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If he dared to take one more step, my magic would put him out of his misery. He must be miserable if he was following me. Creep.

“Come out, then,” I shouted, spinning in the dark street.

The shadows hid my stalker, but I knew he was there. I could feel the presence of the low life scum. And, if he didn’t show himself, I would show him my fist.

“Don’t even think about killing me.” Ah, there he was.

The London street shrunk as a group of warlocks came out from the shadows, their arms raised, ready for a fight. Good, let them be ready, I was also ready. And, extremely pissed off. Didn’t they know that I had a job interview to get to?

The leader was a tall man, although any person over the age of thirteen was taller than me, so that wasn’t a hard accomplishment to achieve. His dark skin was smooth, his leather jacket creaking as he moved. Closer, but not quite close enough.

My heartbeat resounded in my head, reminding me that I was alive. Reminding me that I had a reason to live.

“What do you want?” I demanded, my hands held loosely by my side.

I hadn’t made up my mind about which magic I would use. Being a half-breed was good for one thing, the other person never knew how I would attack. Which was exactly why both witches and warlocks feared me.

The warlock held up a hand to stop the approach of the other four. They were all men, like most warlocks. Although there had been some gender cross-over, it wasn’t until I was born to a witch mother and a warlock father that female warlocks even existed.

The stark streetlamp overhead highlighted the others well. I stood back, using the darkness to camouflage myself as much as possible. The backstreet was a shortcut between two main roads in London city. My journey had been taking me to the River Thames, which was where the building for the Hunted Witch Agency stood.

Tilting his head to the side, the warlock laughed, the small insignificant sound filtering through his white teeth. He mocked me. Nope, not on my watch.

Crouching, I extended my right arm, conjuring a ball of flames. My wrist flicked, sending it towards my enemies. They scattered, their yelps of surprise making the corner of my lip lift into my cheek. They weren’t expecting me to attack all five of them.

Moving, I circled as they held up their hands. Were they seriously scared? Or, playing me for a fool?

“If you leave now, I’ll leave your balls intact,” I said, smirking when a couple of them rolled their eyes.

They’d obviously heard of my reputation. So what if I’d accidentally de-balled a couple of witches a few years ago? We had been having fun when my magic had taken over. All had been forgiven. Yet, every person in the underworld associated my name, Devon Jinx, as the half-breed that ripped out men’s bollocks. Like the Americans say, my bad.

“Don’t fight us, Devon, he needs to see you.” The leader of the small warlock pack held his hands up in surrender.

As if I would believe him. Every single warlock in the coven of London wanted me dead. I didn’t really blame them, I had killed their leader. Again, my bad.

The person they spoke about was the one warlock who contested my claim to the warlock leadership. Wait, did I fail to mention that I was heir to the warlock crown? Well, not really a crown, but you know...

“I’m busy right now,” I said when one of them went to move forward.

My skin tingled as I prepared to defend myself. No matter how many times a supernatural creature chased me through the city of London, I would never get used to it. I was a target. Everyone wanted a piece of me.

“You killed our leader, the least you can do is explain yourself!” The main man finally snapped, his teeth pulled back as a hiss escaped his lips.

Taking a step sideways, I swallowed as I weighed up my options. It had been a few weeks since I’d accidentally shot Isaac Senior, the elderly leader of the warlocks, in the head. I’d been possessed by a Dark Crawler. You know, the stinky evil spirits who possessed humans so they could live on earth. They rotted the host from the inside out, until they eventually jumped into another person. Yeah, well, one of them got into me.

“I didn’t mean to do it. I would’ve never done it if...”

I couldn’t tell them too much. After the event, the Crawler had been pulled from me by magic. I had managed to stay hidden from the warlocks since it had happened. The pain that washed over me at the memory of what I had done weakened me.

One of them whispered as I bared my vulnerability, their hand coming up and a stream of bright blue magic shooting out of their palm. Diving to the side, I cursed as I rolled on the hard concrete ground, wincing when broken glass cut into my hand.

“Get her!” the main man shouted.

Pushing up from the cold floor, I started to run. It was best not to antagonise them any further, especially as I had somewhere to be.

My small feet pounded the pavement as I thundered down the dimly lit road and straight out into the main street. A couple of cars passed as I spun right. It was quiet, the darkness driving the humans to their safe homes.

The underworld had started to grow in confidence recently, their annoyance at being hidden for so long starting to crack.

“Devon!” The shout made me look over my shoulder.

My breath huffed in and out as I kept going, my gaze watching the warlocks as they followed me. One of them held a ball of swirling light green magic.

“Shit,” I whispered as I went to look forward.

My whole body vibrated as I smacked straight into someone, their body so rock solid, it stopped me in my tracks.

“I’m...” I started to stutter an apology as I glanced back. The warlocks slowed, their gaze landing on the person behind me.

Looking up at him, I heaved a sigh of relief. He wasn’t exactly massively tall, but he was broad, his muscles well defined. His mousey brown hair was slightly spiked up, the tips looking soft enough for me to run my fingers through it. His arms were bare, revealing black and grey tattoos winding up the skin and disappearing under the short sleeves of his black T-shirt. His grass green eyes looked into mine just as I finished my appraisal of him.

“Are you okay? Do you need some help with them?” His voice was gravelly, sexy.

Shaking myself, I disconnected my gaze and looked back to the warlocks. They had come to a halt a little way down the street.

I wanted to stay and chat with the appealing witch. Oh, yeah, he was a witch. I could feel his magic; it was a talent of mine. Being half of each kind made it easy for me to detect what type of magic lived in a person. However, I couldn’t hang around. I was already going to be late.

“Could you distract them while I get out of here? I have a job interview and they’re being extremely inconvenient right now.” Fluttering my eyelashes, I smiled coyly.

His eyebrows raised as he let go of my arms. I hadn’t even realised he held me until the cold rush of air enveloped me.

“I’m not prepared to enter your fight if you deserve their wrath.”

Shaking my head quickly, I bit my lip. “No, I don’t. I haven’t done anything. I’m a prize to them, a threat. They want to take me out.”

Okay, so I may have been playing my hand just a little too far. My pulse quickened as the lie was processed by the man and his gaze hardened...on me. Apparently he could see through me easily.

He was honourable. Offering to help when he thought I was in danger, only to realise that I may have brought it on myself. Crap.

“Okay, forget it, I’m sorry I bothered you,” I snapped, before I took a deep breath and collected myself. “Wait...”

He went to turn away. He could obviously tell that I was a liar. But, he didn’t know why. I had to protect myself, or everyone in the city would use me to their advantage. He paused, his lovely eyes narrowing on me again.

“I...I really am sorry. I do have an interview and...I really want the job.” My cheeks heated when his gaze softened. “But, this has nothing to do with a handsome stranger, so I’m just going to go.” I spoke to myself.

The warlocks stepped forward when I went to walk towards them. The one with the ball of magic raised his eyebrows. I closed my eyes briefly as I whispered a witch spell, causing the ball to extinguish on its own.

The man glared at me, a swearword releasing from his mouth. “Can we get the bitch now?”

Before the others could reply, I crouched low, my arm extended in front of me. A stream of blood red magic laced with yellow streams flung out towards them, still attached to my hand. Moving my arm sideways, I sliced the long line of magic through each one of them. They screamed as they flew backwards.

The last one managed to dodge out of the way, his yelp making me smile. He got to his feet as soon as my magic dropped and I spun to get away.

“Really?” I huffed when the handsome witch held up his hand.

Without waiting to be attacked by the warlock, I ducked past the hot tattooed witch, and ran...as fast as I could. My skin was slick with sweat, the leather of my jacket sliding against my arms. It was hot, very hot.

My arms pumped by my side as I tried to keep my breath going. It was fast running out. Why didn’t I train more often? It would help with my escape.

A blast of light flashed past me, slamming into the wall of the shop I passed. Squeaking, I cursed myself at my weakness. Bloody warlocks, they were the bane of my life right now. If I could just lose the one that followed me, I would win.

A grunt escaped my chest as something hit my legs. Gritting my teeth, I tried to land elegantly as my knees gave way, and I crashed to the concrete. “Bitch!”

Scrambling up, I looked down at my legs to see nothing there. I didn’t bother to turn round, but somehow I knew that the gorgeous witch had caused me to fall. Was he helping the warlock? Why would he do that?

“You can slow down now,” his deep voice called after me.

The lights of the street blurred as I carried on. I wouldn’t trust someone who had just tried to down me...and succeeded.

Looking back, I frowned, my heart skipping in my chest. The last warlock was face down on the ground. So, the witch had hit both of us. What was his game?

He jogged behind me, too far to catch up. For whatever reason, he had become involved in my escapade. Which meant someone else knew my secret.

Ignoring him when he called out again, I sprinted as fast as my aching legs could carry me. The building where my job interview was meant to take place wasn’t far. In fact, if I ducked down this...

“I’ll find you!” the witch shouted, his voice further away now.

Find me? Why did he want to find me? What did he want? The adrenaline that had kept me going started to ebb, my muscles wanting to seize up. He was letting me go. His effort to catch me hadn’t been serious, otherwise he would’ve been a lot closer.

The darkness of another side street covered me as I entered. Moving into the shadows, I leant against the brick wall, the cold of the night seeping through my leather jacket and into my bones.

Huffing, I struggled to get control of my breathing. How many times had I been told that I should stop practicing magic to make sure my body was fit? Plenty.

A sob erupted from nowhere as I remembered who had tried to train me. Isaac Senior, the leader of the warlocks. My father’s best friend. The man I had killed.

When my father had explained that he was a warlock, and my mother was a witch, my life had altered drastically. They had decided to raise me as a witch, but I was technically half and half. A person not belonging to any one coven. Yet, the witches had gritted their teeth and allowed me to join them, albeit reluctantly.

“I’m sorry, Isaac,” I whispered, wiping away the tear that escaped my eye.

He had taken me in when my parents had died. The revelation that my father’s family were the second heirs to the warlock leadership baffled me even further. If Isaac’s line ever died out, we would take over. What had my parents got me into? I was too crazy to even think about leading a coven of warlocks, much less London’s main group.

Wiping my hands over my face, I took a deep breath and left my hideout. Pushing the thoughts away, I looked at my phone to check the time. Great, my first impression wouldn’t exactly be good if being an hour late wasn’t acceptable.

Settling into a slow jog, I rushed out of the street and onto the walkway that led me along the River Thames. The lights from the London Eye twinkled in the water below it. Ah, if only I could relax by the river, enjoying the night sky and the soft lights, it would be so much easier.

The building I was looking for came into view. It was a tiny two-storey place wedged between corporate office blocks. It must have cost a fortune to rent out or own. Maybe if the owner was a man, and single...nah, I wasn’t ever going to be tied down.

A single light shone in the tiny window of the front door. The shutters blocked the view into the other windows. Were they still there?

Was I doing the right thing? My mind knew that I had to make money, I had to get a job. But, my heart...it wanted to do nothing all day. Not even play with magic.

If I didn’t change my life, someone would kill me. It was as simple as that. I was powerful, and they didn’t like it. The supernatural underworld had heard about me killing the warlock leader and knew that if I had survived being possessed by a Dark Crawler, I could very well be one of the most powerful people in London. Well, I didn’t like to toot my own horn, but they might very well be right.

So, why did I hover at front of the door, hesitant to offer my services to the agency?

Because, a small whisper of my own voice resounded in my head, you’re afraid that if anyone gets close to you in any kind of way, they’ll die because of you. Like everyone else in your life.
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Pressing the button beside the wooden door, I waited until there was a buzz and let myself in.

“Hello,” someone spoke over a speaker as I entered the hallway. “I take it you’re Devon.”

The place was dark with a yellowy light in the ceiling. I looked around me, noting the white walls with pictures of painted landscapes precisely placed a few metres apart.

“Yes, I’m so-”

“Come through the end door,” the person interrupted me.

Well, how rude. They couldn’t even be bothered to come and greet me. And, then they had the cheek to cut me off. Rude.

Running my hands through my dark hair to make sure it was still in place after my fight, I walked down the hallway to the only wooden door at the end. It was brown, the wood stained and old. In fact, the oak beams overhead showed me that the building was probably original. How quaint for an agency.

Pushing the door, I almost tripped when it swung open. A small step led me into an old fashioned library. Really? I was going for a job interview for a supernatural agency in an old English house?

“Welcome. You’re late.”

The woman sitting behind the big oak desk rose from her chair. She was of average height with a straight blonde bob cut just below her chin. Her lithe frame was clad in jeans and a top that accentuated her boobs. Yes, she had massive boobs.

Glancing down at my own less than impressive chest, I sighed. “I’m sorry I’m late, I ran into a bit of trouble. Some smart arse warlocks thought they’d...”

I stopped myself abruptly, remembering where I was. Justina, that was her name. The woman who now came out from behind the desk to stand in front of me. Or, to look down at me, whatever.

“I don’t care why you’re late, I just care that you’re late.”

Well, okay then. If she was going to be this rude all the time, I would...

“Take a seat, Devon.” She interrupted my thought as she pointed to a leather chair.

Going back around her desk, she glanced at the wall to the left. Following her gaze as I lowered myself into the chair, I stared. CCTV screens covered the whole length of the wall up to the door. Wow, impressive agency gadgetry shizzle. I wouldn’t mind having a little look to see where my enemies were.

“It says on your application that you’ve never done this kind of work before.”

Bringing my attention back to the powerhouse of a woman, I cleared my throat before I spoke. “No, I’ve been...training.”

It was technically true, although I couldn’t prove it now because Isaac was dead, but maybe she would let me show her my skills. Anyone who saw me in action tended to...

“So, why would you think we would take on someone who has no experience? The Hunted Witch Agency has a clean reputation.”

“Hunted Witch...?” Not only had she interrupted me again, she had got her own agency name wrong.

A small smile lit her lips. “Yes, we don’t advertise our full name when we’re recruiting. As you can imagine, it puts people’s backs up...”

“Witches, you mean?”

So, the twists were coming thick and fast. They hunted witches? But... “You’re a witch. Why are you hunting your own kind?”

Her face cleared of any expression as she leant forward on the desk and looked at me. Her eyes were light brown, a blank glaze hiding her soul from anyone. She was guarded, rightly so. In her line of work, she probably had to watch her back every second of the day. Did I want that responsibility too?

“I’ve done some research on you,” she said, choosing to ignore my question. Bitch. “And, you’re not only a witch...”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m half warlock, too.”

Her perfectly plucked eyebrows rose, her lips pressing together. “You remind me of someone,” she said, leaning back in her chair and crossing her hands over her waist.

Keeping my mouth shut, I realised that I had probably overstepped the mark. I was in a job interview, I should be civil, not sarcastic.

“I hope it’s someone amazing.” I laughed, stopping abruptly when she tilted her head to the side. Not good, Devon, act like an adult!

“Actually,” she said as a smile came to her face. “You remind me of me...so, yes, it is someone amazing.”

A genuine smile came to my lips as my shoulders relaxed. Our gaze met and an understanding passed between us. I’d seen things not meant for young eyes, maybe she’d had the same experience.

“That snarky attitude is good for covering how you really feel in this business, but I’ve learnt the hard way that we have to take care of ourselves. I’m not sure you’d be able to.”

Licking my lips before I spoke, I thought about my reply. “Teach me,” I blurted, suddenly desperate to connect with someone who might just understand me.

Leaning her elbows on the desk, Justina studied me. Her arms were toned, the pale skin on her face smooth and unmarked. She must have been a couple of years older than me, so in her late twenties. What had she seen in the world so far?

“Let’s talk about your heritage,” she said, instead of acknowledging my request. 

Letting her change the subject, I sat forward on the edge of my seat. My ripped jeans were digging into my stomach, making me feel a little nauseous. Although, was that just an excuse? Every time someone wanted to know me, the urge to vomit often surged.

“What do you want to know?” I would’ve usually said something sarcastic, but Justina looked at me intensely, her gaze drilling into me, daring me to make the wrong move. 

Why had the job suddenly become so important? I usually didn’t care about anything.

Relaxing slightly, Justina glanced at the bank of screens, her gaze scanning each one in order. She obviously did that a lot.

“Your mother was a witch, your father a warlock. I thought that was against the rules?”

Smiling to myself, I shrugged. “Apparently, they fell so madly in love, they were stupid enough to go against the rules. They were hated for it, I might add.”

“And, when did you lose them?” Justina’s expression was soft, but not full of pity. Which was a good thing. People who had tried to show me pity in the past had instantly lost my respect.

“When I was ten. One minute, they were there, the next... gone.”

Nodding, Justina kept eye contact, her gaze trying to see through the wall that I had built up around myself. She wouldn’t get far. No one ever did.

“You say that you can use both witch and warlock magic?”

Swallowing, I inclined my head. A lot of humans thought that magic was all the same, but it wasn’t. Witch magic had been the only magic I had used while growing up with my parents. Whispered spells, grimoires and familiars had filled my world. However, when my parents died and Isaac Senior had offered to train me, I’d learnt all about my warlock magic. Conjuring power into physical form made me feel invincible. There were no herbology lessons, only mind over matter.

“I can. I’ve been taught well with both.”

My go to was witch magic, but the more I faced physical threats, the more I used my brightly coloured magical weapons. They were quicker, and often caused someone to think twice about attacking me.

Justina leant back in her seat. “And, what about combat training? It says that you’ve not done much of that.”

Combat training, she had to be kidding? I thought that part of the application had been a joke. Why would I need to be able to fight when I could wipe people out with magic?

Sighing, Justina bit her lip before she spoke again. “I can see that you’re reluctant to answer that question, but let me ask you this... Say you were spelled by a sorceress, a very powerful one, and they restricted your magic, would you be able to fight?”

Pfft. Of course I would... I think. “Erm...”

A laugh escaped us both as I tried to convince myself that I could throw a punch. It would be best to listen to the woman who ran a highly regarded agency.

“Okay, so I need some combat training.” 

As we shared a smile, a door outside the room slammed. We were both on our feet as running footsteps headed towards the library, the door opening abruptly without whoever it was knocking.

“Justina,” a tall man entered the room.

He was built like a warrior, his frame over six feet. The dirty blonde hair on his head was shaggy, giving him a rough and ready look.

“Sorry to interrupt, but we’ve got trouble,” the man said in a gruff Australian accent.

Going over to the bank of screens, he pointed at one of them. Justina was already out from behind her desk, following him.

“Devon, this is Kurt Fielding. He’s my... partner.” Her hesitation made me wonder what the term partner actually meant to them.

“I’ve got no time for pleasantries. Look at this...” Kurt’s arm muscles flexed as he pointed at movement on the screen they were focused on.

His shirt was tight on his chest, accentuating the defined lines of muscles on his back. The leather trousers also hugged parts of him that were tempting to squeeze. No wonder Justina wanted to be his partner. They made a handsome pair.

Sneaking over as they whispered between themselves, I looked over Justina’s shoulder, although it was almost impossible considering she was six inches taller than me. My small height, yes, I was five foot, made it difficult for me to see above the wall of the River Thames, let alone anyone’s shoulder.

“They’re struggling, see?” Kurt was saying.

Tracing the two people in a street in London, I gasped when I recognised the place on the screen.

“What is it?” Justina asked me, her hands grabbing my arms.

Clearing my throat, I looked up at them both. “That’s outside my...erm, someone I used to know... it’s his old shop.”

“Do you recognise anyone there?” Kurt narrowed his blue eyes, his gaze boring into me.

He looked suspicious, and rightly so. I was a random person who had come in for an interview and knew the exact location of a scuffle on the streets.

“It could just be humans having a fight, couldn’t it? And, no, I don’t recognise anyone.”

I snapped my mouth shut when the two people on screen blinked out of existence. Ah, witch magic. Kurt had obviously seen something before we had noticed. It was good that he questioned what was going on.

“We have to get down there,” he told Justina. “Get rid of her.”

The Australian was blunt. A lot of people didn’t like it when someone was blunt with them, but I liked to know where I stood, so I respected him.

As Justina turned to me, she covered a grim glare she had thrown at her partner. She obviously didn’t appreciate his bluntness as much as I did.

“Devon, I would like to hire you on a probationary period. Your records check out, your references, although a little contrite, were acceptable. Can I call you when we’ve dealt with this?”

Grinning, I nodded quickly, happy that Justina had taken it upon herself to thoroughly research me so I didn’t have to ‘prove’ my worth to her. It would be a lot easier to show her.

“Great, if you could let yourself out,” Kurt interrupted, grabbing Justina’s arm to speak to her. “They’ve just returned, I think they’ve dumped a body.”
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“A dumped body, Kingsley,” I said to my pet rat. “How exciting!”

His little nose twitched like it always did, sniffing my hand as I offered him a biscuit. Petting him on the head once he had snatched it from me, I slumped on the sofa. 

My apartment was pretty much a hive for depressive thoughts and feelings. The curtains were always pulled, the darkness hiding the disarray of witchy items that adorned every surface. Dream catchers, wands, divination cards. Even a candle or two...thousand.

It wasn’t that I needed the items to do my magic, but everything in my small home had been my mother’s. She had been a traditional witch, one who liked to use tools to help her magic. And, I couldn’t bear to let her stuff go. Not since having to let her go.

“What do you think, Kingsley?” I asked, glancing at the unmade bed with its bright lilac duvet cover. “Is it time to become the new and improved Devon? New job, new...cleanliness,” I muttered to myself as I stood.

Kingsley Jinx was supposed to be my familiar. Yeah, witches still used them sometimes. However, something about his sweet little brown face made me pause before bonding him to me. It was as if he was asking me to let him help me in another way. I wasn’t sure why I had thought that, but ever since, I had often opened his cage and allowed him to roam
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