kind heart was forefront of his decisions, sometimes getting him into scrapes that caused trouble. 

Helping a drug dealer deliver a package was the most recent. He hadn’t even known what was inside it, or that the man was the biggest dealer in Brighton. 

Drake had been let off lightly, considering. However, when the locals had caught wind of it, I’d had a target on my back. Hence the nasty words painted on the outside of my shop.   

“I think they want to take my magic and use it.” 

It was plausible. There was bad feeling between the witches and werewolves. I was too lowly to be in the know but rumours were rife that a war was brewing. Apparently, the Brighton Coven had upset the leader of the Brighton Pack when they’d claimed a stone circle on their land.

“Have you spoken to any of them?”

Shaking his head, he flicked his floppy mousey hair out of his eyes. “No, of course not. You know they’re in league with the government. If I stay here long, they’ll catch up and report my whereabouts. We need to go home. It’s safe there.”

That didn’t sound as plausible. My sensitive brother was having an episode and it was down to me to help him. 

Smiling, I remained calm, even though my heart was breaking. Either his medication wasn’t working or he had forgotten to take it. Or... there was some truth to his claim. I never ruled it out, it wouldn’t be fair to him.

“Let’s get going, then,” I said, grabbing my three quarter length sleeved denim jacket.

The dark blue complimented my grey jeans – double denim was back baby – and the black tank top. My white pumps were practical, the thick sole perfect for comfort when I was on my feet all day. 

Scratching the stubble on his jaw, Drake nodded and went to the door, opening it a fraction to peek outside. “No one is out there. We can go now. Quickly.” He waved a hand, gesturing for me to follow. 

I went with him, locking up the shop and following him down the narrow lane. There was a chill in the air, whipping around me as I tucked my lengthy auburn hair behind my ear. My gaze darted behind us as we emerged into a small courtyard. Not because I believed my brother, but because I had to make sure there was no one who looked-

Shit.

“See!” Drake snapped, taking my elbow gently and moving me behind him. “There’s a werewolf.”

The middle-aged man wore a suit and headphones. He walked across the yard, heading in the direction we had just come. It just so happened, we could smell his wolf scent. Oh, boy.

“He’s just going about his day.” Putting my hand on his arm, I tried to guide him away, my blood rushing in my ears.

What would he do? I loved my brother with every fibre of my being, and yet, his unpredictability made it impossible for me to know how he would act next. 

Relaxing his shoulders, he put an arm around me and laughed. “Yeah, of course.”

Good, he was trusting me. That was always the first sign that he was coming out of his grip of paranoia. If we managed to get home without a problem, I could help him get some sleep. That always calmed him and helped relieve his symptoms. 

“Hey, Della!” an old friend bellowed across the yard as she came out of the milkshake shop.

Waving a quick greeting, I almost dragged Drake away before she could detain me. I didn’t much like her anyway, considering she had stolen my last boyfriend away. Well, he hadn’t technically been a boyfriend. We hadn’t actually been together, since I was too busy opening my shop. But, we had promised to go for a few drinks once it was done. When I’d asked him, he had apologised, claiming that my old friend had approached him at a local bar and stolen his heart. Bitch.

“There.” Drake pointed at another werewolf. “He just looked at you.”

Glaring in the man’s direction, just in case, I pushed Drake towards a side lane and swallowed down my rising panic. 

“Oi!” 

Turning, I frowned when the werewolf ran after us, his shoulders hunched up and his pale face twisted in a snarl. For fuck’s sake. Did the guy not get the hint?

“Della.” Drake’s voice was tight as we hurried our pace. “I don’t like it. I told you.”

“It’s fine.” 

Why would the man choose to give chase? Had Drake been right? Wolves often kept to themselves, clearly distinguishing themselves as separate from normal society. They stuck to their pack, which was why I was about to punch the one approaching us clean in the face.

“You! Wait!” The man was gaining on us as our feet pounded the pavement. 

Trying to look over my shoulder, I cursed when my hair flung into my face, blocking my view.

“Leave us alone!” Drake shouted.

My hair fell away from my eyes as Drake thrust me out of the way and extended his arm towards the wolf, chanting a spell. 

The man had already started to slow, his brows pulled down in confusion as he tugged his hand out of his pocket. “I–” The man was cut off as he was thrown off his feet, his tall frame flying back and smashing through the glass front of a jewellery shop.

My hands covered my ears as the crash reverberated all around us. 

The wolf landed on a huge shard of glass where it stood up in the window, his neck impaled on the sharp edges.

Drake blinked as his chest heaved and his eyes grew watery. “I... I... I’m sorry.” 

He stared at the ground, his hair flopping in his face. He had been right, hadn’t he? Why was he apologising?

My gaze followed his to where my phone lay on the ground, right near the wolf’s hand. Uh oh. 

Tapping my empty pocket, I swallowed as I wiped my palms on my jeans and stepped closer. I must have dropped my phone when we’d hurried away from the yard. Bloody hell, the wolf had only been trying to be kind by returning it to me. And Drake had attacked him.

Dropping to my knees next to the wolf, I examined the damage to his neck. His eyes were closed, his breathing laboured. Werewolves could heal, couldn’t they? Surely, if I just removed the glass from his neck, he would be fine.

“We need to go,” Drake said, poking me in the shoulder. “People are watching us.”

I glanced up to see several humans approaching, their hands covering their mouths. I wasn’t surprised. It wasn’t everyday they witnessed someone impaled on glass.

Without hesitation, I rifled through the man’s pockets and grabbed out his phone. Whispering a spell to unlock the screen, I searched for the one name I knew in the wolf world. Malone.

“Hello, you mangy mutt,” he replied, laughing heartily in a deep sexy voice.

Going to speak, I coughed when my dry tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. The alpha of the Brighton Pack would not take kindly to the situation, even if I explained that Drake had been acting in self-defence. “You need to get to The Lanes.”

“Who is this?”

I had been determined to shut the phone off straight away, but something made me pause. A shudder ran over my skin as his heavy breath filtered into my ear. “We’re sorry.”

Pressing the end button, I put the man’s phone back and moved away. My heartbeat punched my ribs as the onlookers barged me out of the way in order to help. It was clear to them that I wasn’t going to try and save the man.

Drake wound his arm around my waist and dragged me, leading me away from the wolf. A chill slunk down my spine as a human gasped, claiming that the man was dead. 

Fuck. We had just started a war with the Brighton Pack and their nasty bastard of an alpha, Malone.

Chapter Two

“What have I done?” 

Drake paced the living room, looking up at the high ceiling in our converted Victorian apartment. His red-rimmed eyes shot to me as I reached for my mahousive mug of coffee. What? Sweet coffee was a saviour in a crisis. Plus, I’d had to do something to keep me busy as soon as we’d arrived home. 

“We’ll figure it out,” I said with fake cheer. “We always do.”

My gaze flashed to the painting above the period feature fireplace. The walls were a dark shade of green behind it, highlighting the white edges. The perfect brush strokes of our faces made my chest squeeze. 

Drake had enjoyed history as a teen, so when we’d saved up enough for a rent deposit – he sold paintings, I sold love spells – we fled our father, who had basically ignored us since our mother had died, and set up home in the apartment. 

A smile came to my face as I remembered his excitement when I’d agreed to let him decorate the living room however he desired. He’d done an amazing job, making it look like we’d just stepped through a time portal to an 1800’s library. 

The wooden panels that ran halfway up the walls were varnished dark brown, and the long drapes were cream, designed to bring some light to the otherwise shadowy décor. Luckily, the sash windows were as high as the room, allowing the sun to grace us with its presence. 

The sun wasn’t out now, though. It had gone down, taking the hope of the day with it. All that was left was a fear that gripped my soul and refused to let go. Our name was already mud in the coven. Not just because of Drake’s misadventures, but our father, the laziest warlock around, hadn’t exactly contributed to the witches’ cause. In fact, they would curse the whole family when they found out what we’d done.

“Werewolves heal,” I said when Drake shoved a hand through his hair.

His sniff was accompanied by a frown. “He was basically decapitated. Even wolves don’t survive with no head.”

Fair point. However, I wouldn’t give up hope until I heard otherwise. A witch had to hold onto some kind of hope. 

Coffee. I needed more coffee.

“I told you he was coming for us.” Slumping in the vintage green armchair, Drake stared at the unlit logs in the iron fire grate.

He would sit there all night if I didn’t help him to sleep. We had a pact between us, forged when he was ten, and I was twelve. I would cast a sleeping spell on him when he needed to rest his mind. At first, it had come easy. The innocence of children, and the need for me to have a break, had controlled our pact.

Standing up from the matching chair, I went to him and extended my arm, my hand held palm up, fingers splayed. Nowadays, I asked his permission before casting any spells. I questioned whether I was actually helping him or whether I was doing it for myself.

Without dragging his gaze away from the fireplace, he reached out and gently gripped my wrist, going limp when my fingers wrapped around his forearm and the sleep spell spread from me to him. His eyes flickered closed as I pushed him back, and he snuggled onto the chair, hugging his knees to his chest.

Blinking as my throat closed, I inhaled before I shook myself and covered my brother with a blanket. His features softened, the stress of the day forgotten as his racing mind calmed. 

It was time to face the consequences of the shit show of a day.

My phone already had two missed calls when I stepped out of the front room and went into my bedroom, shutting the door behind me. Ertha’s name flashed up when I checked my history. Yep, the witch was already onto us. That meant someone had seen us at the scene. Double fuck. 

Sitting on the chair at my desk, I fingered the book I had been reading as I dialled the coven leader’s number. Ironically, it was a romance featuring witches and werewolves. 

“Della Mason,” Ertha answered, “what has your brother done?”

“He defended me against a werewolf who was trying to attack us.” It was kinda technically true. 

A snort wound itself down the phone. “Well, whatever the reason, Malone, the Brighton Pack alpha, is calling for blood.”

“He didn’t mean to kill him.”

My heart thundered, echoing in my head as Ertha cleared her throat. I studied my room as I wandered over to the window. The walls were an ice blue with light gold fleur-de-lis imprinted over the top. A cream carved headboard rose up the wall behind the kingsize bed, reaching into a point near the ceiling.

“Della.” Ertha’s voice was tight. “What was your brother thinking? We’re treading on thin ice with the pack. Malone...” She paused dramatically. “...wants your names.”

“No,” I breathed, “please don’t sell us out.”

“I don’t have a choice. Regardless of why your brother attacked the wolf, the fact remains that there are consequences. If you need help-”

“No!” I knew exactly what the bitch was suggesting. 

When we’d gone to her after leaving our father, we’d pledged to be model witches to prove our worth to the coven. Ertha had given us the benefit of the doubt, allowing us to attend coven meetings. We were never fully accepted, not really.

When Drake had reported the coven to the police, she had threatened us with expulsion. He had been worried for the witches, believing that there was a plot to kill them all. He figured that by telling the police that witches existed, he would save them. 

Of course, the witches hadn’t understood the complexity of Drake’s mental health. Ertha persuaded them to let us stay, on the condition that when the first sign of trouble came from either of us, we would be expelled.

Ertha had also offered to try and cure Drake with magic, numerous times. No matter how bad Drake got, I wouldn’t mess with his mind. Magic was potent and dangerous. We knew how to help Drake already, we didn’t need a miracle magic cure. There was no such thing.

“We can talk to Malone,” I reasoned. “It was an accident, we can explain.”

A harsh breath blew down the phone. “An accident? The coven is teetering on the edge of a war in its own city, and you may have just given the Pack cause to come for us.”

“I’m sure they’ll understand if I explain.” A sob hitched in my throat.

“They won’t care, Della. We know that you’ve had a tough time and that’s the only reason we’re not throwing you both out of the coven. However, you have to leave until this all blows over. If it does.”

Rubbing my hand over my face, I cringed as I spotted the teddy bear plush that sat in the centre of my bed. He was a reminder of when Drake had sold his first painting at the age of twelve. My brother had bought me the bear to thank me for taking care of him.

“We have nowhere to go,” I breathed.

“I don’t have a choice.” Ertha sighed. “I’ll give you twenty four hours to get out of Brighton.”

The phone beeped in my ear, sending a chill spiralling down my spine and to my toes. Leave Brighton? Our home. Our sanctuary. And what about the shop?

I didn’t have any friends to call to our aid. No one to cover my business to keep it going. We’d been low before but this? This was too much.

Crumbling to the floor, I wrapped my arms around my legs and rested my head on my knees. Forever, I’d looked out for the pair of us. 

Drake had thrived for so long, the medication keeping his paranoia at bay, I’d forgotten what it was like when he wasn’t well. And the memories flooded back, forcing a lump to my throat and tears to drip over my cheeks and onto my jeans.

He had only been protecting me, keeping me safe. 

Ertha was right, I couldn’t deny it. Consequences came with harming another, whether it was accidental or not. Whether they were werewolf or not. 

Drake had never hurt another person. His mental health was an inner battle, one that he had learnt to live with. And yet, everyone scorned him. 

Sucking in a shaky breath, I wiped my wet face on my sleeve and drew my shoulders up, ready to face what had to be done.

My heart squeezed as I went to my wardrobe and dragged out two suitcases. I wouldn’t take everything, I couldn’t. I had to find a way to come back to Brighton and soon. I had customers waiting on their love spells – don’t judge a girl for making a living, desperate means had called for desperate measures – I didn’t want to let them down. Not only that, my spells worked. Not in the airy fairy way. No, my spells were legit. They weren’t cast on some poor unsuspecting person who had no choice. They drew the right people together so they could align and find love. Let’s just say, I was giving the universe a little nudge. 

“Where to go,” I muttered, jumping when a glass smashed somewhere outside my room.

Crap. My familiar, Bodhi the cat, would have nowhere to go. He would be okay for a couple of days if I left a shit-ton of food and water out for him, but after that, I would have to return. 

Making up my mind, I went in search of the feline that transmuted my magic for me. We would leave Brighton, making it clearly obvious we were gone by telling the coven. I would then leave Drake and travel back for a day to top up Bodhi’s food and try to find Malone. I had to persuade the werewolf alpha to leave us alone. Somehow. Someway.

Chapter Three

“I’m so sorry,” Drake said for the hundredth time.

It was my turn to check over my shoulder as we hurried towards the clock tower. The station was just at the end of the road, we were so close.

My insides quivered as we passed the monument and almost ran along the pavement, suitcases dragging behind us. “Stop apologising. You didn’t mean to do it.”

Drake had felt a little better when he’d awoken, claiming that it was the best night sleep he’d had in a week. Lack of sleep was usually the first sign that he was struggling. I hadn’t noticed, too wrapped up in creating my spells. 

It had been a couple of years since he’d really struggled so I’d got used to leaving him to it. 

The hair rose on the back of my neck suddenly, sending tingles over my skin. Someone was watching us, I could feel it. “We need to hurry.”

Picking up the pace, I almost sprinted around the people rushing into town. Drake stayed behind me, his gaze glued to the back of my heels as he avoided looking at others. I appreciated how hard it was for him to be amongst so much activity when he was feeling vulnerable. We had to get to the station. Now.

“Drake Mason!”

As we passed a small park on the right, someone called my brother’s name. My pumps skidded to a halt as the deep tone of his voice thudded into my chest. Drake collided with me, jolting me forward, catching me around my elbow before I landed on my knees.

“Run,” I whispered, pushing at his chest.

Grabbing hold of my arms, he held me firm. “No. I won’t leave you to face them.”

We didn’t need to smell or see them to know that they were werewolves. No one else would call my brother in such a threatening manner.

When I looked into the park, I swallowed hard. Three men stood beside a tree, their hulking frames enough to put the fear into the squirrel who scuttled past them. 

Shit. The Brighton Pack had found us and they wouldn’t let us leave our city without a fight. I didn’t have my fighting gear on or anything. Not that I had fighting clothes because, you know, I stayed out of everyone’s way, all the time, on purpose, to avoid situations just like this.

Feeling the brush of humans as they pushed past, I sighed and looked at my brother. If we ran, the wolves would come for us, and potentially hurt others in the process. We had to face the consequences. 

“If anything happens to me, please, go and see Doctor Amel.”

Flicking his gaze to me, he nodded as he hunched his shoulders. Drake always did as I asked, even if it meant fighting his own instincts. He trusted me with his life.

Resigning myself to either begging or dying, I dragged my feet to the small gate that led onto the patch of park. It was a tiny bit of greenery in the concrete jungle near the station. 

Drake followed close behind me, his hair flopping over his face.

There. The three men watched us as we left our suitcases near the gate and walked over to them. My chest squeezed when I finally lifted my gaze and studied the wolves. The two that stood slightly behind the alpha were built like brick houses, their shoulders twice the width of mine and their heads bigger than boulders. Well, almost.

As much as I wanted to study them, my gaze kept sliding to the alpha, even though I tried to resist. Malone. I’d heard tales of his prowess, but fucking hell, those tales were underestimated.

A shudder moved me as my gaze started at his shoes. High quality black running trainers. All the better to chase you with, my dear. Ripped black jeans that hugged his thick solid thighs, fastened by a plain leather belt. All the better to grip you with, my dear. Cue another, altogether, inappropriate shudder. Okay, shake it off. 

Standard, except that his legs were as long as the whole of me. Okay, slight overestimation, but he was almost a foot higher than me, and I wasn’t that short at 5’5. 

Looking up further, I swallowed as my gaze devoured the deliciously tight Tee that clung to ridges of muscles that bulged from his flat stomach to his pecs and beyond. The guy had muscles in places I didn’t even know you could get them. All the better to hold you down with, my dear.

Jeez, it was hot. My cheeks flamed as I finally met his gaze. A pang of sizzling heat slipped over me as I sucked in a breath.

Dark brown eyes with flecks of amber stared back at me. They were framed by thick black eyelashes and even thicker eyebrows. His jaw was strong and square, the stubble lining it just enough to tickle when... nope, shouldn’t go there, Della.

Licking my lips, I dipped my gaze to his mouth. The bottom lip was slightly fuller than the top. All the better for kissing you with, my dear. What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Drake Mason,” the beast said, his gravelly voice rough as it grazed against my skin – in a good way. 

He inclined his head at me, showing me a crew cut that reminded me of Spartacus in Blood and Sand – short to the head, leaving chocolate brown strands. A flash of him in a gladiator outfit flashed into my mind, and I almost had an orgasm on the spot.

“I- I-” Stuttering, I stepped in front of Drake, almost tripping over his feet.

“I need to speak to your brother.” The man dismissed me by looking over my shoulder.

Drake stared at the ground, his hands clasped together. When he was well, he would’ve drawn his shoulders up and faced the werewolf without bowing down. Now, he was in a world of his own, unable to lift his eyes to look at Malone.

My stomach churned as I stepped forward, pausing when the alpha’s bodyguards growled. As if he needed protection. He could take us both down with a smile – wait, what?

“Listen, my brother is vul-”

“I want to talk to Drake,” the wolf bastard said, biting through his teeth. His annoyance was clear as he pulled himself up to full height.

“No!” Stamping my foot, I snarled up at him. “Listen to me, you mangy mongrel. I’m his caretaker, so I’m going to explain what happened, and you’re going to hear me out.”

His eyes narrowed on me as his head cocked to the side. His friends glanced at one another, amusement dancing across their features. Ah, yeah. He was the alpha of the Brighton Pack. No one challenged him, ever. Except me. Silly Della.

My insides quivered as I drew myself up to my tallest and squared my shoulders. He would listen to what I had to say. “Drake-”

“Almost decapitated one of my men,” Malone interrupted. “It’s unforgivable. Blood must be shed.”

“Is that some sort of doggy rule?” I snapped, instantly regretting it when he stepped forward, his chest puffing.

Wait, did that mean the werewolf was still alive? Phew, thank the goddess for that. 

Most witches would’ve run by now, too afraid of the big bad wolf to face him. If Drake wasn’t about to be slaughtered, I would’ve tried to escape also. However, I would die before he hurt my baby brother.  

Chewing on the inside of his cheek, Malone stared at me as his hands shook by his sides. Why was he shaking? He was a big boy, able to take anyone down. 

My tummy flipped when I looked at his hands. The tips of his fingers were morphing, changing into long sharp claws. Oh, dear, I was clearly aggravating the beast inside him. I’d heard that most werewolves could contain their wolfy urges, but if their beasts were pushed, they would spontaneously burst out and take control. Malone was barely containing his inner wolf.

Swallowing down the fear that crept up my chest, I glanced at Drake. 

His gaze darted to me as he shrunk in on himself. He was afraid too.

Tears crept into the corner of my eyes. How could I save my brother from the man who wanted to bite chunks out of him? 

“Why won’t he talk?” Malone spat, shifting on his feet.

“Because he’s not well, that’s what I was trying to explain.”

Barking out a fake laugh, Malone looked at his friends. One of them sneered as he shook his head.

“My men have it right. Vengeance will be mine.” A snarl left his lips as he surged forward, whipped around me and extended his arm towards my brother. 

Diving in front of Drake, I tried to shove Malone away, gritting my teeth when the claws on his other hand scraped across the top of my arm.   

Pain exploded in the wounds, but I had no time to feel it. Malone jolted back, his eyes wide and his breath heavy in his chest. His hands shifted, reverting back to normal. 

“Why would you do that?” he said quietly, his face scrunched up as he stared at the gashes in my arm.

Breathing through the sharp sting, I checked that Drake was okay. He thrust forward when he saw blood dripping down my arm and grabbed my elbow. “I’ll get him.”

“No!” Tears popped from my eyes and trickled down my cheeks. “He’ll kill you.”

Blinking rapidly, Drake glanced at Malone before he reached for my arm, touching the blood. “I’ll try and heal you.”

Malone snorted as his men came closer, frowning at their alpha. I stayed still, staring at the man who was no doubt about to kill us. The humans around us had slunk away, too afraid of the tension that rippled from the wolves. 

There were ancient rumours in Brighton that paranormals roamed the streets, living in plain sight. Humans outside of the city didn’t believe the tales, but those inside, knew better than to hang around when unearthly looking people got into a fight. It was an unconfirmed knowledge that kept the locals away from paranormal business.

“What’s going on?” Malone ordered, his jaw popping as he swallowed.

His gaze kept slipping to my arm. Why had he suddenly become nervous? Yes, a wolf scratch could turn a human, but a witch was completely different. We had magic infused in our DNA. I wouldn’t react to the toxins in Malone’s claws. Would I?

“Drake is unwell,” I said, turning so my wound was faced away from the alpha. “He didn’t mean to hurt your friend. He thought he was defending me.”

Malone’s nostrils flared when Drake shook his head and lifted his gaze to look at him. “Your wolf, I think he was planning something with the government.”

My stomach plummeted to my feet, making my whole body shake. What would Malone think? He was formidable and no excuse would make up for the injury caused to his man. The wolves were a proud lot.

“You need to leave,” Malone said, pointing towards the station. “Or I’ll have to draw blood.”

“You already did!” My words were pushed through clenched teeth as I held up my bloody arm. “And it hurts, you bastard.”

Shrugging, Malone glanced at his friends again. They were watching closely, their brows pulled low in disapproving frowns. If they were upset that their alpha hadn’t killed my brother, I didn’t care. Surely, deep in their mongrel hearts, they’d show compassion. I would resort to begging if needed. They just had to say the words.

Raising his eyebrows, Malone gestured, shooing at Drake. Grabbing my brother’s arm, I tried to pull him.

“Not you!” Malone pointed at me, his jeer accompanied by the quirk of his lip. “You stay in Brighton. I need you to heal our friend with your magic.”

How could the wolf be so handsome, even when he was being an out and out arsehole?

Turning to Drake, I gripped his hands in mine. “You need to go to Dr Amel.”

“I’m not going without you.” His eyes were still glazed, but he knew exactly what was going on. “I won’t let them separate us.”

He spun from me before I could stop him, his arms raised and his mouth moving as he chanted a silent spell.

Malone baulked when silver bullets materialised in front of my brother, floating in the air. Oh, bloody hell, what was he doing?

My hands shook as adrenaline shot through me, and I reached up to try and soothe my brother. It was too late. He might not have hurt anyone before, but he was being pushed to the limit. We’d made a pact to always protect one another, and that’s exactly what he was doing. 

“You better go,” I told the alpha, giving in to the inevitable, “or he’ll kill you all.”

Glancing at the others, Malone nodded, his face expressionless. What was he thinking? He was probably planning our torturous deaths. Well, at least we would die together. There had to be a bonus in that, right?

Treading backwards, the wolves retreated. Malone’s gaze met mine just before he turned, the simmering rage dancing in his eyes sending a bolt of heat straight between my legs. What the actual...?

Releasing my breath, I bent over and heaved air into my lungs. 

Drake extinguished the bullets by clapping his hands together. Every part of him shook as he came closer to me, reaching for my wound again.

The humans who had avoided the park started to come back in, ignoring us as I shoved away from Drake and went to retrieve our suitcases. There was no point in running now. My brother had messed things up, yet again.

The surge of anger that burnt my throat threatened to burst into words I might regret. I’d had it in the bag. If Drake had just gone to Dr Amel, I would’ve healed the injured wolf, and we would’ve probably been forgiven. Malone wasn’t stupid, he must have seen that Drake was suffering with mental health issues. Maybe his hesitation in killing us right in front of the Brighton population was a sign that he had a thread of compassion. 

“Will we go to the station now?” Drake hovered near me, looking at the people around and ducking his head when a few of them glanced our way.  

I didn’t blame them, considering I had blood pouring from three deep lacerations on my arm. 

A shudder moved me as I dug out a shirt and haphazardly mopped the red liquid to make it less obvious. Why hadn’t I worn my denim jacket?

“We have to go to the coven.” Shoving the shirt away, I took out my jacket and threw it on, even though it was a warm sunny day. “They need to know that we’ve just insulted the Brighton Pack. It’s best they prepare for a war.”

––––––––
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Chapter Four

Striding through the university library, I dragged my suitcase, barely able to contain the fury that bubbled in my chest. Drake had walked behind me, staying silent the whole way. Luckily, it had only been a short walk from the station to the coven’s headquarters. 

The university library had a secret room tucked away, accessible to the Brighton witches only. That was where I was heading as I marched through a plain looking room full of shelves stacked with books. No one ever bothered the witches. The university was owned by us, hence why it attracted such a diverse range of characters. 

The bright light above illuminated the way as we came up to a normal looking thick wooden door. It was marked Staff Only. Humans were a well-behaved bunch. When they saw a sign, they followed it, regardless of what it told them. 

Witches had been living alongside humans since the beginning of time. When the great religious persecution had occurred, most of the humans had tried to help us. They had benefited from our magic for millennia, they didn’t want to lose that. However, the few biased folks that were afraid of us, came hunting. 

There had been no big reveal and it was always something that was alluded to, rarely confirmed. 

Even now, a few communities of mixed paranormals living with humans existed across the world. In modern times, most humans knew that we were real, but they stayed out of our business, afraid of what we could do.

“Della,” the library warden called as I reached for the handle of the door. “How are you?”

Sucking in a breath, I plastered a smile on my face and turned to face the old man. He was kind and smarmy all at the same time. He had worked at the university since time began. Or something like that. “I’m having a terrible day. Thanks for asking.”

Without waiting for his reply, I pushed open the door and gestured for Drake to follow me. Warden – I could never remember his name – stared after us, a frown pulling his bushy grey eyebrows down. I should have apologised for being rude. And yet, I couldn’t quite bring myself to do it as the door shut behind us.

“Don’t say anything,” I told Drake as we stowed our suitcases by the door.

A little corridor opened up into a grand hall. On the left side of it, there were wall to ceiling shelves with books and grimoires. Stairs led up to the higher shelves, a platform running the length of the room.

Glistening chandeliers hung from the centre of the ceiling, flames adorning the glass and casting flickering rainbows all over the marble floor. 

On the right side of the hall, there were booths lined with gold cushioned seats surrounding white and black marble tables. A coffee bar was in the corner, behind a small semi-circle counter.

“Oh, to be free,” I muttered, turning to the right and heading straight for the one door that broke up the books. Ertha’s office. 

A pang squeezed my chest as I checked that Drake followed me. As I looked forward, I caught sight of a group of young witches, all laughing and joking inside one of the booths. I had longed for a good group of friends growing up.  Unfortunately, I had become the weird witch with the even stranger brother. 

Raising my hand, I thumped my fist on the door and entered without waiting. Ertha was at her desk, her hand in mid-air as she recited a levitation spell. A grimoire rose up in front of her, flipped over and chucked out three pieces of paper. Wow, was the elder too lazy to search for a spell?

“Della! What are you doing here?” The book dropped to the desk as she came around it.

The room was cosy with a fake fireplace and several couches placed around it. Elder meetings were held in the office. If the whole coven met, it was in the main hall. 

Wringing my hands in front of me, I bit my lip and tried to swallow the lump that swelled in my throat. My eyes betrayed me as they grew moist. “We need your help. Please.”

Drake stayed by the door, hunched in on himself as he glanced between the polished wooden floor and Ertha.

The elder witch’s braided greying hair was wound into a knot on the top of her head. She fiddled with the one braid that hung loose over her shoulder, her nose scrunching up. “What is that smell?”

Frowning in confusion, I looked down at myself. There wasn’t anything on my jeans or shoes. Maybe one of us had stepped in dog poo. Ironic if we had. 

“No,” Ertha waved in dismissal. “It smells like werewolf and blood. Have you...?”

Almost lunging at me, she gripped my arm and held it up. I recoiled, trying to dislodge her hold on me. I failed. Not because I wasn’t stronger than her, but because I respected the leader of the coven. Maybe if she knew what had happened, she would give us sanctuary.

“Malone jumped us before we could get to the station. He... he scratched me, so that explains the blood.”

Ertha’s hand went to her chest as she gasped. “You let him scratch you?”

“As if I had a choice,” I snapped back. “Have you ever been attacked by a werewolf?”

The reminder of my wound made it throb hard. I’d have to get a poultice on it and cast a healing spell as soon as I was safe. It wouldn’t take long to heal.

“You need to leave,” Ertha barked.

What? Had my ears just deceived me?  “Excuse me? Did you hear me? We need help. You’re our coven leader, you need to give us sanctuary. It’s in the witches’ laws.”

Backing away, Ertha held up her hands. “Our laws also state that if anyone incites another species, we have every right to turn you away.”

“You’re expelling us from the coven?” 

Shaking her head quickly, she looked at Drake, who stayed quiet behind me. My heart pounded in my ears as I read her body language. She wasn’t going to help us. 

“No, banishing you is my last resort. You need to leave Brighton, set up a new life until all this blows over. You... you stink of dog. What if you turn? Malone will be hunting you right now. He’ll track down his scent on you, and you’ve led him straight here.”

Snorting, I threw my hands in the air, tempted to spell her for no other reason than to shut her up. A nice silencing invocation would keep her quiet enough while I stole the keys to one of their safe houses. But, then I really would be chucked out of the coven.

“I can’t turn, my witch DNA will protect me.” 

As I shrugged off my thoughts of rebellion, Drake’s fingers grasped my shoulder. “We should go to Dr Amel,” he whispered.

Glaring at the woman who was supposed to have our back, I snarled. “You should be ashamed of yourself, chucking out those who need help the most.”

Her gaze shot to Drake, who was hovering by the door, not daring to look at his elder. 

“You are ashamed,” I breathed, “because of his illness.”

The blink of her eyes and harsh gulp confirmed my suspicion. The bitch wanted us gone to save her the embarrassment of having a mentally unwell witch within the coven.

Clenching my hands into fists as the hot rage that had been sitting in my chest crystallised into ice, I narrowed my gaze on the elder. “People like you keep the stigma alive. You shouldn’t be the leader of a progressive coven. Your time will come.”

“Your father needs to know.” Ertha crossed her arms over her waist, completely unaffected by what I’d prophesized.

“Good luck finding the asshole. He’ll probably be shacked up with some floosy, living his best life. He doesn’t give two shits about us. And, apparently, neither do you.”

Giving her the finger as I spun away, I followed Drake out of the door, slamming it shut behind me. The witches in the booth stopped laughing abruptly as they watched us leave, their gazes following us all the way across the room. It took all my strength not to prove that we were the low lives of the coven by sticking my finger up at them too. A girl should try and keep some decorum. In public, at least.

“Dr Amel,” Drake muttered as we left the library.

The train station was just a short walk, but Dr Amel was a two hour train journey away. The witch doctor – yep, that’s where the term had come from – had a secret hospital for witches just north of London. 

“I can’t go with you,” I blurted to Drake.

He stopped on the pavement, his wide eyes like saucers as they watched everyone around us. “I know.”

Relief flooded through me, relaxing my shoulders. Drake had sometimes struggled to leave me when he went to stay with Dr Amel. When he didn’t feel great, I was his safety. This time, he understood that I had to take care of things.

“I’m going to call him now, okay?”

Nodding, Drake smiled at me. The shock of his gentleness made it hard for me to breathe.

Tears slunk into my eyes as I dialled the doctor and watched the passers-by enjoying the sunshine, seemingly without a care in the world.

“Della,” Dr Amel greeted, “is everything alright?”

A sob lodged in my throat when I tried to reply. “No,” I finally coughed out. “Can Drake come to see you?”

“Of course.” He asked someone in the background to get his jacket. “How is he?”

“Not good. He’s happy to get some help. Plus...” I paused as a tear ran down my face. “...he’s in danger. Real danger.”

“I’ll be right there, don’t move.”

Hanging up the phone, I wiped my face and took Drake’s hand. He squeezed my fingers as Dr Amel appeared beside us, a warm smile lighting his face. 

“Drake.” Offering his hand, he beamed at my brother, his dark brown eyes soft and gentle.

Although he was greying at his temples, the kind Pakistani doctor had a thick mane of dark brown hair. He was twice Drake’s age, and yet, they’d been amazing friends since he’d started treating my brother as a child.

Drake shook his hand quickly before letting go, moving closer to me. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “Please, be careful.”

Trying to look into his eyes, I cupped his cheek. He kept his gaze down, his fear unable to allow him to share even a glance with me. 

“You too. You know what to do.” My throat swelled as I stepped back.

Dr Amel nodded at me as he extended his arm to Drake, ready to teleport them away. The pathway was pretty clear, only a few humans dotted down the road. Now was the perfect time for them to leave.

“I’ll speak to you both later,” I said, waving as Drake tentatively took Dr Amel’s arm and they popped into thin air.

My shoulders slumped as I took a shaky breath and checked around. No one had seen them leave. Good. I didn’t want Malone or his pack to know where Drake had gone.

Chapter Five

Sweat lined my forehead as I rushed towards The Lanes. My arm ached, the throb now extending to my wrist, and my eyes were sore, almost itchy. My wound was probably becoming infected.

I kept my gaze on the ground as I dodged tourists and locals. My muscles had eased slightly. At least Drake was safe and in the best place for help. Dr Amel would settle him in and give him some medication to help stabilise him before allowing him to sleep. 

A flash of a memory almost made me stumble. Righting myself, I pushed on, almost there. 

The image of my father dragging Drake, kicking and screaming, into the Dr’s office, haunted me. Dr Amel had intervened and calmed my brother instantly. Since that day, I had distrusted my father, who had been determined to shame my brother. He had been ashamed, like everyone else. Except me.

Jolting out of the memory, I almost collided with a human who reached out and caught my arm. Pain exploded from the wound as my jacket grazed against it. Trying not to curse, I kept my head low and called a thank you as I broke into a run, my suitcase bouncing behind me.

Avoiding the lane where Drake had almost killed a man, I hurried to my shop door and unlocked it, pushing my way in and locking it back up behind me.

The shop was open every other day so I could create the spells on the opposite days. A lot of work went into the individualised spells. Before yesterday, I had been blasé about my enterprise. The threat of having to leave it all behind had spurred me to fix our problems so I could stay in Brighton, my hometown.

“What the actual F just happened?” Leaning on the back of the door, I closed my eyes and sighed.

There was no time to mope around, I was still a wanted witch. I had to come up with a plan. Why didn’t I have any friends to call upon in my time of need?

Thrusting away from the door, I ripped my phone out of my pocket and pushed my suitcase behind the payment counter. My phone clattered on the top as I dropped it and proceeded to peel off my jacket, wincing as the hard denim dragged along the three gashes on my skin.

Jeez, that wolf had sharp claws. Let me guess, all the better to slice me with. And, he had certainly done that.

Blood oozed from the scratches, thicker now, which was a relief. The healing process had begun. However, the thick layer of sweat that stuck my clothes to every part of my skin, told me otherwise. 

Poultice. I needed a poultice. 

Almost stumbling across the shop, I searched the healing shelves. My balms and salves were potent and worked well. They were completely natural with only a tiny hint of magic in them. Picking up a honey and aloe salve, I cracked it open and scooped out the whole contents. 

My breath hitched as I dolloped the mixture onto the incisions. The pain intensified when I spread it, trying to cover every part of my inflamed skin. Wow, the area was hot to the touch already. Surely it wouldn’t have had time to become infected... Unless... 

No, I refused to believe that I could be turned. It had never been done before... had it?

Making my way out back, I rinsed my hands and flicked on the kettle. I needed a coffee. Coffee was life. And, right now, I felt like death.

The small area housed a toilet, sink and a tiny fridge. There wasn’t even any storage, hence the oak and pine Victorian chest of drawers. I needed somewhere to stash my ever expanding collection of witchy items.

Grabbing a Tee out of my suitcase, I sat down at the payment counter and scrubbed away the sweat from my face and neck. I needed more than a salve.

I wrapped the Tee around my neck and lit the candle on my desk. It would help ground my magic as I cast the healing spell. Not that I was powerful or anything, I was just an average witch with average magic. It just gave me something to connect into.

“This better work,” I breathed as a shudder rocked through me.

My stomach rolled as I placed my hand above my wound and closed my eyes. An image of Malone shot into my mind, his spine straight as he strode through the streets of Brighton. Shaking the picture away, I concentrated, chanting a spell that I’d read in my mother’s grimoire.

Heat blasted through my palm, sinking into my skin, travelling throughout my body. My mother had been a humble witch, sticking to the rules and keeping herself to herself. And yet, she had a strong loving power within her that had cocooned anyone who knew her. My father had been enamoured by her, totally in love. He had never gotten over her death, hence why he’d neglected us, leaving Drake and I to mostly fend for ourselves.

My breath was the only sound in the room as I took a moment. Shit, the last twenty hours had been anxiety inducing. What was I supposed to do now?

Grabbing up my phone, I dialled Dr Amel, heaving a sigh of relief when he answered with a cheery greeting. 

“Is he okay?” I asked, pushing up from my seat and meandering around the shop, stroking the tarot cards and crystals like they were my long lost friends.

“He’s fine. We’ve got him settled in his room. I’ll do an assessment in a while. What happened?”

Swallowing, I pressed my fingers into my temple to try and ease the pounding of my head. My body started to shake as another image of Malone popped into my mind’s eye. He was in The Lanes. No, he wasn’t, that was just my imagination.

Water squeezed into my eyes as I explained what had happened. I trusted Dr Amel, he wouldn’t go back to my coven. In fact, he really did keep his client doctor confidentiality. He had almost been like a father to the pair of us. 

“Della.” His breath rushed down the phone. “You’ve done well protecting him all your life. Just because it’s been years since he last had a relapse, doesn’t make this any easier. Who’s taking care of you?”

A harsh laugh snorted out of me as I went to the door. Something about the flashes of Malone put me on edge. What if he was on his way?

Opening it, I peeked outside. A couple of my regulars were nearby, chatting between themselves. When they saw me poke my head out, they waved, asking if they could come in. Smiling as best as I could with tears in my eyes and an extremely sore arm, I nodded, allowing them entry.

“You know me, Dr Amel,” I said as I backtracked to the payment counter, “I’ll keep plodding on.”

His sigh would’ve sent me to my knees if I’d been alone. Who was I kidding? The voice inside of me wanted to scream and rage. She wanted to tell the world to go do one because life was too hard to handle.

Yes, my brother had been well for quite a few years. And yes, it had lulled me into a false sense of security. It wasn’t what he did or didn’t do that affected me now. It was the memories of when he’d screamed at me, begging me to let him come home. I had no power over our father’s actions when he’d first sought help for Drake, and yet, I had always felt guilty, every time my brother had gone to stay with Dr Amel. 

He had been a scared ten year old back then. After the first visit, he had happily gone to stay with his friend when his medication had stopped working or he needed some extra help.

“I think you’re suffering from PTSD,” the Doc said.

About to disagree, I gasped when the shop door opened and Malone stalked in. Fuckity fuck.

“Sorry,” I said to the doctor, “I’ve got to go. Speak soon.”

Almost dropping my phone, I stared as Malone glanced at the two girls by the wand stand. My heart thudded against my ribs, vibrating my whole chest. Perspiration was already pooling at the back of my neck, drenching the Tee, but with Malone’s appearance, it escalated. 

The hairs on the back of my arms stood up as the alpha went to the nearest display and pretended to browse the items. He failed to look at me, preferring to read the label on one of my products. I highly doubted the dog needed a love spell gift bag. He probably had a ton of bitches after him. Huh, see what I did there?

He glanced at me over his broad shoulder, his eyebrows pulling low into a frown. Trust him to look at me when I was smirking at my own terrible joke. Trust me to duck my gaze as my stomach rolled. What would he do to me? How had he found me so quickly?

The girls moved to the leather-bound journals. Luckily for me, they usually hung around the shop for up to an hour. I had never minded before, and now, quite frankly, I could kiss them.

My gaze rose again, tracing Malone’s muscled forearm as he picked up a set of windpipes. I could kiss his thick neck, right behind his earlobe.

He turned towards me, his chocolate and amber eyes going straight to my arm. His sniff was loud enough to draw the attention of the girls, who giggled between themselves as the alpha came up to the desk. I had to thank the universe for gifting me two such loyal customers. If it hadn’t been for them, my guts would probably be all over the wooden floor by now.

“Where is your brother?” Malone’s sexy voice sent a ripple of desire over me.

How could I betray myself so terribly? The man was my enemy, one who had cut me open and threatened to kill Drake.

“He’s gone, you won’t find him.” Taking the pipes from out of his hand, I rung them up. “So you might as well leave.” 

The girls’ giggles caught our attention. Malone blinked before bestowing a smile on them. 

Yeesh. My ovaries burst as a dimple appeared in his right cheek. His lips parted slightly as he released a breath, his square jaw relaxing. He clearly enjoyed the attention from the college girls. Why wasn’t I surprised?

“That’ll be nine fifty,” I said, trying my best not to perspire over the tissue paper as I wrapped the pipes.

Bringing his attention back to me, he raised his eyebrows as the corner of his lip sunk into his cheek. The delicious half-smile revealed the dimple again. Really? He was going to use his clearly practiced wolf charms on me before tearing out my throat?

“You’re going to charge me?” he drawled in his deep dark voice, “after what happened?”

I stifled the laugh that wanted to bubble from my throat. If he wanted a freebie from my shop, there was no telling what else he’d want from me. Although, I wouldn’t flatter myself too much considering I was a witch who literally had to wipe sweat out of her eyes.

“You’re not well.” His statement was accompanied by a frown as he reached over and took my wrist.

Trying to wrench away, I cringed when he gripped tighter and leant forward. His height allowed him to reach over the desk and place his nose near my wound. Sniffing, he tensed, his whole body going still. What was wrong with him? Did he like the smell of my salve?

“You need to step away,” I said, refusing to move, just out of pig-headedness. “You can buy the poultice from the shelf over there.”

A growl rumbled in his chest as he did as I requested. My enemy had a strange way of expressing himself. Not that I should be surprised, he was a wolf after all. And I didn’t know much about the species. 

“Explain why you’re sweating profusely.” He eyed the girls as they picked up a mixed bag of crystals. “And if you get it right, I’ll gladly leave.”

Huh? What was he talking about? If I were to guess why I wasn’t feeling well, he would back off. That was an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“I’m getting an infection from the festering gashes in my arm. You know, the ones you gave me a couple of hours ago?”

Crossing his arms over his chest – yes, my gaze dropped to his perfect form. What? A girl could check out the enemy without it breaking the laws of enemies or whatever – he raked his gaze down my top. Wait, he was doing the whole checking out thing also. Why? I was a wreck. 

“You look like crap, granted.”

Ah, that’s why he studied me with his intensely dark eyes. If he carried on staring at me, I might have to lie down. Not because he made me feel faint, although he wasn’t helping. But because my whole body was starting to shake violently. 

“See...” I gasped, clasping the edge of the desk. “Fever setting in.”

The girls approached, so engrossed in the alpha hot dog – ha, if I wasn’t feeling so ill, I would’ve laughed at my own joke – they didn’t take notice of me as they chucked a fiver on the counter.

Inclining his head, Malone winked. “Have a good day, ladies.”

They giggled as they left, throwing gazes over their shoulders until the door shut behind them. I had been tempted to ask them to stay awhile. Just to keep me safe from the werewolf who was no doubt about to rip my head off. 

Truth be told, it might have been a welcome relief from the excruciating cramps that were grasping my muscles and the heavy sadness that pulsed in my chest.

Sniffing again, Malone shook his head slowly and scratched the brown stubble on his chin. “You have my wolf toxins in you.”

The laughter came this time, bubbling up and snorting out of me in my best impression of a hyena. I instantly clasped my head in my hands as the simplest movement sent black stars dancing in front of my eyes. Either that or I had a tiny fly infestation I’d never noticed before.

“Witches can’t turn,” I said, gently resting my forehead on the cool surface of the desk and inhaling the heady scent of pine mixed with incense. “It’s never been done before.”

My auburn hair fanned out around my head, muffling my voice as I groaned. The creak of the floor made me look up, squinting as the light above attacked my eyes, sending darts into them.

“Shit.”

Malone was beside me, his hot breath caressing my face as I turned to him. Jeez, couldn’t the guy see I was my own sauna? I didn











































































































[image: ]
































































[image: ]






















[image: ]

























































































































































































































































[image: ]































































































































































































[image: ]
























































































































[image: ]



























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
1 Hlo

S ITOM I

é
=
i
=
”
N
>
T
%
i)
=

H 1o

INVSOdOd

Sl | B (PSS ITCO.NN T T

) sl - S TTO A S






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





